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Sweet surprise . .
.
your skin can easily look this fresh and lovely

You’ll marvel, too, that your own grown-up skin can have this youthful freshness

so easily, so soon . . . with a simple change to regular Ivory care. You see, the milder

your beauty soap, the prettier your complexion . . . and Ivory Soap is even gentle

enough for a baby’s delicate skin. Pure white, clean scented. 99 44/ioo% pure® ... it

floats. And did you know that today more doctors recommend Ivory for babies’

skin, and yours, than any other soap? Your skin never outgrows mild Ivory ... it

just grows smoother, clearer, lovelier. Then suddenly you have That Ivory Look!
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ft’s her movie debut!

Hear Connie sing the title song

"Where The Boys Are”

—her new hit on M-G-M Record
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Are Females

As Romantic

As Cold Salmon

?

According to one young man:
“Ask the average girl if she’d like

to sail around the world with a

handsome, daring boy and she’ll

answer, ‘But, gee, what if we got

hit by a hurricane.’ ” Find out

what senior boys think of the op-

posite sex in the colorful, new
issue of Teens Today Magazine.

Plus—
OFFBEAT

HOLIDAY PARTIES

JANUARY, 1961 VOL. 59, NO. 1

PHOTOPLAY
FAVORITE OF AMERICA'S MOVIEGOERS FOR FIFTY YEARS

LIZ and EDDIE

DALE ROBERTSON

DEBBIE REYNOLDS

SHELLEY WINTERS

LANA TURNER

DORIS DAY

JANET LEIGH and
TONY CURTIS

GLORIA SWANSON

KIRK DOUGLAS

CONNIE STEVENS

CLARK GABLE

ROCK HUDSON

KEELY SMITH

EXCLUSIVE

40 “Please Eddie, Don’t Let Them Take the Children Away”
by Dorian Draper

42 “Oh, My God, I Can’t See” by Marcia Bone

54 Wouldn’t You Like to Help Debbie Smile Again? by Jane Ardmore

CONTEST: ARE YOU WHAT HE WANTS FOR XMAS?

19 Man’s View of Woman—What You Should Know From A to Z

25 Have You Learned Enough to Get Your Man?

62 Your Chance to Win a Christmas Gift From a Star

ARTICLES AND SPECIAL FEATURES

26 Her Losing Battle by Adam Mitchell

28 Lana’s Flirting With Danger Again by Milt Johnson

30 What I Want Most for Christmas by Doris Day

32 “Mommy, What Church Does Santa Claus Go To?”
by Charlotte Dinter

36 Why a Man Gets Tired of a Woman by Adela Rogers St. Johns

38 The Day He Booked a Seat on Flight 375 by Bob Dean

44 What Gives? by Rona Barrett

SO Without Me, Clark Gable Would Never Be a Father by Pat Allen

52 I Was Scheduled to Die by G. Divas

58 The Bride Wore Sneakers by Rose Perlberg

YOUNG IDEAS

How about a “Backwards Blast,”

an “All Day Melee,” a “Vegas

Special,” or a “Psycho” party to

brighten up the holidays?

FLUNK-OUTS AT COLLEGE
Why and How They Happen

4 Monthly Record 8 Monthly Ballot

8 Readers Inc. 74 Your Needlework

76 Becoming Attractions

NEWS AND REVIEWS

6 Go Out to a Movie 72 Now Playing (Brief Reviews)

10 Inside Stuff by Sara Hamilton 82 Hollywood for You by Skolsky

DRIVING AND DATES
For the latest on what teenagers talk

about and do, get your copy of

January

ENS

TOIJAY -ft™

Only 25c at your favorite

newsstand

!
TEENS TODAY WG-l&l

|

205 E. 42nd St., New York 17. N. Y.

Rush me a copy of the January, 1961, issue

of TEENS TODAY. I enclose 25c.

Name
Please Print

Address

EVELYN PAIN, Editor KENNETH CUNNINGHAM, An Director

NORMAN SIEGEL, West Coast Editor

claire safran, Managing Editor rate Palumbo, Fashion Editor
rose enclander. Associate Editor june Clark, Beauty Editor

tobi feldstein. Assistant Editor rocer marshutz. Staff Photographer
jim hoffman, vivien mazzone. Contributing Editors jean schleber. Assistant Art Director
anne kanes. Assistant to Editor marcia borie. West Coast Contributor

Your February issue will be on sale at your newsstand on Jan. 5th
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loss or damage. It is advisable to keep a duplicate copy for your records. Only material accompanied by stamped,

self-addressed envelopes or with sufficient postage will be returned.

Foreign editions handled through Macfadden Publications International Corp., 205 East 42nd Street, New York

17, N. Y. Irving S. Manheimer, President; Douglas Lockhart, Vice-President.

Re-entered as Second Class matter May 10, 1946 at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March

3, 1879. Second-class postage paid at New York, N. Y., and other post offices. Authorized as Second Class

Mail P. O. Dept., Ottawa, Ont., Canada. Copyright 1960 by Macfadden Publications, Inc. All rights reserved.

Copyright under the Universal Copyright Convention and International Copyright Convention. Copyright reserved

under Pan American Copyright Convention. Todos derechos reservados segun la Convencion Panamericana de

Propiedad Literaria y Artistica. Title trademark registered in U. S. Patent Office Printed in U. S. A. by Art Color
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Jerry Lewis HITS THE TOP IN MOTION PICTURE ENTERTAINMENT

IN A GLOWING MASTERPIECE OF HUMOR AND HEART

AS

Imagine Jerry

as the fella in

CINDERELLA!
He's got two

nasty stepbrothers,

a fairy godfather and

a Princess Charming

who's all softness

and kisses. And that

slipper he loses

at the ball is

a loafer! Technicolor®

* +

EdWynn -Judith Anderson
Henry Silva*Robert Hutton CountBasie and hisworia

* and — — .
1

Renowned Band featuring JoeWilliams

Anna Maria Alberghetti as “The
Princess’

Produced by Jerry Lewis • Associate Producer - Ernest D. Glucksman • Written and Directed by Frank Tashlin

Musical Numbers Staged by Nick Castle • New Songs by Harry Warren and Jack Brooks • A Paramount Release

FOR THE HOLIDAV SEASON — AT YOUR FAVORITE MOTION PICTURE THEATRE!



MONTHLY RECORD
Who’s In?

LOOKING AT YOU

Who’s in? You re in—if you’re up, that is. Up-to-date on who made

news in 1960. What’s out? Ask Annette and she’ll say Paul Anka:

ask Bobby Darin and he’ll say Jo-Ann Campbell; ask Edd Byrnes and

he'll say Asa Maynor. They split up this year. So did Glenn Ford and

Eleanor Powell; Hope Lange and Don Murray; Desi and Lucy; Vic

Damone and Pier Angeli; Ty Hardin and Andra Martin; Larraine Day;

Jean Seberg; Stephen Boyd; Efrem Zimbalist. There were headlines

when Elvis came home . . . when Eddie Cochran died tragically in an

auto crash . . . when

Lana Turner’s daugh-

ter went to the El

Retiro home for girls.

Everybody was talk-

ing about Debbie and

Harry Karl . . . about

Tab Hunter’s dog-

trial . . . about Con-

nie Francis’ new boy-

friends and the lack

of same for Brenda

Lee and Sandra Dee

. . . about the Marilyn

Monroe-Arthur Mil-

ler-Yves Montand tri-

angle . . . about Lau-

ren Bacall and Jason

Robards, who looks

like Bogart. . . . There

were lots of wed-

dings: Dianne Len-

non; Tommy Sands

and Nancy Sinatra;

Millie Perkins and

Dean Stockwell; Jill

St. John; Deborah

Kerr; Jean Simmons;

Gene Tierney; Joseph

Cotten; Yul Brynner;

Gene Kelly; Claire

Bloom: Anita Bryant:

Jimmy Boyd and

Yvonne Craig; Vera

Miles; Bob Denver.

Stars like Liz Taylor set the

fashion pace in 1960. Did you

lead your own crowd in: loose,

easy-fitting jackets; full, box-

pleated skirts; big bags;

pointed pumps; leotards; ban-

gle bracelets; smooth hairdo;

dramatic eyes; paler lipsticks?

CD
r

CO

O
ELVIS PRESLEY

BRENDA LEE

TOMMY SANDS

BOBBY DARIN

ANITA BRYANT

ANNETTE

GLENN FORD

LUCILLE BALL

EDDIE COCHRAN

YVES MONTAND

TAB HUNTER
GENE TIERNEY
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Stop look and listen—here’s what made you do it in I960. Best-selling

pop singles: Percy Faith’s “Theme From a Summer Place”; Chubby

Checkers “Twist”; Elvis’ “It’s Now or Never.” Pop albums: “Sound

of Music,” original cast album on Columbia; Kingston Trio’s “Sold

Out” (Capitol); “60 Years of Music America Loves Best” (RCA

Victor). Comedy albums: “Button Down Mind of Bob Newhart” (War-

ned Bros.) ;
Bill Dana’s “My Name Is Jose Jiminez” (Signature). Clas-

sical albums: lush new keepsake packages of Van Cliburn playing Schu-

mann’s Concerto in A Minor (RCA); Horowitz and Toscanini on

NEW FACES

Babies—what could be newer?

Or nicer? They came this year to

James Darren and Evy Norlund;

Dot Malone and Jacques Ber-

gerac; the Richard Egans. More

happy parents: Audrey Hepburn

and Mel Ferrer: Jimmie Rodg-

ers; Nick Adams; Terry Moore;

Dana Wynter; Jeanne Crain;

Jayne Mansfield. Not so happy:

Susy Parker and Brigitte Bardot

—not even a baby could help

to hold their marriages together.

Tchaikowsky’s Piano Concerto No. 1

(RCA)
; the London Festival Edition

of Beethoven’s Nine Symphonies (Ev-

erest)
; Fritz Reiner and the Vienna

Philharmonic with Verdi’s P.equiem

(RCA) ; Reiner and the Chicago Sym-

phony with Lisa Della Casa on Mah-

ler’s Symphony No. 4 (RCA). . . .

Books: “Advise and Consent” by

Drury; the Durrell Quarto; “Hawaii”

by Michener. Comedy books: “Cap-

tions Courageous” and “The Law

and the Profit” by C. N. Parkinson.

Ki

O'

Were you in on the trends

of 1960? Check yourself.

Q Short Bermuda skirts,

knee socks, squash heels.

0 Talking on records, danc-

ing to remakes of old

standards, movie themes.

0 Gourmet foods, studying

science, going to Europe

—or dreaming about it.

0 Smaller cars, bigger jew-

elry, smaller weddings.

O Gilt eye makeup, tinted

hose, kiss curls.

0 The Twist, novelty hits,

riddles, sick jokes.

0 Romantic split-ups, sad

songs, crying at movies.

0 Girl singers: Did you join

a fan club for Brenda Lee,

Dodie Stevens, Anita

Bryant, Connie Stevens?

O New male favorites, too.

like Bobby Rydell, Dwayne

Hickman, Brian Hyland

. . . with a slight fading ol

interest in Elvis, Pat, etc

O If you checked 6 or more,

you’re in; from 4 to 6.

you’re on the fringe, gel

closer to the fun; less

than 4, you’re way out;

haven’t you been reading p

Photoplay every month?
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get more out of life

go out to a

movie
WITH JANET GRAVES

What’s on tonight?

to see the best! Look for

these new pictures

at your favorite theater

’s different.

Boh and Deborah in life down-under.

The Sundowners
MAKE FRIENDS DOWN-UNDER; FAMILY

Australia’s sheep-ranching plains are very much a man’s

territory, so Robert Mitchum’s right at home there. But

a place like that calls for strong women, too, and Deborah

Kerr meets the challenge. As their son, likable Michael

Anderson Jr. shows us how a boy in his teens can shoulder

responsibilities—and problems. Here’s the situation: Bob’s

work takes him from ranch to ranch, herding and shearing

sheep; Deborah’s pretty tired of living in a tent; Michael

would rather be a farmer. Besides, how can a fellow meet

any girls when he’s always on the move? As producer-

director of this happy, satisfying picture, Fred Zinnemann

went on location to give us a true feeling of the place and its

people, who also include Peter Ustinov, a highly amusing

English adventurer; Glynis Johns, a hearty widow who’s

after him; Dina Merrill, a lonely wife. warners, technicolor

Spartacus
POWERFUL EPIC OF ANCIENT ROME; ADULT

In the size of its sets and the number of people who go

charging across its landscapes, this spectacle can hold its

own with the most colossal. But here’s where it’s different:

The characters stand out as believable human beings, living

in a real, rough world, faraway as it is. A gladiator named

Spartacus (Kirk Douglas) actually did lead a slaves’ rebel-

lion about 2,000 years ago, bucking up against an empire

whose might and decadence are symbolized by Laurence

Olivier, as the Roman commander. Jean Simmons as an

utterly beautiful slave girl, Charles Laughton as a wily poli-

tician, Peter Ustinov as a sly promoter, Tony Curtis as a

gentle slave—all these come alive for us, under Stanley

Kubrick’s firm direction. u-i; technicolor, super technirama 70

The Alamo
hulking, amiable frontier legend; family

John Wayne has produced his own pictures before, but

this is his first directing job, and it’s astonishing how much

the movie resembles his screen personality: sometimes

awkward, but finally coming through with a solid punch.

Seems there were too many colonels defending the Alamo

—

Wayne’s rugged Davy Crockett and Richard Widmark’s

swashbuckling Jim Bowie clash with Laurence Harvey’s

discipline-crazy William Travis. Even in this big-league

company, Frankie Avalon does very well indeed as a

Tennessee kid—with only one snatch of song, though the

film’s rich in music as well as action, u.a.; technicolor, todd-ao

The World of Suzie Wong
WISTFUL ROMANCE, VIVID LOCALE; ADULT

Much more effectively than the play, this East-West love

story captures the humor and flavor of the best-selling novel.

It isn’t just the star performances we have to thank. William

Holden shows the intelligence and skill we expect, as an

American painter; but he isn’t too well-cast as a man

“pushing forty.” (From which side?) Nancy Kwan, sensi-

tive, slim and lovely in the role that France Nuyen ate her

way out of, at times seems too polished for a child of the

slums. The city of Hong Kong itself dominates the story

6



and makes its simple conflict ring true, because we see more

than exotic vistas. We see a world so jam-packed with

struggling humanity that it’s hard to condemn girls who,

like Suzie, sell themselves to survive. paramount, technicolor

Never on Sunday
SPIRITED, SAUCY COMEDY; ADULT

Melina Mercouri makes this picture a pleasure to watch,

with her gay, lusty performance as a Greek sister of the

Chinese Suzie. She’s cheerfully plying her trade in the

seaport of Piraeus—here glorified into a tourist’s dream of

simple, unspoiled primitive life. Then along come three guys

who want to reform Melina, for reasons of love, business and

idealism. The last motive belongs to Jules Dassin, who does

a much better job directing this movie than he does acting

in it. But his wooden style isn’t too far off the beam for his

character of a ridiculously stuffy American tourist. With

lots of sex but no leers, the story lilts along as brightly as

its popular title tune. u.a.

Girl of the Night
POINTLESS CASE HISTORY; ADULT

Now wait a minute—there are other ways for a girl to

earn a living! According to this month’s movies, anybody

who wants to take up Suzie Wong’s profession had better

steer clear of the U. S., because Anne Francis is perfectly

miserable as a New York call girl. This picture pretends to

be a sober clinical study; Anne tells her woes to analyst

Lloyd Nolan, who has a splendid couch-side manner. Usually

a nice boy, John Kerr seems to enjoy playing the lowest

form of male life, a no-good johnny to Anne’s modern-day

Frankie. Now, can we drop this subject for a while? warners

G.I. Blues
THE BIG COMEBACK IS A HIT; ADULT

Presley fans who stayed loyal may now feel happy and

smug. Elvis looks simply great: handsomer (with that

short haircut) and more poised than he was in his pre-Army

films. Ten songs give him plenty of musical range. Ballad,

rhythm or country-style—Elvis can set the pace. Oh yes,

the story. As everybody knows, it keeps him with his former

outfit, in Germany. There’s a girl for Elvis and two others

for his two Army buddies. Presley’s gal is cute Juliet

Prowse; Robert Ivers’ is luscious Leticia Roman; James

Douglas’ is demure Sigrid Maier. The last pair’s affair isn’t

quite in key with the light-weight, rollicking family enter-

tainment. PARAMOUNT, TECHNICOLOR

General della Bovere
STRONG, IRONIC WAR DRAMA; ADULT

The best Italian movie in years and the first important

Roberto Rossellini movie in years stars Vittorio de Sica in

his finest performance. And all that naturally adds up to

quite a picture, though it has a definite plot outline and a

dash of sentiment that didn’t show up in the early Rossellini-

directed films. Every inch the man of distinction, de Sica

plays an old con artist who has a neat wartime racket run-

ning in Italy. Nazi officer Hannes Messemer catches him out

and forces him into a strange mission.

continental; dialogue in Italian, titles in English

The Magnificent Seven
COLORFUL, ENJOYABLE WESTERN; FAMILY

You’d think Yul Brynner had been playing western gun-

fighters all his screen life. That’s how easily and gracefully

he wears the killer’s standard all-back outfit. The Old West

has gotten too law-abiding for Yul and his colleagues, so he

has no trouble rounding up a bunch of other unemployed

gunmen for a cheap job in Mexico. Jaunty Steve McQueen
and young Horst Buchholz (a strikingly handsome new-

comer) are the most interesting. And Eli Wallach throws a

lot of gusto into the role of the bandit leader the boys are

fighting. Even in black, Yul can’t fool us—he’s a good guy

at heart, a fine romantic hero for a picturesque adventure.

U.A.; DE LUXE COLOR, PANAVISION

A Breath of Scandal
OLD-STYLE VIENNESE ROMANCE; ADULT

Sophia Loren’s generous beauty and Maurice Chevalier’s

breezy charm are the bright spots in this love comedy. It’s

pretty old-fashioned, a kind of operetta with very little

music, all about a hoydenish Austrian princess (in 1905)

and a rather proper young American businessman. In this

part, John Gavin looks awfully decorative, but sounds

awfully clumsy. The comedy skill that he hasn’t learned

yet is demonstrated by Chevalier, as Sophia's dad, and Isabel

Jeans, as her flighty mother, paramount; technicolor, vistavision

Swiss Family Robinson
JAZZED-UP JUVENILE CLASSIC; FAMILY

This Disney-produced version of the beloved book is

mostly for younger fans, but it has some appeal for anybody

who’s ever had that desert-island daydream. John Mills and

Dorothy McGuire are just right as model parents; so are

James MacArthur, Tommy Kirk and Kevin Corcoran as

sturdy sons. Castaways all. they’re the original do-it-yourself

household. The gimmicks that make their island home com-

fortable provide fun ; then Sessue Hayakawa’s pirates and a

captive girl (Janet Munro) turn up to keep the story going.

BUENA VISTA; TECHNICOLOR, PANAVISION

The 3 Worlds of Gulliver
MILD FANTASY-ADVENTURE: FAMILY

As you’d expect, Jonathan Swift’s bigger classic gets the

business, too. When Kerwin Mathews, as the voyaging

English doctor, is cast away on the miniature land of Lilli-

put, he helps a pair of tiny lovers. And when the giants of

Brobdingnag capture him, they get his girlfriend (June

Thorburn
) ,

too. It’s mostly fairytale stuff, but enough of

the political satire is left so that you wonder why the movie-

makers didn’t boldly up-date it. Columbia, eastman color

Studs Lonigan
HONEST ATTEMPT AT REALISM; ADULT

Based on James T. Farrell’s novel, this story of young

manhood in Chicago of the 1920’s has moments of strong

impact, though it lacks shape as a whole. Too romantically

handsome for the title role. Christopher Knight still does a

nice, earnest job as the Irish-American boy who shies away

from adult responsibilities. He worships snooty Venetia

Stevenson; has an affair with schoolteacher Helen Westcott;

gets sweet Carolyn Craig into trouble. u.a.
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An Open Letter to Jerry Wald

1 would like to take this opportunity to

openly thank Jerry Wald for his kindness and
attention. The producer of “Peyton Place,”

“The Long, Hot Summer,” “The Story on

Page One” and Marilyn Monroe's new film,

"Let’s Make Love,” has never failed to answer
my letters, not even when he was working on

three movies at once. His interest in my prob-

lems and helpful suggestions have huilt up my
confidence contless times, and with each let-

ter I hope more and more to have the chance
to meet this great man some day.

Don Cieszynski
New Britain, Conn.

Mr. Wonderful

We had the pleasure of meeting Troy Dona-
hue when he was in Miami Beach filming “Surf-

Side Six.” He never refused our phone calls or

our visits. He gave us the impression of being a

very thoughtful person. All in all, he’s won-
derful.

Beveki.y Smith & Friends
Hialeah, Fla.

A Disagreement

Would you please settle a disagreement? My
husband says Elizabeth Taylor and Rock Hud-
son played the main characters in “Giant.” I

say Elizabeth Taylor and Robert Stack did.

Would you please set us straight?

Mr. & Mrs. W.
Tuscola, 111.

Your husband’s right .

—

Ed.

A Brother to Mario?

I have been a faithful follower of your
magazine for a good many years.

My story is a long and amazing uphill fight

to try and establish my identity as the brother

of the late Mario Lanza. To he brief, I too

am a lyric-tenor, having studied ten years with

Ottavio Valentini, erstwhile leading tenor of

the San Carlo Opera Company, who along with

many others was astounded at my resemblance
in every respect to the late great tenor.

Victor Rossi
Brooklyn, N. Y.

In My Book. . . .

“The Untouchables” on TV is, in my hook,

the best show there is. Mr. Robert Stack does a

tremendous job of acting. I don’t understand
why it took so long for Hollywood producers
to realize what a charming personality and
good actor he is.

Rose Platt
Miami, Fla.

Gone on Groucho

When our Elvis moves his pelvis,

Girls will either swoon or scream,

So exciting or inviting,

Is his effect upon a dream.
But someone will give me a thrill.

Exceeding this by far,

I’ve always felt my backbone melt,

When Groucho wiggles his cigar.

When Perry moans, the very hones
Of folks begin to quiver.

Likewise when Bing begins to sing,

He activates the liver.

But I will state nor hesitate

To say I'll tell no lies.

I’m in the groove, my limbs won’t move,

When Groucho hats his eyes.

When Dinah Shore begins to soar,

Into the high notes.

And when Pat Boone begins to croon,

They garner lots of votes.

But when my bloke just cracks a joke

(It needn’t he great wit),

I’d fricassee my family,

When Groucho does his hit.

Sophie Tucker sure can pucker,

And Marilyn Monroe
Some say is best, yes there’s Mae West,

And also Clara Bow,
I’m just a goose so what’s the use,

It’s really mighty rough.

I’ve no defense, I lose my sense.

When Groucho strutts his stuff.

Edward McKinley Van-Leishout
Traverse City, Mich.

A Note to Hollywood

My husband and I went to see “Strangers

When We Meet” and really enjoyed it. I’m so

glad it didn’t end as the book did. Kim Novak

P

WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT?
I want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars):

ACTOR: 1. 2.

3. 4.

ACTRESS: 1. 2.

3. 4.

The features I like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1.

2 .

3. 4.

Name Age

Address
1-61

Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader’s Poll, Box 1.174,

Grand Central Station , New York 17. N. Y. If yours is one of the first

25 ballots received each Friday from December 9 through 20, we’ll send you
an autographed picture of your favorite star. Just tell us who it is.

is so pretty and Kirk Douglas so handsome.

Hollywood, please keep on making pictures

like that.

Sylvia McNeil
Asheboro, N. C.

See our story on Kirk on page 38.—Ed.

Who Played Delilah?

In the movie “Samson and Delilah,” who
played Delilah? Was it Hedy Lamarr or Susan

Hayward? My husband, a neighbor and I

have a bet on this.

Gloria Reed
Cedar Keys, Fla.

It was Hedy Lamarr. Who won the bet?—Ed.

The Beautiful Japanese Woman

I recently saw a movie starring Marlon Brando

but I have forgotten what the name of it was.

It was the story of a beautiful Japanese woman.
I would like to know the name of the movie

and who played the Japanese woman. I think

it also starred Red Buttons.

Pamela Stewart
Dover, Tenn.

The movie’s “Sayonura,” and you’re right—
Red Buttons was in it, loo. He won an Academy
Award for his performance. Miiko Taka was

the woman opposite Marlon ; Miyoshi Umeki
was Red’s girl .

—

Ed.
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All About Uracula

I am a member of the pul lations

committee of the Christopher ^„e Ameri-

can Fan Club. We have appreciated your

kindness to Chris in your reviews of his

movies and we also noticed his name in

your story “66 Bachelors Tell of the Kind
of Women They Like.” We thought the

fans who liked Chris as the sinister count

in “Horror of Dracula” ... or the French
doctor in “The Man Who Cheated Death”
. . . or the Egyptian high priest in "The
Mummy” . . . might like to know a little

about him.

Chris was born in London, England, on

May 27th, 1922. He has dark brown hair

and eyes and is six-foot-three. His father

was a famous cololnel in the King's Royal
Rifles and his mother, an Italian countess,

is descended from the Borgias. Chris won
a scholarship to Eton, is a brilliant classical

scholar and speaks eight languages. He likes

sports, travel and music—he sings an opera-

tic baritone-bass. He served in the R.A.F.

and then took up acting at the suggestion

of his cousin, the Italian Ambassador to

London.
We in the club consider Cbris a most

remarkable and versatile actor. He is mag-
netic and plays a role with real conviction.

For instance, in “Horror of Dracula,” in

my opinion, having seen the movie three
times, it was all too terrifyingly realistic.

Donna Marie Blankenship
Cincinnati, Ohio

We agree, he gives us goose-pimples, too.

—Ed.

Calling All Fans

... I am starting a fan club for Bobby
Rydel. Dues are 75$ and you will receive
biography, membership card, and an 8x10
autographed picture of Bobby. If you’d
like to join, send a stamped, self-addressed
envelope.

Jeanette Szalkowski
10 Stuyvesant Ave.
Arlington, N. J.

. . . Recently I received permission from
Mr. Stephen Boyd to organize the Eastern
Division of the Stephen Boyd Fan Club. I’d
like to announce to Photoplay’s readers
that the club is now open for membership.

Angela DeGirolamo
410 East 16th St.

Brooklyn 26, N. Y.

... I have just started a club called the
“Disc Jockey Club,” and it is devoted to

fans of pop music, rhythm and blues, jazz
artists and also to artists themselves, record
companies and disc jockies. Dues are 11.00
a year. You’ll receive a membership card.

Sergib Magni
Via Benedetto Marcello 28
Milano, Italy

... I have recently started a Steve Law-
rence and Eydie Gorme fan club. Dues are
$1.50 a year and you receive membership
cards, news, 8x10 photos of Steve and Eydie.
many small pictures, annual booklets with
news and pictures, buttons and any informa-
tion you would like to know about this
couple.

Linda Bienvenue
165 Phillip St.

Attleboro, Mass.

Write to Renders Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd
• t.. New York 17, I\. y. Jf'c regret we cannot
answer or return unpublished letters. To start
fan clubs or write stars, contact their studios.

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:
. . . how does Sandra Dee wrap her Christ-

mas presents?

Mary Blane

Los Angeles, Calif.

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:
. . . Do stars wrap their own Christmas

presents and if so how would, well, say

Doris Day, wrap hers?

Marcarat Jorday

Philadelphia, Pa.

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:
. . . I want to gift wrap my Christmas

presents like the stars. How can I do this?

Frances McCall
Olympia, Wash.

These are only a few excerpts from the

many letters I have received from readers

asking how the stars rvrap their Christmas

gifts. Hollywood goes mad at Christmas

with fun wrappings—you hate to open the

box. If you'd like to copy the stars, you can

—Avith a little imagination and the proper

wrapping materials—get your idea across.

Here are a few suggestions to try.

For a different approach, you can wrap with

the star's latest movie in mind. I took one

of my favorite pictures, “Around the World

in 80 Days,” as my inspiration and came up

with the package shown here. Try doing one

of your favorites—it's easy and great fun.

—FASHION EDITOR

For tips on how to execute these and other

ideas, write to Crinkle-Tie, 2300 Logan
Boulevard, Chicago 47, Illinois, for a free

booklet of helpful hints and information.

If Doris Day’s your fa-

vorite—or any other

singer — then follow

through by cutting out

paper discs the same

size as a 45 rpm record.

You can hand-label

them with the names of

the star’s big hits—or your own personal

message. Then punch a neat hole in the

center of the disc and loop a string through

to attach them to your Christmas package.

Sandra Dee’s the new
American Beauty, and

her fans can decorate

their holiday packages

with an American Beau-

ty Rose that's made out

of ribbon. Use a paler

rose paper to wrap the

gift and then a wider ribbon the same color

as your rose. Or, if you’re a Kim Novak

fan, use her favorite all-lavender color

scheme for a beautifully wrapped package.
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Esther really dazzled them in Rome when she put makeup on in a local cafe!

Around Town: On Wilshire Boulevard, Edd Byrnes

honked me a greeting from his new Thunderbird. Edd is wild

about his new car but I wonder how he feels about his ex-

steady date. Asa Maynor, dating handsome Jody McCrea?
? ? ? On Beverly Drive, Gardner McKay invited me over

to his parked car to meet his two dogs, Pussycat and Carsick.

Gardner explained one dog thinks she’s a pussycat and

the other just naturally gets carsick. Of all thi ngs. ... It

must be love between Rod Taylor and Inger Stevens.

Inger directed Rod in one of his “Hong Kong” series and

they’re still dating. . . . Saw Hope Lange looking a mite

droopy since Glenn Ford went to Paris for a movie. I won-

der how much chance Glenn would have if Stephen Boyd
came back to town ? ? ? ? Shirley MacLaine always has a

wistful lonely air about her which may come from the ex-

tended separation from her husband Steve Parker who lives

in Japan. It also helps to make Shirley a great wistful-aired

actress on the screen. ... I was told at Warner’s studio that

Connie Stevens and Troy Donahue were so good in “Par-

rish.” the kids may be yanked from their TV series to make

“Suzy Slade.” . . . Handsome Van Williams co-stars with

Troy on his show. . . . John Saxon and Janet Lake are two

philosophy-seeking people who couldn’t he closer in the way

they feel about each other. . . . Joan Crawford and her
p daughter. Christine, are both working on the Twentieth

Century-Fox lot. But will it heal the breach between them?
10

Oddball Bits: No, no, Jeff Chandler's white hair did not

turn black overnight when he heard his former sweetie

Esther Williams may wed Fernando Lamas. Jeff had his

hair dyed black for his “David, the Outlaw” movie and was

so fascinated with the bizarre effect, he kept it dark—for a

while at least. I prefer Jeff snow white. Not the Disney Snow
White, of course. . . . Dorothy Provine’s idea of relaxing is

Is Steve taking Paul’s place?

a dilly. From the rafters

of her living room Doro-

thy has installed an old-

fashioned swing, and after

a hard day on the set,

Dorothy swings away her

jitters. After glimpsing

Dorothy in her flapper

outfits for her TV series

“Roaring Twenties,” I

don’t care how soon those

crazy fashions come back.

Dashing Suzy Parker

may one day turn out to

be Gary Cooper’s step-

mother in law if she weds

71-year-old millionaire

Paul Shields, who is

Mrs. Cooper’s stepfather.



Beautiful Janet Lake and John Saxon ... is it serious?

I’m proud of: Nancy

Sinatra Sands! When it

came to a choice of ap-

pearing on Red Skel-

ton’s TV show in Holly-

wood or being in New
York with her husband

Tommy Sands during

his Perry Como stint,

scheduled for the same

time, Nancy never hesi-

tated a minute. From the

wings of the Como show

Nancy applauded Tommy,

while in Hollywood, Red

applauded Nancy for her

wisdom and loyalty. And

what a marvelous panto-

mimist this Red has be-

come. What Cantinflas is

to Mexico and Fernan-

del is to France, Skelton

is to America. And I’m

Kim looks so happy with Dick.

proud, proud, proud of him.

Fads and Foibles: Jane Fonda’s gold eye shadow with

gold mascara touched to the lash tips have all the copycat

younger set looking like gold statuettes. . . . That gem Linda

Cristal wears in the middle of her forehead, for evening

wear of course, lends a certain “little Hindu” look to the

lovely Linda. . . . Painted posies on creamy satin won Kim
Novak the award for the loveliest frock at a recent party. . . .

The town is wild for elaborately beaded gowns, with Doris

Day taking all prizes for that long white beauty she wore in

“Midnight Lace.” What a dream. . . . And again Doris cap-

tured all eyes at the Costumers Ball in her short white gown

elaborately scrolled in gold. . . . The smartest gown at the

Greg Bautzer-DanaWynter party was the short white

gold-embroidered frock worn by Mrs. Jack Benny. Paris?

Not at all. The chic Mary Benny has all her clothes designed

by Miss Stella, of I. Magnin. . . . And the town is still

chuckling over that broken zipper episode during Dinah
Shore’s initial TV show of the season. But the feeling is that,

while women viewers appreciate the many elaborate gowns

worn by Dinah during one show, the effect is more of a style

show than entertainment. How do all of you feel about it?

Gal York Chatter: Wedding bells rang out merrily lor

Dianne Lennon who married Richard Gass, the boy she’s

known for years. Naturally, sisters Peggy, Kathy and Janet

were members of the wedding, and will now go it as a trio on

the Lawrence Welk show. . . . Joe Cotten and Patricia

Medina beamed with happiness after their wedding in the

home of David Selznick and Jennifer Jones. Pat was for-

merly the bride of Richard Greene of “Robin Hood”

fame. . . . Down in Mexico Arlene Dahl divorced Fernando

Lamas one day and mar-

ried handsome Chris

Holmes, a Texas oil man,

the next. Or almost that

soon. . . . If Steve Mc-

Queen rings bells and

blows horns onNewYear s

Eve, it will probably be in

a hospital corridor. His

second baby is due that

date, and what a wonder-

ful gift of the New Year.

. . . The Clark Gables

Joseph Cotten can smile again, are building an addition

to their Encino home to

house their expected heir, and are they ever happy ! Dwayne
Hickman’s platter “I’m a Lover, Not a Fighter” is such a

smash, Dwayne may give up acting for singing. . . . Hand-

some Ken Scott was so good in “Desire in the Dust,” 20th

has given him a bright new contract. . . . That dressing down

given by a local judge to Marlon Brando and Anna Kaslifi

should be heeded. “Unless you want your child to be sick,

stop this squabbling,” he said. And I say Amen. . . . Leave it

to Tuesday Weld to have the wildest crush of all. Tuesday is

mad over mathematics and loves working out theorems and

logarithms. And what’s more she’s a whiz at it. But I’m won-

dering, since Tuesday and Richard Beymer have resumed

their romance, if X still stands for an unknown quantity.

Somehow I doubt it. Don’t you? (
Please turn the page

)

Could there be a romance between Leticia and Mark Damon?



TV Jottings: Chuck
Connors, a former base-

ball star, had a hard time

keeping his mind on

“Rifleman’’ all through the

World Series. . . . Tab
Hunter was never so

charming as he is on his

new show. This one’s tal-

ents fairly cry out for a

good screen comedy. . . .

Robert Taylor's wife,

Ursula Thiess, is acting

again after being away

for several years. But

she’s limiting herself to

a role on Bob’s TV show.

Crushes: Frank Sinatra has a new love—the city of San

Francisco. Frank is so crazy over the place he’s rented a

hideaway apartment near the town’s fascinating Chinatown

and plans to spend half his time climbing Nob Hill and

looking across the Golden Gate bridge. . . . The town of

Hollywood has its own crush. Bob Newhart, the droll

standup comic, is the rage of the smart set and the toast

of Sunset Strip. Newhart’s new platter, “The Buttoned-Down

Mind Strikes Back,” has the town in stitches. . . . Turhan
Bey and Linda Christian are making whoopee in Europe.

Remember when Turhan was Lana Turner's light of love?

Scott Brady, Carol Ohmart date,

Cary looked like he knew a secret at the “Spartacus'” party.

Mailbox Corner: From Rome comes a letter from Mary
Douvan, Sandra Dee’s mother, who reports Sandra is

having a ball on the “Come September” movie, and they

miss me very much. Which is cheering. To my query

about Bobby Darin, they report Bobby an intelligent

and very funny young man which is doubly cheering

after those “sour grapes” rumors from other sources. . . .

A letter from Cary Grant enclosing a fan’s letter about

our Photoplay story on

Cary. Adds Cary, “Sara

Dear: Since returning

from London, I’ve come

across many similar letters

referring to your kind

words about me. Thank

you, Sara dear. I’ll for-

ward any others that come

to my attention from time

to time. Appreciatively

and affectionately, Cary”.

... A happy message

from producer Ross
Hunter in New York

where his “Midnight Lace
’

is a smash hit. A “warm-

est regards” letter from

producer Jerry Wald. . . . Remember, I love you all.

Sherry’s good for Dwayne’s ego!

A tragic note: It was a weekend that caused all Holly-

wood to shudder and wonder, “Who’s next? ’ Mack Sennetl,

mastermind of the Keystone Cops, died at age 80. The

photoplay office was quiet and saddened when we received

the news—and me most of all, remembering all the times

he made me laugh—on the screen and off. . . . The same day

news came to us from Texas of the tragic death of singer

Johnny Horton of “The Battle of New Orleans fame, who

was killed in a car accident. Johnny was only 35, which

makes the news of his death even harder to accept. . . . And

“Wagon Train’s” star. Ward Bond, also died in Texas of

a heart attack. . . . On top of all this, my good friend

Clark Gable was stricken by a sudden heart attack. Re-

covering, he called and said. “The attack was mild. . . . i

will do nothing but rest until after our baby arrives.
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I Nominate: For stardom in 1961—Bobby Darin and

Sandra Dee. And it’s my opinion nothing can stop them.

. . . For all around talent I nominate Bobby Rydell as one

of the best of the teenage group. Not only is Bobby an excel-

lent singer, but a clever impersonator and fine performer.

... I believe Elvis Presley will have to work extra hard

to recapture his fanatic fans. In his first post-service movie,

“G.I. Blues,” El’s usual mannerisms and tricks seem to fall

flat. And this despite the fact Elivs has grown svelte and

handsome. ... I really believe Vicki Triekett and Conway
Twitty have the trickiest names in the business. It must

wear them out crossing all those t’s. At least mentally. . . .

I believe Michael Callan is unhappy in his “Gidget Goes

Hawaiian” movie because his talents deserve better. So

why don’t we all pull together for Michael???? I nominate

Joan Collins and Warren Beatty as the most in-love

couple in town. But I do

wish Joan would get away

from that tossed salad

hairdo. No one can see

what a pretty girl Joan

is under that cauliflower

arrangement. I also nomi-

nate as the worst perform-

ance of the year—Yul

Brynner in “Surprise

Package.” And what a pity

when his co-star Mitzi

Gaynor shone so bril-

liantly on the Donald
O’Connor TV show and

is so deserving of a smash

movie. Don’t you think so? Dinah and hubby, always happy.

It’s good to see Bob Taylor getting around town again.

Bombsville: A bomb was dropped recently by one of the

industry’s top directors who said, “Liz Taylor is the most

important woman star in the industry today. Liz is the one

woman star who can command and receive $1,000,000 in

salary plus percentages. Liz is the only femme star who can

bring a studio head to his knees while snubbing him out-

right. And no matter what one may think of her personally,

she’s the one actress who can be counted on to give a per-

formance worthy of an Academy Award nomination. And
her male counterpart? Brando,” he said and left quickly.

Overseas News: Picture the look on Earl Holliman's
face when he spied his former girl friend, Dolores Hart,

strolling down the Champs Elysee. Earl, on vacation in

Paris, let out a whoop that startled the natives. After Dolores

finished her movie “Francis of Assisi” she sallied back to

Paris to chat with Ingrid Bergman about a role in “Light

in the Piazza.” . . . Tony Perkins confessed to a bit of

homesickness during the shooting of “Time on Her Hands”

with Bergman and Yves Montand. Yves was upset that

the films of his wife, Simone Signoret, had been banned

in French state-owned theaters due to her political be-

liefs. . . . The first person Paul Newman and Joanne
Woodward looked up in Paris was their friend John
Forsythe who was busy shooting sequences for his TV
“Bachelor Father” show. What a time these three had before

Paul and Joanne began their “Paris Blues” epic. . . .

English teenagers gathered daily outside the Dorchester

Hotel in London while Annette Funicello was making

“The Horsemasters” in their country. Knowing Annette only

from her former TV series, the kids called her “Miss Mickey

Mouser.” . . . From her

home in England, Hayley

Mills writes Brian Keith,

star of the TV show “The

Westerner,” all about her

school and herself. Hayley

and Brian became friends

when Brian played her

father in the Disney movie,

“We Belong Together.”

. . . Judy Garland
greeted her children at a

London airport when she

returned to the country

she now calls home. She

and husband Sid Luft are

feeling better after being

stricken with food poison-

ing at their home. Judy’s

daughter is recovering

from an appendectomy.

Judy—stricken with illness. (Please turn the page )

Joanne and Paul—what a time they had over in Paris!



Accoi ding to Diane and Troy, they re just friends. Looks as if there wont be any How’s this for a dramatic exit? It’s

romance with them, but aren’t Gardner McKay and Greta Chi getting serious lately? Tuesday showing off her gown.

DLd blAKb BALL

PARTY OF THE MONTH
continued

Wedding bells for Doug
and Barbara? It looks

that way to their pals.

Peter Brown and Ann

Helm certainly made

a mighty cozy pair.

Andra Martin, one of

the most beautiful and

charming gals in our

town, sat alone. Ty

Hardin never showed.

Party News: I greeted Eve Arden and her husband Brooks

West at Vivian Vance’s party for publisher John Dodds.

Eve, who was so good in “Dark at the Top of the Stairs,”

never changes in looks, in talent, in personality. What a doll

and what a happily married couple, Eve and Brooks. And
Vivian, for seven years Ethel Mertz on the “I Love Lucy”

show, looks mighty radiant these days. Could be because at-

tractive John Dodds is most attentive. . . . Ran into Eddie

Fisher at the “Spartacus” party and never have I seen him

so happy and self assured. In Hollywood to see his children

and attend to business concerning his new producer job,

Eddie had to hurry back to Liz in London where her “Cleo-
p patra movie has been held up due to her poor health which

sent her to bed, to the London clinic and back to bed again.

More TV Jottings: When Sherry Jackson guested on the

“SurfSide Six” show, she and Diane McBain became such

friends they decided to take an apartment together. And then

the two became so interested in decorating their nest, they

opened a little decorating business on the side. And are doing

very well, thank you. . . . Richard Long is very happy in his

new “77 Sunset Strip” chores and Roger Moore has proven

not only a handsome but talented addition to the “Maverick”

series. . . . I'll never understand why Peter Brown insists

upon wearing his shirt wide open in the studio dining room

at lunch time. Or worse yet. on warm days wearing none at

all. What a complex! ! ! ! When Doug McClure’s divorce

becomes final in May, he’ll probably wed Barbara Luna,

his steady girl since the breakup of his marriage.



Susan and George, usually radiant when together
,
look as though they re hav-

ing trouble. Is Susan getting impatient for some wedding talk from George?

Sammy and May look as if all the trouble

they’ve had doesn’t bother them one bit.

Shirley and Pat Boone joined Debbie and Harry for the evening. If there’s any truth to the rumors about Harry’s change

of heart, you’d never know it from this picture. Whatever they may feel, Debbie and Harry keep it secret from most people.

The Debs Stars Ball: The party was a gay, glamorous

event, as always. Joan Crawford presented the chosen belles

most likely to become stars. And Joan, in her long-skirted

frock with the jeweled bodice, epitomized glamor with a capi-

tal G. Her long record of star performances is really some-

thing to live up to. I can’t think of anyone better suited than

Joan for presenting the new stars. As presented on the Bob
Hope show, the starry-eyed girls were Vicki Trickett,

Shelly Fabares, Paula Prentiss, Carole Wells, Sharon
Hugueny, Laura Shelton, Jenny Maxwell, Sonya
Wilde, Leticia Roman and Carol Christensen. And
which of these young hopefuls do you predict will make the

stardom that could be hers? Let me know who you vote for.

Scoop: It’s Harry Karl who is carefully thinking over the

marriage bit with Debbie according to Hollywood sources.

Harry never seemed to mind Debbie’s cut-ups and pranks up

to now, but since the divorce of his daughter, Judy, from

Paul Raffles, rumor is that Harry is thinking more seriously

of the difference in temperament between him and the prank-

ish Debbie. Debbie, as we all know, dearly loves to dress up

in pixie outfits that can prove embarrassing to the mature

and dignified business man. So unless Debbie decides to

grow up, at least to her star status, who knows what may

happen? After Harry’s long and gift-filled courtship with

Debbie, it looks as if the tables may be turning, eh? Keep p

your eye on this pair around Christmas. [
Please turn the page

)
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MR. AND MRS. STEVE McQUEEN MR. AND MRS. NICK ADAMS MR. AND MRS. BARRY COE MR. AND MRS. MICKEY CAI.LAN

LOVELY LADIES IN WAITING STAR IN THESE FASHIONS

p

Our famous ladies-in-waiting have starred these fashions

for the glamor and “who would know” look of each. All

outfits are aimed at pleasing the man in her life, for

each feels she should be more appealing and beautiful

than ever while waiting. Yet probably more important to

these practical ladies is the realization that, long past

the first cry of the baby, these clothes will be as useful

and pretty as ever ... a very wise and sound investment.

You’re a shopping sensation in your

gold buttoned, long jacket suit by

Page Boy. Shoes by I. Miller, slouch

hat a Charmer, satchel by Calderon

and eight button gloves by Wear-Right.

You. the radiant belle in a red lace

tunic by Page Boy, meet your husband

for dinner with the secure knowledge

that you look beautiful. Shoes by

I. Miller, jewelry by Accessocraft.

You become an intermission beauty

in your pale green chiffon Empire

dress with a marvelous satin coat in

the same color. By Page Boy. 5hoes

by I. Miller, the crown by Ben Hur.
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true . .

.

blondes

have more

fun?

Doors open for blondes . . . traffic stops for blondes . . . men
adore you, do more for you . . . life is tops for blondes ! Why
not be a blonde and see— a Lady Clairol blonde with shining,

silken hair.

Now, with amazingly gentle new Ultra-Blue Lady Clairol,

it’s so easy to be blonde. Takes onlv minutes. Feels deliciously

cool going on, leaves hair in wonderful condition, soft-toned,

silkier, altogether beautiful! So if your hair is dull blonde or

mousey brown, why hesitate? Hair responds to Lady Clairol

like a man responds to blondes—and darling, that’s a beautiful

advantage! So try Ultra-Blue Lady Clairol, you’ll love it!

Whipped Creme or Instant Whip Ladv Clairol are still avail-

able in the red package.

Lady
ClairoT

S

f ;

cremogenized-
hair

lightener

•v

• !

v *%

Your hairdresser will tell you a blonde’s best friend is

New Ultra-Blue* Lady Clairol9 Creme Hair Lightener
*T.M. ©1960 Clairol Incorporated, Stamford, Conn. Available also in Canada



OCEAN ROARS AND So lv,a
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e*v,ta kesa^ U

Army

balls!

COLUMBIA PicTuRES presents A FRED KPHL^AR PRODUCTION

JACKLEMMON -RiCWrNELSON
The key man in'THE apartment* Your dreamboaf hiis the

is -the top- kick on a tub! highCs-and sings up a storm!

The gal whos
qot-t-he qobs

ga-ga!

Foot

The

WACKIEST SNiP
in the

MMY^
,(sl THE
/xRMVP.y

co-starring John lund- chips rafferty

Tom TuLLY- JOBY Baker WAR.REN BeRUNGERand PATRiCiA DRISCOLL
screenplay by SCREEN STORY BY

Based ON A STORY BY directed by

rJchaRP murphy • Herbert margous anD wilUam raynor • Herbert carlson - Richard murphy
in cinemascope and eastmanI COLOR.



MAN’S VIEW Of WOMAN

what you should know from

©

LESSON NO. LESSON NO.

1
How he defines you

to 2
How he wants you to be

LESSON NO.

3
LESSON NO.

4
(LAB TEST)

Have you learned enough

to GET your man?

(CONTEST)

Are you what

he wants for Christmas?



it for charm, n. That spiritual loveliness, delicacy

and vitality that make you irresistible to a guy and convin-

him.you are more interested in him than in anything else.

TONY PERKINS
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is for dress
,
n.

Outside covering

which should

flatter the girl within

and please

the boy when out,

by being neat,

simple, clean and

feminine at all times.

FABIAN

is for ego, n. That which

makes you some-

times forget a

guy has feelings of

his own, too.



wnat you snouia Know irom a to L

is for girl, n.

Someone soft, like you,

and warm, who makes me

feel like a man.

TY

HARDIN

M - i j

is for hair, n.

That stuff which

is soft, shining,

good-smelling that

ends up a hairdo,

an obstacle

to romance.

ROGER MOORE



is for personality
,
n, A mixture of qualities that make you

distinctively you - honest, intelligent, thoughtful.

DAVE NELSON





X is for marking yourself. Lab test.

Read the questions, answer y for yes, n for no, then add them up and go below.

a. Rather than be late, would you rush out even though

your slip is showing? n
b. If you dropped your pocketbook, would you wait for your

date to pick it up?

c. When talking with a boy, do you tend to avoid looking

into his eyes?

d. Has any man taken you by the hand and said, “You

look so sweet tonight”?

e. Do you know how many lumps of sugar your date pre-

fers in his coffee?

f. Would you pretend you found him fascinating even if you

didn’t? D
g. Has a man ever told you he’d like to protect you?

ti. If he put his arm around you, would you tell him, “Care-

ful, my new hairdo"?

i. Would you spend Saturday afternoon reading a book on

sports cars?

j. If your date admired another girl’s hair, would you tell

she dyes it? n
k. Even if you had a miserable evening, would you let him

kiss you goodnight? n

l. Do you believe that you are in love because you are

loved?

m. Will your wedding day be the most important in your

life?

n. Do you dislike the word “necking"?

o. If you had to express your pleasure to a boy over a gift,

could you?

p. Can you describe yourself in 10 adjectives?

q. Do you feel you have to prove you’re always right? n
r. Would you be pleased if he gave you one red rose for

your birthday?

s. If you wanted to catch a boy's eye, would you wear a

low neckline, a tight skirt or a red dress?

t. If a boy teased: “Where'd you get that hairdo?" would

you get angry?

u. He calls up and says he has to work late, do you boil

inside but say you'll miss him?

v. Would you feel horrible if somebody inferred you had a

“reputation?"

w. To impress a new date, would you wear black, accept

a drink, or smoke?

is for virtue
,
n.

Resolutions

he’s glad

you maintain
vr

•

.

is for zero in —

Enter the CONTEST on page 62

and apply what you’ve learned.

You can win a Christmas gift

from a star.
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SHELLEY
WINTERS’
LOSING
BATTLE

Shelley tried desperately to relax.

It had been a long hard day. Re-

hearsals on her new play seemed

to drain her strength. Her body

felt tired, she thought, as she sat

in Sardi’s waiting for dinner to

be brought to her usual table.

And . . . she waited for a long dis-

tance phone call from Tony, a

call that was already fifteen

minutes overdue. Shelley leaned

back, shut her weary eyes, thought

of Tony. From the

next booth, drifting

almost in a whisper,

came the words,

“Shelley’s had it.

Tony’s about to dump

her. In fact ... he

already has. For a

younger girl.” Shelley kept her

eyes closed as long as she could,

so the tears would not give her

feelings away. She tried not to

believe what she had heard, and

While Shelley waited alone, Tony was 3,000 miles away with Judy Balaban.

(Continued on page 70)
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turn to page 75
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by DORIS DAY
as told to JANE ARDMORE

I not only believed in Santa Claus—I be-

lieved in two of them. One was a stout, jolly

Santa who appeared at school during the ten-

thirty recess when we had milk and cookies.

He walked up and down each aisle and in a

barrel-house basso asked what each of us want-

ed for Christmas, and had we been good little

boys and girls? The other was a very tall, very

skinny Santa who usually came to our house

some time during the week before Christmas,

loaded down with presents to put under our

tree and be opened on Christmas Eve when the

whole clan gathered at our house. I loved them

both and believed in them until a smart-aleck

schoolmate told us the Santa Claus business

was a fake. None of us spoke to her for a

whole year after she told us that.

But the legend was killed for me. And only

then did I find out who the two Santas were.

The stout, jolly one was my mom, bless her,

stuffed with pillows and having a ball. I might

have known—Mother was in on everything at

school, she went trick-or-treating with us at

Halloween, all done (Continued on page 68)

SHE: Marty do you know
what I want most for Christmas?

HE: Doris, I’ll get you
anything in the world.

HE: Oh no!
SHE: SNOW!
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K..elly’s blue eyes widened,

There it was—the big tree!

And what a tree! One day, it

was only a tree, a tall green

spruce it took two men to bring in—but still, only a tree, And the next

day, it was a miracle of light and color—trembling with tinsel, dotted

with snow, blazing with lights, shimmering with delicate glass and crys-

tal ornaments. And then in a moment Daddy touched a hidden switch

and the entire glorious structure began to revolve slowly in its stand,

while Christmas carols tinkled brightly in the silence. “Oh!”Kelly gasped.

'Did Santa do it
?” “No, not Santa,” Janet told her.

‘Daddy and I did it last night while you were asleep.

Some friends came over and

we had a tree-trimming party

for grownups.”. ..A year later

Kelly remembers that tree.

Now she stares for a long time

at the picture of it she’d tacked

up on the nursery wall—the

big Christmas tree with Mommy and Daddy

and her standing in front of it and baby

Jamie in her carriage right next to them.

When she wrote to Santa, she’d ask him to



make it just like that

again this year She

digs into a box of toys

and finds a red crayon

and then a piece of

paper and then she

takes them downstairs

to the living room and then climbs up on the chair in front of the cor-

ner desk. “What are you doing there, Honey? ' Janet asks. Kelly looks

at her parents seated on the couch. “I'm writing to Santa,” she answers.D
JJetter hurry,’ Janet tells

her. “Its almost Christmas.”

Some kid we ve got, 1 ony

says. “She gets eight days of

Chanukah, with presents

every day. and then she writes

to Santa for some more. ...

Kelly doesn’t hear him. She

is too busy printing ‘ Dear

Santa Claus at the top of the page. Then she stops and asks, “Mommy,

when will Santa get my letter?” Her face looks serious and puzzled.

Janet thinks about it for a moment. “Well, today’s Saturday and if we

mail it tonight, extra special delivery, he’ll get it tomorrow, after church.”
( Continued on page /l)
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In February 1922, Gloria Swanson gave this interview to Photoplay’s corre-

spondent, Adela Rogers St. Johns. We think you’ll agree after reading the fol-

lowing selections that it might be written today.—EVELYN PAIN, EDITOR

Gloria Swanson kicked back almost viciously the gold and green

silken train of her negligee that had wrapped itself about her

exquisite, tiny feet and her perfect ankles. One tiny strong hand

—her hands look strong enough to stop the rush of a tiger, yet

they are very small—shoved back the thick mass of her mahogany

hair, that falls in short, thick curls to her shoulders.

“No woman in the world is ever happy with a man unless that

man is her master—her master. No woman is happy without a mas-

ter. No woman can love a man who is not her master.

“There you have the whole thing—the bitter, deep, spreading,

hidden cancer of the unrest of the modern woman.

“He may be her slave—her adorer—her devoted seiwant, but, at

the same time, he must be her master.

“And let me tell you this, either the American man has got to

assert his mastery, has got to rise and conquer woman and make her

realize that his is the superior being and that she must be big

enough and fine enough and loving enough to make him happy—or

in a hundred years this country will have gone back to the days of

the Amazon and woman will rule by right of might and not, as she

now does, by the tyranny of the weak over ( Continued on page 78)
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PLANE CRASH
FLIGHT 375
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BOOKED A SEAT OK

FLIGHT

Little did Kirk Douglas realize, when

he checked into Boston’s palatial Ritz

Carlton Hotel on a crisp fall morning

a few weeks back, that as long as he

lived he’d never forget the two days

which were to follow.

It was 11 o’clock, Monday morning.

Kirk wrote his signature with bold

swiftness on the hotel register. He was

scheduled to meet the press in ten

minutes, and he didn’t even bother to

unpack. He needed to get on with this

tour he was making to plug “Spar-

tacus,” the huge twelve-million dollar

epic film he’d just finished.

That noon he was host at luncheon

to seven local columnists. Later in the

day he addressed a group of college

professors at Boston University. And

then, following (Continued on page 79)



“Please Eddie, s 5

don’t let them take

the children away,” Liz cried.

The silent crowd,

almost as if aware

of the tragedy ahead,

40
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DALE ROBERTSON’S UNTOLD STORY

by Marcia Boric

I
t was a cry out of a nightmare.

“I can’t see! Oh my God, I can’t see a thing!”

Mrs. Robertson, hearing it in the kitchen, hastily

set down the bowl of pancake batter she was mixing

for breakfast. She ran to Dale’s room. His father,

dressing for work, hurried from the bedroom.

“Dale, honey,” his mother cried anxiously,

“what’s the matter?”

“What is it, Son?” his father asked. “Did

a bad dream scare you?” ( Continued on page 60 )
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Connie

Stevens:

What gives?

She runs around in bare feet, believes

dogs talk, loves one guy, yet flirts with many.

She likes fast talkers, spends money like

money and will be quick to tell you, “Don’t

ever cross me.” She’s a quick thinker, im-

pulsive and lives for the moment. She’s never

admitted it to anyone else, but she feels she’s

going to die young. Her laugh is infectious,

her humor spontaneous and her smile ever-

ready. Yet, there’s a side she keeps so well-

hidden that only her father dared comment:

“I think of Connie as the loneliest girl in

the world.”

A male friend says, (Please turn the page )

rTm going to die young,
”

she says, but she won’t explain it, even to Gary or her family.

She lives impulsively, wants everything done now—not tomorrow.

rTm always in love
”

she says. Her closest pals seem to be guys and dogs.



7 go wild,
’

Connie

admits. When she feels low, she shops.

Connie continued

“Connie reminds me of Carole Lombard. She was always

smiling to the public, yet underneath it all, she was one of

the unhappiest, saddest girls in show business. Like Lom-

bard, whose brief pleasure with Clark Gable was snatched

away soon after she found it, I feel Connie’s life will be

a tragic one, too.”

Connie hates rules and regulations. She lives by her

own code—impulsively. Everything ( Please turn the page )

"J told you I was sloppy,
”

she says. “My father’s always yelling at me about it. He

wants to know why it’s so difficult for me to close a drawer.”
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You hate me.

I know
”

she groans.

“I’m sorry I’m late. I don’t know

why, but I always am . . . Let’s have

lunch here instead . . . I’ll cook.”

“The boys had a hot poker game

last night and the girls played mon-

opoly. Still haven’t cleaned up.”



Connie continued

"The loneliest girl

in the world.” Only her father dares make

that comment. To the world, it’s a side she keeps well-hidden. Usually

at rehearsals, she seems to have a ball, but a wrong note gets her down.

"If she loves you,
”

says a good friend, “she loves you. But If

you cross her, you’re off her list forever.”

has to be done now, if possible, not

tomorrow. Perhaps this is why she

feels she is going to die young. She

doesn’t comment about her feelings

on this, just states it simply.

“She’s a strange girl,” one of her I

closest girlfriends says. “When she

seems so satisfied with one thing, her

eye and her heart are looking for

something else. She seems never sat-

isfied. Not with her career, not with

her life, not with her man. She thinks 1

she’s in love with Gary Clarke.” Con-

nie explains, “We’re having career

problems. Gary wants to make it be-
]

fore he can think of marriage.” But

her friend says, “Sometimes it seems

Connie’s just looking for someone

to depend upon. She must always

have some- (Continued on page 77)





WITHOUT ME,

CLARK GABLE

WOULD NEVER

BE A FATHER

By PAT ALLEN

Hollywood—I was so horri-

fied I couldn’t say a word.

There was Clark Gable,

stripped to the waist, shaking

our baby. Violently.

“Stop!” I yelled. “What are

you doing? That’s not the way

to dry an infant. You can’t

shake the water off.”

At my yell, Clark almost

dropped the baby. But he made

a quick save and got a strangle-

hold on the poor little thing.

“I’m not shaking the water off.

I’m shaking it oat,” he an-

swered. “He has water in his

ears—both of them.”

“Well that’s not the way to

do it,” I said. “Why don’t you

make your hand like a suction

cup and pump the water out?”

“Tried that,” Clark snapped,

still waving the infant vigor-

ously back and forth. “Doesn t

work. Paint comes off on my

palm. It always happens.”

“Oh,” 1 said. “Well, anyway,

don’t shake his head off.”

“All you do is worry,” Clark

argued. “He’s strong, he can

take a lot of punishment.”

“Mis-ter Gable, what are you

doing?” We both wheeled

around to face Miss Phillips,

our instructor, immaculate in

her white nurse’s uniform.

Clark propped the baby in

the ( Continued on page 64)







On Tuesday, September 6, between 12:00 and 12:07 P. M.,

Some things we have no way of knowing about; no way to pre-

dict their happening; no way to stall off their beckonings. They

come upon us and most times we’re ill-prepared to meet them.

After they happen, we wonder: “If I’d put two and two together. .
.?”

( Continued on page 73) 53



WOULDN'T

VOU LIKE TO HELPS

DEBBIE SMILE

AGAIN?

HERE’S TOUR CHANGE.

f Please turn the page )
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She stopped and said, “Would

you like to come and see how I

can draw?” That’s how it began.



V

“Pm Susie,” she says.

“Who are you?” “I’m Deb-

bie, Susie.” The child

asks her gravely, “Do you

want to see my clinic?”

“Really all yours?”

“Mostly.” The visitor

smiles. She knows about

this six-year-old Susie

from Dr. Louis Wise,who

directs the Thalians
(Continued on page 62)





Keely Smith

She slowly opened the old trunk in the attic and gasped.

There they were! Who’d believe it now that the day she

married Louis Prima, the bride wore sneakers. She’d gone

up to the attic to find a put-away toy that the kids suddenly

remembered and she was still scrabbling through the trunk

when the phone rang.

She got up off her knees

and ran to answer it. It

was Louis—with shat-

tering news. “Keely. you

and I—we re breaking

up!” he said. ""Oh Louis,

no!’ she moaned. And

then added, "'Not again!*

“I’m sorry, dear—again.”

There was a long silence. Then she asked, “This time, Louis,

are you walking out? You know, leaving the house?” “That’s

it, kid.” Another silence. At last Keely said, “Well in that

case, Louis, I think I’ll hang up, if you don’t mind, because

the steak I’m defrosting for supper will be too big for just
( Continued on page 66
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“I CAN’T SEE!
”

Continued from page 43

Dale was sitting up in bed, shock and
terror on his face. The room was in broad
daylight, the shades hardly drawn down.
The chest of drawers, the chair, the books
and scattered possessions of a thirteen-
year-old boy, were sharply outlined in
the morning sun. His mother and father
stood at the doorway, but Dale’s eyes, so
clear blue and wide open, did not turn
to where his parents stood.

His mother’s hand went to her mouth
in fear, clamped tight across it to hold
down a cry.

‘‘What happened, Son?” his father asked
again. But his wife shook her head and
looked at him with anguished eyes.
“We—keep forgetting—he can’t hear us.

Mel!” The terror cracked in her voice.
“Mel, what’s happening to our hoy?”

“Easy,” the father murmured, “easy,
dear, try to take it easy.” He bent and put
an arm around Dale’s shoulders so his
lips almost touched his son’s ear.

“Dale— tell— us— exactly— what

—

happened.” He spoke very loudly and
spaced each word for Dale to catch some
sense and meaning.
Only a few weeks ago the first blow

had struck—that time there was no warn-
ing either. It had come just as suddenly.
When his father spoke to him, Dale did
not answer.
“He isn’t even aware that anyone is mak-

ing a sound,” his mother sobbed. When
the doctor finally came, an hour later,

and examined the boy he could find no
reason to explain the sudden loss of his
hearing.

That was only weeks ago—and now
this. . . Dale, speaking slowly to them,
trying to explain. “I open my eyes, but
everything is pitch dark,” he was saying.
His voice was nearly toneless. “I—I blink
them—and try to see—and nothing hap-
pens. I—can’t even see my hand. I know
it isn’t the middle of the night—I’m blind.”
He said it again, softly now. “I must be
blind.”

His mother pressed her boy’s hand
against her cheek. If he couldn’t see her, or
hear her, at least let him feel her touch
and know that she loved him. Loved! If

she could go blind for him. . . .

Oh dear God, she prayed, help him.
Help him! He’s only thirteen, he’s still

a child. Please, Lord, don’t make him
carry such a heavy cross.

The doctors came—many of them—but
they went away baffled. Thirteen—deaf
and blind—and no doctor could tell them
why. From specialist to specialist they
took the boy, but none could say what
had happened. After the examinations, the
tests, the questions and the probings, the
verdict was always: “Incurable.” Thirteen
years of age, healthy—and incurably blind,
incurably deaf.

The only theory any doctor had was a
vague one: perhaps both disasters were
the result of something contracted while
swimming in one of the creeks or ponds
he’d always managed to find—water holes
never meant for swimming, unprotected
and breeding places for germs. But what
germ did this to him? Again they were up
a blind alley. No man-made machine or
graph or test tube could give the answers
they needed. He was beyond their help.
And his mother, no longer able to control
her emotions, wept bitterly.

The nightmare continued

The days after were long; there seemed
to be no time, no change. Just blackness.
And for Dale, those first few days after
his world went dark, he lived in an aura
of confusion. His shin knocked against an
end table and it was not the ache that hurt,
but that he knew he had knocked off the
table lamp. He could not hear his moth-
er’s concern—not for the lamp, he knew,
but for him—yet he could feel it. And he
sat still after that, and tried to understand
what had happened to him. “It’s a night-
mare from which I’ll surely wake—soon,”
he told himself. But the nightmare con-
tinued and reality hit home. It was as if

he saw his mother’s tears and heard her
sobs, although he could do neither.

He learned to sit for hours on the front
porch, wrapped up in his own private
world, a world which he was learning to
make. He could not share it with his fam-
ily. Yet, he wished he only could. In the
beginning, they had been afraid to let him
try anything on his own. But then, they
merely stood aside—and each moment they
wished and waited and worried and
watched—this he knew.
As he sat there, day after day thinking,

something new happened. He began to feel

something new, something which he could
only realize much later, when he was
much older. Even in darkness, he learned
that life had its beauty. That life was
worth struggling for, and little by little,

he began to turn his handicap into a game.
“How long does it take me to cross over

to the other end of the porch?” he chal-
lenged himself. “How long will it take me

to get dressed this morning?” he asked,
j

Slowly, with patience, he would count in a 1

steady beat—because he could not read the !

clock—as he put on his shirt, as he tied
his tie. And he would find an excitement
when he would beat his yesterday’s count.
“Only 193 beats to put on my shirt this

|

morning,” he would inform his father at
breakfast. He felt a pride and a feeling of

j

achievement.
With time, he began to make plans ...

wonderful plans, as he sat on the front
porch. He began to learn things far beyond
anything printed in his ninth-grade text-
books which sat unread on top of the desk
in his bedroom. He should have been in
school—his mother and father had looked
forward to it so much. That’s why his folks
had moved from their farm into Oklahoma
City, why they cheerfully went from their
spacious place to a two-bedroom bunga-
low.
“We want our Dale to have a fine educa-

tion, Mother,” his dad used to say. “It’s

worth the cramped living.”

He’d become a writer

Now, instead, he decided on an occupa-
tion. He would become a writer—he would
earn his living by writing. If he couldn’t
see or hear, he could still think. He’d find
a way—some way—to put all the thoughts
that spun through his brain down on
paper. He’d write stories and plays and
books. About what? About the colors he
used to see, the green of the grass, the
rich red-brown of the earth, the pale blue
and white of the sky, the brilliance of the
stars. He’d write about what he had heard:
the whinnying of a horse, the cackling of

chickens, the sounds of dogs barking, the
noise he made when he went swimming
and dived into the water with a splash.
The music of birds singing and the drip,

drip of rain on the roof. All these things
he still “saw” and “heard” in his mind’s
inner and perfect eye.

And he’d describe the wonderful smells
of the world. The clean, sweet outdoors
after a rain, with the trees glistening as
drops hung to them. His mother’s cook-
ing: and the way she smelled when she
dabbed on perfume the times she dolled
up to go to town. And in his stories, he
would talk about love. Love was a touch,
a pat on the back, a playful poke, a tender
tap. Love was all around. He knew that,

because he could feel it when his dad
came home at night and patted his shoul-
der. When his mother stopped her chores
and gave him a hug. When his brother
brought him a chocolate bar and threw it

j

on his lap. He knew he was loved.

And perhaps it was this feeling that

helped most, that long year that passed. A
year—365 days. He grew to be fourteen, to

be taller and slimmer and his shoulders,

even without exercise, were broader. He
could tell because his suit jackets no long-
er fit. And, though he could hear no better

nor see no more, he grew in courage. It

was easier for him than for his family, for

he had never heard the word incurable

—

and they had. Perhaps that’s why; what
happened afterward might never have
happened—except that he believed, with
all his heart and soul, he would get better.

It was a cool Saturday afternoon. He was
\

sitting on the front porch, on his favorite
j

chair, a big comfortable rocker. He was
|

daydreaming as usual, when he felt a hand
on his shoulder. It was a stranger. He could
not tell whose hand it was. He felt the

stranger lean over close to his ear and
shout, “Hello,” so loudly that even he

could make out the word. He tried to lis-

ten, as he felt the lips pressed close, and
then, miraculously almost, he heard the

words, “Pray . . . pray . . . pray. . .

He felt the man’s face with his hand,
and his own face moved into a broad smile.

S'xcCtteiuef
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He remembered this man. He was not a

stranger after all. He was Brother Murphy,
the preacher at their church. A picture

flashed through his mind, a kindly face,

slightly wrinkled around the eyes, and his

hair—it was graying at the sides— it gave
him a distinguished look. “Why does he
always wear a business suit?” he’d asked
his mother when he’d first met Brother
Murphy. Because once he had seen a pic-

ture of a preacher in a book. The man
wore a long, black frock coat and he’d

asked, “Mommy, why doesn’t Brother
Murphy ever wear such a fine coat like

that?” She’d told him, “Dale, it doesn’t

matter what Brother Murphy wears on the
outside, it’s the way he feels inside that
counts.”
Now, as he sat thinking back, he could

sense that Brother Murphy no longer stood
above him. He reached out his hand and
touched the padding on the shoulder of

the preacher’s coat. He understood then
that he was kneeling alongside him.

Gently, as if not to frighten him, the
preacher took one of his hands and then
leaned over. He could feel the movement
of the preacher’s lips pressed to his ear.

God was listening

He could not tell, at first, what he was
saying. Then he knew. He was praying.
How long they remained there—the
preacher on his knees, a boy in his rock-
ing chair—he did not know. He only knew
that he felt a strength. He did not know
how long they prayed; he could not count
the times he said, “God, oh, God, help me.”
But he knew, even though he was only a
simple boy, that God was hearing the
prayer. He never thought to question,
“Why should God listen to me, Dale Rob-
ertson?” He never thought, “With the
things He has to do, why should He take
time?”
He didn’t have to ask, because he knew

that God was hearing him.
How swiftly the time seemed to go. He

prayed for days. It seemed that the
preacher never left him. Then, one eve-
ning, just before sundown, he opened his
wide blue eyes, and blinked them quickly,
then he closed them and opened them
again. He did not want to cause alarm to
his parents. He didn’t want them to be-
come excited over nothing, but it seemed
he could see just slightly, just faintly the
form of a man kneeling beside him. And
he heard him speak words. The words?
Were they only in his mind? Could he hear
the words more clearly? Was someone
whispering, “Dear Lord, we humbly ask
Thy help. . . . Amen.”
“Amen,” he whispered softly, testing the

sound of the words against his ears.
“Amen,” he said and with those words

—

after 373 days of darkness and after being
85 percent deaf—Dale Robertson began to

hear and see again.
Since that day, Dale has traveled a long

road. He has known war and the pain of
serious wounds. He has known moments of
personal unhappiness. He’s known disap-
pointments and struggles. Yet, despite
them he has learned to make the best of
himself. “And never once,” he says to-
day, “have I lost faith.”

He doesn’t often speak of that year’s ex-
periences, few friends are even aware of
them, yet he relives those days in some
way every day of his life. They have
taught him that he will never walk in
darkness no matter what happens, for God,
in His infinite wisdom, offers Mercy. It is

up to man to see it.

As Dale says, “It took blindness to teach
me to see.” The End
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HELP DEBBIE
SMILE AGAIN

Continued from page 57

Clinic here at Mount Sinai Hospital, Los
Angeles. She knows that Susie’s mother is

probably inside with her caseworker.
Susie should be playing in the therapy
room. She asks her, “Are you supposed to

be playing in the therapy room, Susie?”
Susie nods yes. Then says, “Come,” and

confidingly puts her hand in Debbie’s as
they walk down the spanking-clean cor-
ridor. She opens a door and leads Debbie
through it.

“This is my therapy room,” Susie tells

the pretty visitor. “I have a blackboard.
Look what I drew.” And Debbie is thrilled
at the big drawings, because when Susie
first came to the clinic all her drawings
were tiny and tight and all jammed onto
the edge of the board.

“Tell me about the drawing, Susie. What
a nice house,” Debbie says.

“Well, that’s this girl’s house and the
smoke is coming out in loops and loops
because the wind blows it.”

“Susie, that’s good. I can see the wind.”
“And here is the girl, big, a very big girl

like me.”
But Susie has had enough of the black-

board for now.
“Come,” she pleads, “come in this room

with me.” Debbie follows and finds herself
face to face with Dr. Wise and Bob An-
derson, the phychiatric caseworker. Deb-
bie knows them both very well, but she
lets Susie introduce her to them.

“This is my friend Debbie,” Susie tells

them, and each of the men answers po-
litely, “How do you do, Debbie.” They all

sit down at an enormous conference table

—so big that Susie looks quite tiny lean-
ing against the very edge of it. Tiny and
big-eyed and serious.

“They talk a lot,” she tells Debbie.
“They have a lot to talk about, and so

have we,” Debbie says. “Because some day
we want a building six-stories tall, so
many, many children can come here.”

“I’m in first grade, A-l, and today we
read a story about a monkey.” Suddenly
Susie confides, “I used to dream a monkey
and a gorilla chased me.”
“My little girl and boy saw some mon-

keys at the circus,” Debbie confides right

back.

“What’s her name?”
“Carrie.”
“Mine’s Susie.”
“Mine’s Debbie.”
“I know, you told me.”
“Well then you tell me something, Susie.

Tell me the name of this beautiful big
place.”

“I’ll show you,” Susie says and promptly
takes Debbie’s hand and with a goodbye
wave to the doctor she leads Debbie out
and down the long corridor, out to the
entranceway. She points to a plaque set

into one wall. “I can’t read big words,” she
says, “but you may read them to me if

you like.”

“Let’s play tea party”

p
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Debbie reads out loud, “The Thalians
Clinic For Children, Mount Sinai Hospi-
tal.” But she does not tell Susie that she
is the president of the Thalians, which is

a group of young people in Hollywood who
dedicate themselves to helping emotionally
disturbed children. And she doesn’t tell

Susie that last year, alone, the Thalians
raised more than $85,000 for these little

children, like Susie, who have problems

too big for their mommies and daddies to
tackle all by themselves. She just takes
the trustful hand offered her, and they go
back to the therapy room to play some
more.

“Let’s play tea party,” Susie says. She
gets the plastic dishes off the shelf and
arranges them, handing a cup to Debbie.
“Thank you,” Debbie says. “Mmm,

mmm.”
“Mmm. Mmm,” Susie says.
“May I have cream, please, Susie?”
Susie pours it.

“And sugar? Two lumps, please?”
“I take two lumps, too. I like to eat

them without the tea,” Susie says. “Okay.
Down the hatch.”
Debbie giggles and when Susie wants to

know why, she explains that “down the

hatch” is a comical thing for a little girl 1

to say.

“I’m a big girl,” Susie insists. She runs
|

and fetches a ruler. “Measure me and see
]how big I am.”

“You are a big girl, Susie. What are you ’

going to be when you grow up?”
“An ice skater. Did you ever see ice 1

skaters on TV?”
“Hold still, Susie.”
“How tall am I?”
“Forty-eight.”
“Pounds?”
“Inches, Susie.” Debbie explains care- I

fully. “Pounds is how much you weigh.” 1

“I eat a lot. My daddy used to say, ‘Eat,

Susie, eat, Susie.’ But I didn’t. Now I eat.

Spaghetti is what I like best. You know,
|

the one that’s on TV.”

MAN’S VIEW OF WOMAN
Continued from page 25
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Suddenly she runs over to a shelf.

“These are my puppets,” she tells Deb-
bie. “Mama and Daddy and baby puppet.
You can hold the baby one.”

“Hi, Mommy,” Debbie says, making her
voice sound like the baby puppet. “What
does the mommy say?”
“She says ‘kiss.’ ” She kisses the baby.
“Good,” says Debbie, “that’s what babies

like.” Then in her baby voice, “Hi, Daddy.
Hold my hand, Daddy.”
“The daddy kisses the baby, too,” says

1 Susie.

“Can we go to the park, Mommy?” says

Debbie’s baby.
“Yes,” Susie says. “You’ve been a pretty

good baby today. You didn’t mess all your
diapers. I’ll take you to the park.”
After that, Susie decides she’d like to

be read to.

Debbie takes out a book of Carrie’s she’s

had in her big purse. “Carrie, my little

girl, left this in the car. It’s called ‘The

Happy Apple.’ And here is a little fur

: dog of my Todd’s.”
“Read,” says Susie, snuggling content-

edly against her and cuddling the fur dog.

“Here’s an apple, red and round,” reads
Debbie, “lying on the grassy ground. Two
big tears fall from his eyes. I wonder why
the apple cries?”

“He’s angry,” Susie says very definitely.

“But he doesn’t have to be.”

Debbie keeps reading aloud.

“The whole day long on grass I lie, just

staring at the bright blue sky. . .
.”

“I go to school. I don’t look at the sky
in school, only at recess. I listen to the
teacher and we read. I can read almost
as good as Sara Jane and Timmy.”

“Do elephants bark?”

This is very good news, but it’s time
for Debbie to go now. At the last minute,
Susie remembers one more thing—the ani-

mals. She takes Debbie to the room next
to the office and shows her the big, fat

bear, the lazy lion, the pup and the ele-
phants. They’re all on display because the
Thalians sell them to raise extra money

i for the clinic. They’re gay and comical
animals, but Susie looks at them in her
own sober, serious way.

“Oh, Susie, look at those funny ele-

phants!” Debbie enthuses. “Let’s be ele-

phants. Put up your trunk and be an
elephant!” Debbie shows her how.
“Do elephants bark?” Susie says.

“Honk, honk,” Debbie says.

And Susie bursts out laughing!
Debbie laughs with her—for sheer

pleasure. Because this was a little girl

who, when asked to read in school, used
to burst into tears. She was so shy, she
wouldn’t go to a playmate’s birthday party
unless her mother agreed to stay with her.

When she was able to control her tears

and answer a question in class, she stut-

tered pitifully. She looked stupid, but her
teacher had a feeling she was not. The

; school nurse had the same feeling, and so

did the principal. He talked to the child’s

mother.
Susie’s mother certainly did not think

1

hers was an emotionally disturbed child.

But when the family physician went along
with the principal, the mother went along
with both of them. She was anxious to do

: anything that would help Susie become a

happy, friendly, outgoing little girl.

Susie’s problems were brought to the
attention of the Thalians Clinic. There’s
a waiting list there, but after Susie had
been interviewed by a psychiatrist and it

I

was obvious that there was no brain dam-
t age, that her case was highly treatable
and the need great, she was not made to

wait.

For six months, now, Susie has spent
i an hour twice a week with her psychia-

trist, a calm, strong man who neither

pushes nor probes. She is free to play with
the toys in the therapy room, and to talk
with her therapist. Gradually he has ex-
plained many things to Susie. She has
come to feel at home here, accepted; sne s

begun to understand her problems and
her parents’ problems. Where her draw-
ings at first were vague attempts, small,

tight, withdrawn little things at the corner
of the page or blackboard, she is drawing
quite normally and bravely now, right out
in the middle—and using vivid colors

rather than somber ones.

A confused little girl

What psychiatrists and caseworkers
have learned through examining the par-
ents and child and comparing notes: Susie
has been a confused little girl because of

the attitudes of her parents. Her mother

If Susie's story

made you feel
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is an aggressive woman who wants Susie
to become everything she herself wanted
to be but also, unconsciously, links Susie
with a younger sister who was her bitter

rival in childhood. Susie sensed this hos-
tility in her mother, tried desperately to

please her but never reached the mark set

for attainment and, therefore, had be-
come afraid to even try. She turned for

comfort to her daddy; but this man, who
holds down a perfectly good job in elec-
tronics, sheds his masculinity when he
walks in the door of his home. He hasn’t

been able to stand up to his aggressive
wife, or to be the man she demands him
to be. Instead, he is inclined to lean on
her.

He’s wanted to pet and comfort Susie
but then the mother would turn on them
both with her sharp critical tongue: “Don’t
baby her, Luke. Let her learn to stand on
her own two feet. It’s more than you’ve
ever done!” The man restrains his temper
and retreats into his own misery. Susie
would step toward him, then step away
befuddled. She never knew which one

she ought to be like. Mother wanted her
to be strong but slapped her if she acted
like a tomboy. But when she went to the
other extreme and became what Daddy
wanted—the feminine correct little girl

—

her mother carped about being too soft,

too vulnerable, too trusting! “Don’t trust
people. Don’t trust men.”
“Don’t stutter, baby,” her father’d say.

“You’re not a baby.”
Any wonder Susie stuttered? Any won-

der Susie cried? Whatever she did, she
was wrong. Debbie became fascinated with
the case history and when she saw Susie
this particular day, she found her still shy
but certainly emerging. First of all, Susie’s

mother has gradually become aware of

how unfair she’s been to the child, aware
that her hostility is a holdover from her
own childhood when she felt her parents
loved her younger sister more than they
did her. She’s accepted suggestions on how
to involve herself with Susie; of how, for

example, to help fix her hair instead of,

“Susie, you’re so dumb. I’ve told you ten
times. . .

.” She’s learned to give a word
of encouragement—to her husband and to

Susie. As the little girl feels her mother
soften and letting go, as the harsh criticism

drops off and she isn’t being pushed, she’s

beginning to express herself. She can tell

the therapist, “My mother and daddy are

getting along better now.” And he can
explain to her that the disagreements they
used to have was the reason for the fright-

ening nightmares she’d had when monkeys
and gorillas chased and hurt her.

Susie likes the therapist. He’s very in-

terested in everything she does and says.

She feels important for the first time in

her life. She’s not so afraid. With Debbie,
she was at ease. Debbie’s gentle voice, her
understanding of children, her warm
smile and quiet manner drew Susie to her.

And when, at last, Debbie had to go
home, Susie walked with her hand in hand
all the way down the long, shiny corridor

to the front door.

“Will you come and visit again?” Susie

asked.
“I’ll come and visit,” Debbie promised.

She knelt down, put both her arms around
the little girl and gave her a close, warm
hug. And Susie didn’t pull away the least

bit—but she didn’t smile goodbye at Deb-
bie, either.

“Won’t you give me a smile, Susie?”
Debbie asked gently. But Susie just shook
her head.

“I don’t feel like smiling,” she said.

“Oh, that’s all right,” Debbie said. And
then, “Susie, I know what—just say

‘cheese.’ Like this, see?” Debbie said

“cheese” and Susie said “cheese” exactly

the same way—and they were both

smiling.

“Oh that’s lovely, Susie,” Debbie cried.

“That made the prettiest smile!”

The best part of it was, Susie smiled

again without having to say “cheese” first.

She didn’t know that movie stars like

Debbie Reynolds can make “cheese” curve

your lips up into a big, beautiful smile.

She didn’t even know that her new friend,

the very pretty lady, was Debbie Reynolds.

And she certainly couldn’t know that

when Debbie paid a visit to the clinic she

might arrive somewhat saddened by her

own personal problems, but always the

sight of children getting better in “her

clinic” made her proud and happy. She
and the Thalians helped youngsters to

smile, yes—but they did the same thing

for her. Only Susie couldn’t know all this.

At six and a half you can’t know every-

thing. —Jane Ardmore

See Debbie in Paramount’s “Pleasure of

His Company.” Watch for her in “Pepe”

for Columbia and “Champagne Complex”
for 20th Century-Fox. She sings on Dot.



CLARK GABLE
Continued, from page 50

wash basin and grabbed up his shirt, mod-
estly draping his front with it. “I was just

practicing,” he said.

Turning his back on Miss Phillips,

he put on his shirt and tucked the tails

inside his pants. Then, from the pocket
of his sports jacket, he pulled out a dog-
eared copy of the course handbook and
read from it,

“
‘Future fathers are per-

mitted to practic* bathing, burping and
diapering babies before and after every
class session. Practice rooms will be open
for this purpose, and dolls will be avail-
able for . .

”

“I know what it says,” Miss Phillips cut
in. “I wrote it. But I never wrote that
you should shake a baby . . . even a doll.”

“But it has water in its ears.”

“Then you must have put it there,” she
said. “Let me show you the right way.”
She picked up the baby carefully and
placed it before her on a low table close

by the enamel bath basin. She rolled up
her sleeve and dipped her elbow in the
water.
“Much too cold,” she announced. She

ran some hot water in a pitcher and poured
it into the basin. Again she stuck her
elbow in to check the temperature. “Just
right,” she said. “Now you test it.”

Clark took off his jacket and began to

undo the buttons of his shirt. “Oh, just

roll up your sleeve,” Miss Phillips said.

She sounded a trifle impatient; immedi-
ately he stuck his elbow in, sleeve and
all. Then looking at her, helplessly, “I

can’t tell anything—except it’s water,” he
said.

“Try testing it with your wrist,” she ad-
vised.

Clark dipped his hand into the water.
“Not the one with your wrist watch,”

the nurse said. “The other one.”
Sheepishly he switched hands. A smile

creased the corners of his mouth. “Per-
fect,” he said, with great satisfaction. “Per-
fect.”

Quickly and efficiently, Miss Phillips
showed him how to wash and dry the
baby. “Keep your arm under his head
with your fingers crooked in his armpit
like this,” she explained.

“That’s what I did wrong,” he admitted.
“I just dunked him.”
“You did what?”
“I dunked him,” Gable repeated.

“Well, don’t . . . don’t ever do that

again,” she said. “Now do just as I did.”
She pushed a white gown toward him

but he refused it and took off his jacket
and shirt instead. “Can’t stand tight
things,” he muttered. “Can’t stand under-
shirts, either. Had to wear T shirts during
the war. Hated them.”
Everything went fine. He tested the

water. He held the doll correctly and
slipped it carefully into the water. He
washed its face with a soft cloth, then
soaped and rinsed its body. Then he lifted

it out gently to dry it.

“The towel,” he said. “Towel . . . towel
. . . where did I put the darn thing?” He
laid the doll down on the table’s very
edge and held it there as he looked around
for the towel. There it was, on that table
way over there. He let go of the baby
and ran to grab the towel. Crash! Tne
baby fell to the ground. Clark’s face
turned white.

I laughed till I cried. Clark began
laughing too. Soon the two of us were
hysterical.

Miss Phillips’s voice was a cold knife.

She picked up the doll and thrust it at

me. “If you’re so amused, Mr. Allen,” she
said, “suppose you show us how to do it.”

I walked reluctantly to the bath basin.
Clark said, “Take care of our baby.”

“Listen,” I said, “if I can’t take better
care of him than you do . .

.”

Just then the bell rang. The class was
about to begin. Gratefully I put the doll

down on the table. Clark covered it ten-
derly with a towel and whispered, “Sleep
tight, baby. I’m afraid we’ll be back.”
This was the final session of the Future

Fathers course given by the Home Nurses
Association for all proud papas-to-be. All
through the course, Clark had always come
late. He’d slip into the seat next to me
at the back of the lecture hall and always
say the same thing, “Got caught on the
set. What’s new?”

I’d answer, “How to make formula” or
“How to give baby a bath” or “A baby
can be your friend”—whatever Miss Phil-
lips gave us that particular night. Clark
would grunt, open up a loose-leaf note-
book, and turn his attention to the lec-

turer. At the end of a session he’d always
borrow my notes for a few minutes and
jot down the early stuff that he’d missed.
And after class, when most of us went
back to the nursery to practice what we’d
just learned in theory, he always said,

“Can’t make it tonight. Gotta study a

script.” But tonight he changed his lines.

He added: “But I wonder if I can ask you
a big favor?”

“Shoot.”

“It says in the book we ought to make
|

a test run to the hospital, just to see how 1

long it’ll take us when the day actually
comes.”

“Sure,” I answered. “I already did. It

takes me exactly twelve minutes and
twenty-two seconds from my place to the •

hospital.”

“I didn’t have your guts,” he admitted.
“I got in the car, but I was so nervous I

couldn’t even turn the ignition. I kept
imagining Kay beside me in the front
seat—the real thing this time—and I froze !

up. Petrified. Couldn’t move. Could you I

. . . would you . . . make the dry run '

with me? I don’t know who else to ask.
My friends would laugh at me. You’re a
Future Father, too, and . .

.”

“Sure,” I said, “sure. We’ll go right now,
get it over with before the final quiz next
week.”

I followed Clark’s station wagon to his
j

house, parked my car there and climbed
i

in with him. We synchronized our watches 1

and away we went, screeching along the
highway that led from his San Fernando

j

Valley home to the hospital.
A siren screamed in the distance behind

us. Clark immediately pulled over to the I

curb. “Might be an ambulance taking a
woman to the hospital to have a child,” J

he said earnestly. “Gotta give ’em lots 1

of room.”
It was no ambulance! A police motor- ‘

cycle pulled across our path, and an j

officer came towards us, ticket-book in •

hand. “Going to a fire, Mr. Gable?” he
]

asked. “You were doing 80—on curves.” I

“We’re going to the hospital,” Clark
blurted out. “We’re going to have a baby.”

]
The officer looked at me, then he looked

]

at Clark, and then he grinned, “Congrat-
|

ulations,” he said. “Which one is the 1

mother?”
I talked fast, telling him what we were

doing and why we were speeding. At first I

he shook his head, he wasn’t buying any
j

wild stories. Clark reached into his inside
jacket pocket, pulled out his beat-up copy

j

of the Future Fathers’ class brochure, and J

started reading out loud.
“
‘Fathers-to-be J

are advised to make a test run to the hos- 1

pital in order to clock . .

“Okay, okay. I got it,” the cop said. 1

“Let’s go!”
One second later we were roaring along

]

behind a motorcycle escort. When we
pulled up in front of the hospital, Clark I

and I checked our watches: twenty-four
|

minutes on the dot. “Not counting the
j

time we’d pulled over to the side of the i

road,” he added.
The policeman gave Clark his name, and

j

the phone number of the station closest
j

to where Clark lived. “When your wife’s I

starting for the hospital, phone us and
yell,” he said. “One of the boys will come
fast and clear the way for you.”
Then he took out his ticket-book. Clark’s

face sank. “I—well—I’m no autograph
hound myself,” the officer said, turning
to a blank page at the back. “If I don’t
get it for my wife, she’ll never forgive me.” !

Gable wrote: “For Mrs. Clancey, whose
husband is one swell guy. Gratefully,
Clark Gable.”
When the officer was gone, Clark asked,

“Should we go in?”

“At this hour?” I said. “They’ll throw
us out on our ears.”

“We don’t have to bother anybody,” he
persisted. “Just so we get the feel of the
thing for the quiz next week.” Against my
better judgment I walked up the steps
with him and into the hospital. I knew
where the baby nursery was from visiting

friends here with my wife, so we avoided
the elevator and went quietly up the
stairs.

But we drew a blank, like I told Clark
we would. When we stood in front of the
nursery window, we couldn’t see a thing;
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the shade was drawn all the way down.
“I warned you,” I said. “Those babies

have to sleep, too, you know.”
“I’m not waking them.” He got down

on both knees, scrunching himself as low
as he could, and craned his neck trying to

]

peek up between the shade and the glass.

“Clark,” I whispered hoarsely, “I hear
footsteps. Let’s get out of here. . .

.”

At the far end of the corridor, a white-
clad figure appeared. I grabbed Clark’s

hand, hauled him up off his knee, and we
scuttled for the stairway. I didn’t draw a

breath till we were in the car and gone.

“A fine way for a couple of grown men
to act,” I said. “Suppose they caught us?”
“We had to try,” he insisted. “You want

to pass that quiz next week or don’t you?”
“Do 1 want to pass!” I snorted. “Hah!

That’s a good one!”

Our final exam
The night of the quiz was a combination
exam and social evening, and we all

i brought our wives. Clark came later than
usual, when I’d almost finished writing my
answers. Miss Phillips gave him an exam-

i
ination sheet; he sat down next to me

,

and began to write. Suddenly I realized

)

he wasn’t writing. I peeped over at him.
All that he’d put down was his name. He
was staring into the air. He’d blanked out
—blocked completely!

I nudged him and he turned. He gave
me a sickly grin. I motioned with my
head towards my paper, and his eyes
blinked. He looked at my first answer,
and then he began to write furiously on
his own sheet. After that he didn’t need
help, he’d come unblocked.
We handed in our papers for Miss Phil-

lips to correct, then we milled around and
socialized. I introduced him to my missus
and he introduced me to his, and soon my
wife and his were on a first name basis,

chatting away like they’d known each
other all their lives. Kay told Helen (my
missus) all about her kids Bunker, 11,

and Joan, 9—Kay’d been married before.

She said they’d been flipping through doz-
ens of books trying to find a name for the
baby, and that finally Clark offered the
kids a prize if they found a name he and
Kay both liked. “But we have a place for
the baby to sleep,” she said. “We found a
beautiful hand-carved cradle from the
year 1810.” Kay was prettier than I thought
from pictures of her—blond and green-
eyed—and it didn’t take any Einstein to
see why Clark’s so in love with her.

Miss Phillips called us to order and an-
! nounced that we’d all passed the final
quiz. Then there was a little ceremony
where each of us fathers was called to
the front of the room and presented with
a small diploma. The first guy up said a
few words of thanks to Miss Phillips, loud
enough for everyone else to hear, and
after that each of us did the same thing.

Clark’s turn was almost last. When Miss
Phillips gave him the diploma, he sort of
wiped his eyes with his sleeve. “Thanks,”
he said in his low, firm voice. “W'thout
the help of my good and best friend” . . .

and he came over, put his arm around me
and patted me on the back. . . .

. . . My wife was patting my back, shak-
ing me vigorously. “Wake up,” she was
hollering, “wake up.” “What’samatter?” I

mumbled, still asleep. “Is it time to go to
the hospital?”

“Not for three months yet,” she an-
swered, snapping on the night light.
“You’ve been talking in your sleep. . . .

Say, you never told me you knew Clark
Gable. ...” I told her 1 didn’t, that it was
just what I’d been reading in the papers.
But she still doesn’t believe me to this day.
—as told to Jim Hoffman
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THE BRIDE WORE
SNEAKERS

Continued from page 59

the kids and me. I'll go put it back in the

freezer.”

A blast of giant-sized laughter nearly
tore her eardrum open.
“You’re the nuttiest wife I have,” he

said.

Keely was giggling helplessly herself.

“Same to you, Mr. Prima,” she said.

“But no kidding, who’s busting us apart
this time?”
“Oh, you know people. A couple of

big-mouths suddenly have nothing better

to do, so they say come on, let’s tear

somebody apart. And it came up our
number.”
Keely laughed again, but a little rue-

fully. “Ah well, Chief,” she said, “just

so we know it’s not true.”

“And you’ll defrost the big steak?”
“Don’t worry, fella, you’ll get fed good.’’

She went back up to the attic, the smile
lingering. What a clown that guy was

—

thank goodness! Seven years of marriage
and never a dull moment. Then she no-
ticed she was still holding them—a very
old, very dirty pair of tennis sneakers
that were worn through at the toes, ragged
along the sides, the laces frayed and
knotted.
Suddenly she hugged them to her and,

going back to the attic, started to laugh.

"That was some wedding,” she giggled.

There on the floor by the trunk, she
began remembering that crazy day at

Virginia Beach. She even remembered
the time—the exact time it all started.

Two P.M., July 13, 1953.

She’d been sitting cross-legged on a

blanket, absently sifting warm sand be-
tween her tanned fingers, and feeling
drowsy in the delicious sun. The big
prone figure beside her was more than
drowsy, he was asleep. This was her boss
that she loved and respected more than
any man in the world—Louis Prima,
craggy-faced, gravel-voiced, trumpet-play-
ing bandleader and buffoon. He was also
her fiance. She gently touched the ring
on her fourth finger, left hand. The dia-
mond sparkled in the sun, but she wasn’t
noticing. She was smiling tenderly down
on Louis. At a time like this, he was fast

asleep.

He looked as peaceful as her mother,
who was reading under a beach umbrella.
But her mother didn’t know—and Louis
did. She put her face close to his. “It’s

time, Babe,” she whispered. “Babe” was
their pet name for each other.

He came alert instantly and stood up.
Keely scrambled to her feet and walked
around to her mother. “C’mon, Mum, let’s

get dressed and get something to eat.” Her
heart was beating like mad and her voice
seemed unnaturally loud and too gay.
Mrs. Smith looked up from her book.

“I’m not hungry,” she said mildly.

Keely leaned down and whispered
fiercely, “Mother, please! I’ll explain
later.” She sounded so urgent that her
mother rose hastily, alarmed. “What

—

what’s wrong?” she asked.
“Later,” Keely hissed.

Buster, her twelve year old brother, and
Louis’ young nephew Buddy, came bound-
ing out of the water after them.

“Where you going?” they demanded.
“Just for a soda.”

“Okay, we’ll come, too.”

“I’ll bring it back.” Her voice was edgy.
f “Tell me what you want.” She began

moving off impatiently. The boys had to

shout their orders—chocolate soda and a

hamburger apiece—after her.
The minute the little procession hit the

boardwalk, Mrs. Smith grabbed Keely’s
arm, pulled her face to face. “What’s this

all about?” she asked anxiously. “Are you
in any kind of trouble, Keely?”
Keely grinned. “Anything but, Mum.

Listen, Louis and I are getting married in

half an hour and we want you there.”
Mrs. Smith stood rooted with shock.

“Married,” she said. “Just like that

—

mairied?” Keely had to push her to the
hotel. In the room, she sank to the bed.
“I—can’t believe it.”

“Mum, engaged couples get married
every day,” Keely said cheerfully. “We’re
just doing it sooner than we hoped. Mum,”
as the questions started, “we have to

hurry. I’ll tell you everything, it’ll be at

the home of some friends, and the guests
are you.”
“What?”
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“Yep! You’re the guest of honor . . .

matron of honor . . . flower girl . . . the

works.” She was out of her bathing suit

and into a robe.
“Why didn’t you tell me?” her mother

wailed. “We could have arranged . .
.”

“Because we don’t want it that way,
Mum,” Keely interrupted. “No fuss, no
publicity—nobody’ll even know. Oh
Mum,” she grabbed her mother and
waltzed her around the room, “Mum, a

secret marriage—isn’t it exciting?”

“I—don’t know,” Mrs. Smith panted.

“I’m—too dizzy—Keely, stop!”

Keely promptly plunged her on the bed.

With her first breath Mrs. Smith asked,

“Did you get a nice afternoon dress for

the ceremony, dear?”
“Nope,” Keely called from deep in the

closet. “Honey . . . don’t tell me you
bought a bridal gown!”
“Nope.”
“Then what are you going to wear?”

The tennis shoes

Keely backed out, her hair all tousled

but her eyes bright. In one hand she held

a skirt—a plain straight navy linen skirt.

In the other a blouse—a little white-and-
print sleeveless blouse.

“Dorothy Keely Smith!” It was almost a

shriek. “You wouldn’t . . . you can’t!

What’ll people say?”

“What people?” Keely asked gleefully.
“Mother, you’re forgetting—no one’s going
to know. Hey! I almost forgot. . . . Shoes!
Shoes! Shoes! Come here, wedding shoes,”
she sang, as she got down on hands and
knees on the closet floor. Then she waved
a pair of shoes in her hands—sneakers!
And what decrepit old ones.

When they were both dressed and
ready, Mrs. Smith picked up her handbag
and walked briskly toward the door. “It

sounds like out of the story book,” she
said. “Got everything?”
Keely nodded, slowly closed the room

door, and hesitated. Her hand stayed on
the knob.
“Keely?” Mrs. Smith called back over

her shoulder. “What’s wrong, Honey?”
Keely turned to face her mother, her

black eyes big in a suddenly pale face.

“I . . . I’m kinda scared. Mum,” she ad-
mitted in a small voice. “Do ... do I

look all right?” Mrs. Smith put her arms
around her and they clung silently to

each other for a few seconds. Then she
took her daughter’s face between her
hands and gently kissed her on the cheek.
“You’re a beautiful bride, Darling,” she
whispered huskily. “And your mother is

very, very proud of you.”
Louis was waiting in the lobby. He

wore light grey seersucker slacks, a blue
and grey sports shirt opened at the throat
and a light blue sports jacket. His wide,
happy grin threatened to split his face.

Outside, Bill Snider, the friend, helped
Mrs. Smith into his car. Keely sat stiffly

beside her, staring straight ahead, clutch-
ing Louis’ hand. He put his arm around
her. “C’mon Babe. This is ust an ordi-

nary day . . . remember?” She swallowed
hard and nodded.
They made one stop—in front of a florist

shop. “We won’t be a minute,” Louis said

softly. They returned in fifteen minutes,
Louis half-hidden behind a huge bouquet
of gladioli. He bowed gallantly and of-

fered the flowers, container and all.

Keely giggled. “It’s a good thing I don’t

have to toss this from a balcony. I’d kill

someone.” She started to lay the flowers

flat across her lap. His hand shot out
to stop her. His warning cry: “Look
out!” merged with her surprised shriek:

“Eeeeeek! I’m soaked!” She held the

bouquet at arm’s length, staring in horror
at the puddle in her lap. Awkwardly,
Louis helped her mop it up. “I’m sorry,”

he apologized. “The florist is Bill’s cousin
and he asked what was the occasion, so

Bill said visiting a sick friend. He gave
us his best hospital bouquet in water to

stay fresh. You mustn’t tip it over. . .
.”

“Now he tells me!” Keely moaned.

“We are gathered here . .

Snider stopped in front of a neat, two
story white frame house. “Here we are,”

he announced cheerfully. Clara Snider,

an attractive woman with a warm smile,

hugged Keely at the doorway.
“Where’s the judge?” Louis asked

anxiously, pacing the floor.

“He’ll be here,” Snider assured him.
Keely managed a shaky smile. “I’m

scared,” she admitted. “I’m afraid I’m go-
ing to goof the lyrics.”

Clara chuckled. “You won’t,” she said

softly. “All brides feel that way.”
The doorbell buzzed loudly and they

all jumped. “Someone’s found out,” Keely
thought. But when Snider opened the

door, it was the Justice of the Peace,

a big, rumpled, kindly looking man with
bushy eyebrows and a droopy iron grey
moustache that quivered when he talked.

He asked Keely, “All set?”

She nodded, afraid to trust her voice.

They stood in front of the mantel. The
judge intoned “We are gathered here, in

the sight of God ... to join together this



Man and this Woman . . Keely sneaked

a look at Louis. He was staring at the

judge, solemn and attentive. She closed

her eyes for one second, and her whole
life seemed to race by, like when you’re

drowning. She was a scared sixteen-

year-old, and Louis was auditioning for

a girl singer . . . giving her the break . . .

wherever they toured, looking after her

so gently. . . . Louis falling in love with
her . . . and she with him. . . .

. . Wilt thou, Louis Prima, have this

i
woman to be thy wedded wife ... to

;
love her, comfort her, honor her, and
keep her in sickness and in health ... so

long as ye both shall live?” The judge’s

clear, firm voice snapped her back to the

present. She heard Louis’ muffled “I will”

and her own vow following, although she
wasn’t aware of having formed the words
with her numb lips.

Then it was time for the double ring

ceremony. She carefully avoided looking
full into Louis’ face, as he chanted the
ritual after the judge, for fear that she
would break down. She fixed her eyes
on the shiny gold band that he held so

tightly between thumb and forefinger that

the flesh was a pinched white.

. . And by the authority vested in

me by this State, I pronounce that they
are Man and Wife. . .

.” It was over. She
was Louis’ wife! Keely felt his arms
around her, his trembling lips against her
own. She felt the tears rush to her eyes,

and she realized that he was crying, too.

The judge and the Sniders pressed in to

congratulate them. Clara was crying,

; Keely’s mother was sobbing. Only the
judge and Snider were dry-eyed. Keely
swallowed hard and looked at Louis. Her
first words as Mrs. Prima were: “Louis,

were you scared?”

After the ceremony, Snider drove them
back to the hotel. To make things “look
right,” Keely insisted that they change
into their bathing suits and go back to

the beach.

They were faced by an indignant Bus-
ter. “Where’s my soda and ’burger?”

Keely looked at Louis. They burst out
i

laughing. “I’m sorry . . . we . . . we for-

got it. . .
.” Keely finally gasped.

Buster glared at them. “Where were
you guys, anyhow?”
“We ran off and got married,” Keely

said lightly.

“Oh sure!” Buster growled, heading for

I the hotel.

“I don’t think he believes us,” Keely
grinned. Louis winked and squeezed her
hand. . . .

Those funny shoes

“Mommy! Mommy!” Shrill childish
voices and the clatter of footsteps climbing
the attic stairs snapped Keely out of her
remembering. She looked around with
a start.

Two bright little faces appeared over
the top step. Toni, five, and three-and-a-
half-year-old Luanne, ran to Mommy to
be hugged.
Toni asked, “What are those funny

shoes, Mommy?”
“Funny?” Keely held out the foot with

the sneaker on it, the other shoe still in
her hand. She arched her foot admiringly.
“They’re not funny, Sweetie,” she said.
“I think they’re kind of nice.”

Toni giggled. “I bet Daddy thinks
they’re funny.”
Keely took off the sneaker, tied it by

the laces to its mate, and put the pair
gently back into the trunk.
“Oh, I don’t know,” she said softly. “I

have a feeling he thinks they’re beautiful,
too.” —Rose Perlberg
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WHAT I WANT
FOR CHRISTMAS

Continued, from page 31

up like Aunt Jemimah; and certainly she
always had the j oiliest laugh in the world,
the sort of ho-ho a Santa should have.
The other, the skinny Santa, was six-foot-
tall Uncle Frank. Usually Aunt Hilda
arrived first. Uncle Frank would be com-
ing along in a little while, she’d always
say. And sure enough, soon after Santa’s
visit, Uncle Frank would show up, having
changed clothes in the garage. But in the
innocent years, we didn’t know that.

What marvelous Christmas Eves we had!
All our uncles, aunts, our cousins and
Grandmother would be there, and be-
lieve me, we are related to half of Cin-
cinnati. There were presents for every-
one. And all through the evening, our
great artificial Christmas tree would slowly
turn, while the tinkly music box in its

base played Christmas carols.

The unhappy Christmas

p

68

The most overwhelming Christmas was
the first one I remember. I remember
because that year I’d asked for “twos”
for Christmas. I’d “written” to Santa
and asked for “twos”—and sure enough my
mother must have figured out what I

meant. Because on Christmas Eve, under
the tree, was a double white basket-weave
crib, all lined in soft pink. And against
the pink lay twin baby dolls with beautiful
china faces—my lovely twos.
The unhappy Christmas was the one

when everyone knew I was dying for a
two-wheel bike. I was eleven, my
brother Paul had a two-wheeler and I

strictly flipped over it. Of course, Paul
was four years older and he was a boy,
and I had heard my mother and dad dis-

cuss the dangers of riding on the busy
streets of Cincinnati. But I paid no at-

tention. I always got what I wanted for

Christmas and this year it would be a
bike.

The day before Christmas I hunted all

over the house but I couldn’t find it.

So I asked my mother and I asked my
father, and they both told me I wasn’t
getting a bike. But I didn’t believe it. I

thought they were teasing me. Right up
to the minute that the last present was
opened on Christmas Eve. The whole
family sang “Silent Night,” we sat down to

the customary midnight snack of mellow
cheese and sweet, cold ham and the dark
fruitcake whose fragrance had filled the
house for days. Definitely there was no
bike. The fact that my folks were only
thinking of my little neck and trying to

keep me from breaking it, didn’t help

—

not one bit. After that, I used to run
all the way from school to beat my brother
home so I could ride his bike. I’d come
panting up the driveway—but the bike
was always gone. He always got there
first.

It’s all so vivid! The stockings stuffed

with oranges and apples and nuts . . . and
the year I entertained at an orphanage and
suddenly discovered a whole new world.

I was in an elocution school then, and
we gave little plays. In a peach taffeta

dress with smocking on the yoke, I played
the leading lady in “The Poor Little Rich
Girl.” I was the girl who had every-
thing but love—all the toys in the world,
but she spends Christmas Eve with a gov-
erness. And then she meets a poor little

girl who has only one poor little doll but
a warm, happy family. It’s a marvelous
play for children, and its message was

iwiutr ds sigmiicam uecause oi me orpnan-
age where we presented it. There, for the
first time, I saw children who lacked the
wonderful thing we had, the big warm
family and the love lavished on all of us,

but especially on me because I was the
only girl. I never forgot that Christmas.
And I never forgot the one after I’d

been in an accident. Our family was
all packed to move to California when
the accident happened, so Christmas found
us still packed up, and us at Uncle
Charlie’s and Aunt Lottie’s. My darling
uncle, with the blue eyes full of fun, had
always been my very best angel, so you
can imagine how he was this Christmas
with me on crutches.

Uncle Charlie

Uncle Charlie and Aunt Lottie had the
bakery in Findley Market where farmers
set up their stands and you bought mar-
velous fresh fruits and vegetables. When we
went there to shop on Wednesdays and
Saturdays, Uncle Charlie always sat me
on a high stool, with a big can in front of
me, and threw me a piece of dough. I could
“bake” that piece of dough all day, rolling

it out, shap.ng it until it was a dark,
dirty grey. When I got to be twelve,
Uncle Charlie promoted me to waiting on
customers. That was the greatest! To this

day, I remember where each roll, each
coffee cake and loaf of bread was kept.
They made one sweet roll with fruit filling,

and Christmas cookies, the hard, dark
ones all covered with powdered sugar. I

adored them all and ate up all the profits.

You can imagine the food and pastries

spread out on their table this Christmas
Eve! Uncle Charlie wanted it to be special

because I’d been in the hospital and all.

Besides, he had always looked after us.

My own father, of whom I was very proud,
was a serious musician—an organist at the
church and in charge of the choral groups,
too. So he often worked nights, and
more than ever around Christmas. When
I was very little, I used to love to go
with him, trying to take big strides like

his and walk with my head held high,

breathing in the sharp cold air. It was
very impressive to sit in church and listen

while he made the organ roar into a

thunder of music. People called him
“professor.” But the music was also an
obstacle between us. My father wanted
me to take music lessons, he tried terribly

hard to teach me. And I was too charged
up, I just couldn’t sit still that long!

Youth is wasted . . .

Since my father had to practice a lot at

nights and on Sundays, it was Uncle
Charlie who took us to picnics and ba-
zaars and on rides into the country Sunday
afternoons. (I wasn’t keen on scenery,

I thought it was a waste of time—you
see how youth is wasted on the young?)
Once he spent six-and-half-dollars try-

ing to win a doll for me at a bazaar. She
was a big beauty with dark, curly hair and
I was crazy for her. He ended up buying
the doll for me, and every Christmas my
mother made her all new clothes.

My mother always sewed like an angel

and she made all my clothes. The skirts

were yards wide and the handwork so

dainty, like the peach taffeta that I wore to

be the poor little rich girl in the play.

My dresses always had small round
collars and big sashes tied into bows in

back, something like my early costumes
for pictures. All I needed was a perm-
anent to be the happiest girl alive. I hated
my straight, yellow hair that I wore bobbed
to about the middle of my cheeks with
the bangs straight across. I loved my
bangs and never let them be cut until I

couldn’t see through them. Uncle Charlie

saiu i looxeu axe an aa ior jL>uicn ooy
paints. He had a wonderful sense of humor
and a laugh that rocked the joint, just like

my mother’s. Later, when my pictures
played Cincinnati, Uncle Charlie would
go every day and laugh at anything even
remotely funny. And I can still hear all of

us laughing on that Christmas at his house
—even if I was still on crutches and had
no idea what to do next. I’d planned to

be a dancer and now I couldn’t.

Oh how I’d love to go back East for

Christmas! And I think we may do just

that. When you read this, Marty and
Terry and I may be zooming right into

Cincinnati to join my mom. She lives in

California, but she’s going home to the
rest of the family for an old-time Christ-
mas. To me, it will be better than an
old-time Christmas, because Christmas
means something different to me now,
something holy and spiritual. We don’t

give each other presents. What we do
instead is to donate to charity in the
names of all the people we love and want
to remember. Only Terry gets presents,

and he gets practical things, big bulky
sweaters or something for his desk, or a

radio—something he needs. I’d love to

have him see the East at Christmas time.

The way it was in Boston, for example,
my first Christmas with Les Brown’s band.
We stayed at this small residential hotel

where the guests had all lived for years
and years and the rooms had crisscross

curtains and fireplaces and big bay win-
dows looking out onto the snow. It snowed
up a storm and I remember sitting at the

desk, looking out and writing letters home.
Mother was with me. We’d go out into the

snow Christmas shopping with Warren
Brown, Les’ brother, who knew his way
around town and guided us through the
narrow, busy Christmasy streets filled with
bustling people and bells and Christmas
packages. Mother bought me three eve-
ning dresses, the first real formals I’d had.

They were so pretty, and we sang carols as

we walked through the streets.

After Terry came . . .

After Terry was born, I’d either get

home for Christmas or Mom and Terry
would join me. Mother would come loaded
down with all the baby equipment and
jams and preserves and her own pots and
pans, because she distrusted furnished
apartments. They never had exactly what
she needed to make exactly what she

wanted, so she brought her own. The boys
in the band would all go down with me
to meet the train—they were happy to see

her, I can tell you, because at one time

or another, she’d feed them all. And
home cooking tasted awfully good to fel-

lows on the road.

One Christmas, though, we didn’t have
together. I was in New York playing at

the Penn Hotel and I’d be home ten days
after Christmas. So it seemed wrong to

have Mother and the baby come all the

way to New York. We decided to wait

and have our Christmas when I came
home. I spent a month’s salary at the

toy store, shipped their presents on ahead
and settled down to be very brave.

Today I have tools to use against lone-

liness. I know you can be with people if

you try. But I didn’t know that then,

and I was lonely. I guess I’d have cried

my way right straight through the holiday

if not for the boys in the band. They were
wonderful. We had Christmas Eve off and
they arranged a party. I was living at the

Penn but the boys were all doubled up
in some small hotel. Four of them threw
their two rooms together and when we
arrived there was a tree set up, little

presents from all the boys to me, loads of

delicatessen food, and we all took turns

putting through long-distance calls to
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wonderful Christmas with the family in

Cincinnati.

Another band Christmas was our first

in California. I was in pictures, now, and
had just bought the house in Toluca Lake.
Mother and Terry came out that fall in

time for Terry to start school. We felt like

pioneers—we had a couch, chairs, beds, an
icebox, and that was it! At Christmas we
held open house and all the boys from
Les Brown’s band were there—they
came to cheer up Mother, because she was
crying for Cincinnati. But Terry and I

were on Cloud Nine. I was in pictures, and
he was cowboy-minded. All you needed
was to have Santa arrive with a load of

six-shooters and spurs, and Terry was in

small boy’s heaven.

The gift of love

Our Christmases began to be truly won-
derful when Marty came into our lives. I

certainly remember that first Christmas.
Terry wanted to buy Marty a present and
he got Mom to take him to the dime store,

carrying with him a huge piggy bank full

of pennies, nickels and dimes. Can you
imagine the Christmas rush in the dime
store? The crowds and the hurry, and
Terry dumping this bank on the floor,

every penny? And what do you suppose he
bought Marty after all this? Garters! He
bought him a pair of garters and me a

scarf to wear around my head—such stiff

material it wouldn’t bend, much less tie!

Marty’s family had never made a big
fuss over the holiday but he took to it like

mad. To this day, two weeks ahead of time
he’s out looking for a tree, which is usually
drooping by the time Christmas is here. He
almost breaks his neck climbing up to take
care of the lights, the wreath and all the
house decorations. And, of course, it’s

Marty who has helped me arrive at the
true meaning of Christmas, the deep, spir-

itual meaning of it.

You learn as you go along; your values
change. When I was a kid, growing up
meant a bra, a permanent, high heels and
false teeth. Those four things I wanted
madly. My grandmother had uppers and
lowers and I loved the clack they made.
But you learn as you go that growing up
is none of those things, it’s a matter of liv-

ing and seeing the good—absorbing and
accepting the wonderful gift of life. I re-
alize that my Christmas memories had
very little to do, actually, with gifts.

They’re all about the people who made
Christmas beautiful by giving me the gift

of love.

That’s why I’d love to go back East. I’d

love to pop into Cincinnati and see all the
family, Aunt Marie (Marty calls her “The
Rock”) and my friends. You know, there
are twenty-five of my old girl friends liv-

ing there? When we get together it’s a real

bash. They call me “Doke,” and we tell all

the old stories, but we have such fun.
I’d like to pick up a rented car, go on to

New York, spend a week exploring won-
derful New England antique shops, go up
through Maine, and visit Marty’s home in
New Adams, Massachusetts. The brisk wea-
ther up there—oh, I can just smell it! We’ll
pick up jams and jellies and cold crackling
baskets of apples to send home. . . .

At Christmas, it’s such fun to remember
all the people who’ve meant a lot to you,
write to them, tell them you’re thinking
of them . . . but more fun, still, to pop in
and tell them in person . . . and that’s
really what I want to say to all of you who
have become part of my world. With all

my heart I say it:

“May you have a joyous and a holy
Christmas.” The End
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LOSING BATTLE
Continued from page 26

she tried her best to control her temper.
The whispers continued for a few short

moments, then realizing suddenly that it

was Shelley Winters sitting behind them,
the party at the next table became silent.

As blithely as if she had not heard a word,
she smiled to a passerby whom she knew
casually. But then she had to listen to the
inevitable question:
“How’s Tony?”
She beamed bravely for all the world

to see.

“I ... I just spoke to him on the phone.
He’s wonderful. He . . . he’ll be in New
York soon.”
That night she called a long time friend.

“What will I do? I’ve tried everything.
“Without Tony, life isn’t worth it. I . . .

I don’t know what to do.”
The friend tried to calm her with light

talk, the latest joke, a bit of show-business
gossip, anything to take her mind off Tony.
But it was no good.

“Sure, we had fights. Every married
couple has fights. But . . . we always
made up . . . before,” Shelley said.

There was a long pause, and Shelley
knew that her friend chose not to hurt her
by repeating the rumors.

Tony was not alone

That night Tony Franciosa smiled across
a satin-smooth tabletop at Chasen’s, the
smart restaurant where the current movie
favorites sat up front, but the old-timers,

a little worn around the edges and out oi

demand for pictures, were exiled to the

back tables. There the service was slower

and the waiters’ smiles less congenial. But
for Tony the table was front and center.

And opposite him, sipping slowly on a cool

drink, was vivacious Judy Balaban. Her
dark brown hair was smartly coiffed, her
nail polish was a fire-glow red, her costume
was perfection. She smiled slowly, an in-

viting Mona Lisa smile. Tony took her

smooth hand in his and held it for a long

time. The soft strains of romantic music
played about them. And a roomful of glam-
orous heads watched them . . . exactly like

schoolkids peeking in at a door marked
“private.”

The next morning, along Sunset Boule-
vard where the starlets try to make a

fifteen-cent coffee at Schwab’s last for

hours, the word was out:

“Tony’s making the night life scene

with Judy Balaban.”

The word had been passed along earlier

in the plush sanctums of Bel Air and
Beverly Hills where the elite meet. In

New York the Sardi’s set and the Downey’s
crowd pored over the columns and com-
mented on the Shelley-Tony split.

Director Frank Corsaro, long a friend

to both, said to another friend: “They’re

both high strung, but they always get to-

gether. We’ll see.” Frank had directed

“Hatful of Rain,” the play that brought
the two together, first as stage lovers, then

offstage lovebirds. He was hopeful for

them. But others weren’t. An actress who
had worked with Shelley and knew her

well said: “She acts like a ‘character’ to

hide her insecurities. But I know that this

is killing her. I talked to her a couple of

weeks ago and it doesn’t look good.”

Wow had this all come to pass: Wow had
yesterday’s bright and shiny romance de-
teriorated into today’s losing battle? It

began with another lost love, when Bea-
trice Bakalayar Franciosa filed for divorce
from Anthony Papaleo Franciosa. The
grounds were willful desertion, and the
other woman not mentioned was Shelley
Winters. That was April, 1957. On May 4,

Tony and Shelley—Shirley Schrift—were
quietly married in Carson City, Nevada,
by a justice of the peace. Their ages were
recorded on the license—she was thirty

-

four, he was twenty-eight.
It was her third marriage and she was

wary of another strike-out. She had been
Mrs. Mack Meyer, wife of a Chicago tex-
tile salesman, for four years in the Furious
Forties. Then a divorcee for nearly six

years, until Vittorio Gassman came into

her life. They were married in April, 1952,

separated by autumn, 1953, reconciled with
the birth of baby Vittoria, and finally di-

vorced in June, 1954.

“I’ll never marry an actor again,” Shelley
told the newspapers. “They’re all ego-
maniacs.”
But when she met Tony, she backed

down on the declaration. Tony was dif-

ferent, with him there’d be no third strike.

And she wasn’t the only one who thought
so. His own cousin, actor Richard LePore,
said at the time, “Those two have a lot in

common. And to me, Tony’s the most
understanding guy in the whole world.”

The rumors start

Contrary to Richard’s high hopes, the
rumors of unmatching temperaments be-
gan to pop. They fought, kissed, made up,

fought, kissed, and made up. But Tony
became more restless with every year of

marriage. First the rumor came flying

across the Atlantic that he and luscious
Ava Gardner were making more than just

a movie called “The Naked Maja” together
in Spain.

Shelley, furious at the gossip, flew to his

side. She told reporters then that Tony
and Ava were “.

. . just two people mak-
ing a movie together. And Tony and I

couldn’t be happier.”
How well, and for how long she chose

to believe her own statements, is a ques-
tion. There were other rumors, then the
separation, and Tony met Judy Balaban,
who was also senarated.

Judy and Jay Kanter had been married
at about the time Shelley and Tony were
starting their own storm-and-love-tossed
union. When Jay, an agent, moved up to

vice president at MCA, his new job was
so demanding that sometimes he saw his

wife for only a few hours a week. She
chafed at her loneliness, and in time they
separated. But she told everyone: “We’re
trying to work out our differences. The
separation is only temporary.”
The Kanters did reconcile, with Jay try-

ing to rearrange his working schedule to

give his wife more time. But schedule or
no, she left again. And when she was
introduced to Tony, at a party in Beverly
Hills, sparks flew, followed swiftly by
rumors of romance.
To all this Shelley said, “I’m still mar-

ried to him, that’s all I know. Anything
else that should be said will have to come
from Tony.”
The “anything else” was said. Judy and

he were “just friends.”

When Shelley flew East to star in a play,

“Invitation to a March,” Tony promised
he’d phone her regularly. But instead, the
distance between them appears to be wid-
ening. She stayed alone in the East, he
stayed on the Coast. Shelley could no long-
er hide her unhappiness. During the tryouts
of the play, she began to eat almost com-
pulsively and gained sixteen pounds. Some
say it was her feelings of insecurity about.
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her marriage that began to show in her
work, too. She found it difficult to remem-
ber her dialogue, she seemed continually
worried that other members of the cast

were stealing her scenes, she began to ask
for changes in the script. “She’s her own
worst enemy,” people said. In the end, she
withdrew from the play and checked into

a hospital to lose the extra weight.
Her friends fear the marriage has reached

the point of no return. They know that
the Academy Award she won last April
for her emoting in “Diary of Anne Frank”
gives her little solace—that this dedicated
actress would toss ten Oscars overboard
for one Tony. “You can’t curl up at night
with an award,” she has said.

WHAT CHURCH
DOES SANTA

GO TO?

Continued from page 35

“Oh,” Kelly says and turns back to
her letter. But then, suddenly, she turns
around again. “Mommy, what church does
Santa Claus go to?”
Janet and Tony look at each other. And

then Janet finds an answer. Kelly listens
while Mommy tells about Christmas be-
fore she was even born.
“Remember that Christmas when we

were just married?” Janet says to Tony.
“Remember Paris that Christmas? We went
walking on the Left Bank and we found a
little church that had Midnight Mass and
we decided to go in. Remember? At first

you didn’t quite want to. We were still

feeling our way around in each other’s
religions then—kind of afraid of offending
each other.
“And you said. ‘How can I go into a

church and not pray?’ And I said, ‘Well,
I’m not Catholic, either, and this is a
Catholic church. But I’ll say the prayer I

want to say, and you say the one you want
to say, and God will hear us both.’

”

Tony nods. His eyes move slowly around
the warm, comfortable room, resting on
Kelly at the desk and then on Jamie in
her playpen. “Yes,” he says at last. “He
must have heard us, all right. . .

.”

They were silent a moment. Then Janet
says softly, “And the year before that,
Tony, remember our very first Christmas?”

“Sure. Sure I do.”
“We started going together in August—

”

“And that Christmas you took me home
to your folks and I saw their tree—”
“And you’d never seen one before—

”

“Oh, I’d seen one,” Tony corrects. “But
only in store windows and things. I hadn’t
actually ever been in someone’s house at
Christmas when there was a tree. I never
knew any Gentiles that well, I guess.”
“But you liked it. And what you said,”

Janet recalls, “was ‘Let’s get one for my
folks!’

“And your poor father didn’t know what
to make of it!”

Yeah, Tony says, his voice growing
husky. “Yeah, my father—”
For a moment they are both silent.

Tony s father had been dead for more
than a year now, but the pain of it was
stili there. Janet takes his hands in hers.
Tony chews at his lower lip. “Jan, re-

member how he looked at that tree? He
didn’t like it at first, remember? Only he
was so nuts about you, he didn’t want to
say anything.”
“And then when he saw how excited

and pleased your brother Bobby was—”
Tony’s voice grows lighter. “And how

^^B^^sh^hasn^gwe^up^eunen
said, “Maybe I made a mistake marrying
Vittorio, and maybe Tony is tempera-
mental the same as Vittorio was, but this

marriage is no mistake. I’m sure of that.”

So she still looks in the mirror and frets.

I’ll lose more weight. I’ll look younger.
I’ll watch my manners, and cause no more
scenes Tony hates. I’ll improve. I’ll try . . .

Yes, she’ll try, that’s for sure. Tony is

her whole life. But can she do it?

Adam Mitchell

SHELLEY STARS IN “LET NO MAN WRITE MY
EPITAPH” FOR COLUMBIA AND “A MATTER OF
CONVICTION” FOR U.A. SEE TONY FRANCIOSA
IN “GO NAKED IN THE WORLD” FOR M-G-M.

pretty Mom made it with all that tinsel
—

”

“And then we put a six-pointed star on
top instead of a regular five-pointed one—

”

“Yeah, a Star of David.”
“Then,” Janet finishes, “then he said,

‘How can anything that gives so much
pleasure be bad for the soul?’ And he loved
it.”

“He must have,” Tony agrees, “because
the next year he went out and got one
for the family himself!”

All that morning and afternoon, friends
come and go, bringing wrapped Christmas
presents for the Curtises, taking gifts

from the diminishing pile in the hall closet.

There is excitement, and Kelly asks, “Why
can’t we open them now?” And Janet an-
swers, “No, we must wait two weeks until
Christmas morning.”

Papa and Christmas

It is four o’clock that afternoon when
Tony’s mother and brother Bobby come in
with gifts for the children and for Janet
and Tony.
Mrs. Schwartz’s voice is gentle. “How

well the children look, Janet. Papa would
like to see them. . .

“I know,” Janet answers softly. “We
were talking about him just before—Tony
and I. We were remembering how he came
to enjoy Christmas. And how he gave me
something, too—Passover. You remember
the first time I went to a Passover Seder at
your house?”

Mrs. Schwartz smiles. “You kept whis-
pering to Tony, ‘What is he saying, what
is he saying?’ when Papa read the Hebrew.
So, after that, we had some in English,
too. Papa would have been proud this
year to hear Tony read the service so well.
He would have been pleased Tony hasn’t
forgotten his Hebrew after all.”

“Forgotten it?” Janet says indignantly.
“I should say not. Do you know he says
a Hebrew prayer every night when Kelly
goes to sleep?”
"He does?” Mrs. Schwartz turns to her

son. “Tony, I didn’t know that.”
“Had to, in self-defense,” Tony says,

grinning. “First Janet taught Kelly all

those other little prayers—

”

“Now I Lay Me Down . .
.” Janet says.

“And then ‘The Lord’s Prayer’ . . .

“And lately,” Tony says, “since we’ve
had a Catholic relief nurse from time to
time, Kelly’s saying a ‘Hail Mary’ too! So,
a few months ago, I decided to provide a
little balance. And I remembered the
prayer Papa taught me to say when I was
a little boy

—

“Praised be Thou, O Lord, our God,
King of the Universe, who causest my
eyes to close in sleep. . .

.”

For a moment, they sit in silence. Then
Janet says, “Kelly calls that one her
‘Jewish prayer,’ She’s even learned a little

bit of it in Hebrew.”
“I told her,” Tony says, “if she learns

the whole thing, I’ll teach her to ask the
four questions in Hebrew for Passover

JUST OUT-
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For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the

months indicated. For full reviews this month,
see page 6. (a—ADULT F—family)

ALL THE FINE YOUNG CANNIBALS—
M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metroeolor: The sincere

efforts of Boh Wagner, Natalie Wood, George

Hamilton, Susan Kohner hold your interest in

a confused story of Southerners who take their

sex problems to New York. (A) October

ALL THE YOUNG MEN—Columbia; Earnest

but often familiar drama of youth at war. In

Korea, Sidney Poitier leads a cut-off Marine
platoon that includes vet Alan Ladd and
greener James Darren, Glenn Corbett, Ingemar
Johansson. (F) September

ANOTHER SKY—Harrison: As a reserved

Englishwoman arriving in Marrakech, Victoria

Grayson becomes infatuated with a young Arab
and plunges into a strange world. Slow-paced

and poetic; filmed in Morocco. (A) December

BETWEEN TIME AND ETERNITY—U-I,

Patlie Color: Old formula set in lovely Balearic

Island backgrounds. Given only a short time

to live, Lilli Palmer dallies with handsome
native Carlos Thompson. (A) November

BUTTERFIELD 8— M-G-M; CinemaScope,
Metroeolor: Liz Taylor does her strongest act-

ing in this hitter case study of a New York
party girl, who hurts not only herself but her

married lover (Laurence Harvey) and her de-

spairing friend (Eddie Fisher). (A) December

CROWDED SKY, THE—Warners, Techni-

color: Efrem Zimbalist Jr. pilots a Navy jet

fated to crash with Dana Andrews’ transport,

which carries the usual quota of emotional pas-

sengers. Overplolted but tense. (A) October

DARK AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS, THE
—Warners, Technicolor: Robert Preston. Dor-

othy McGuire, teenager Shirley Knight por-

tray warmly the problems of an average family

in Oklahoma of the 1920’s. (A) November

ELMER GANTRY— U. A.: Memorable charac-

ters fill a warm-blooded, courageous movie,

with Burt Lancaster and Jean Simmons as re-

vivalists. Are they phony or honest? Newspaper-
man Arthur Kennedy wonders. (A) October

HIGH TIME—20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe
Color: Amiable campus musical casts Bing
Crosby as a fiftyish freshman, Fabian as his

roommate, Tuesday Weld as a kookie coed.

There’s one switch on the old college comedy:
These students actually study! (F) December

I AIM AT THE STARS—Columbia: Exciting

science-fact story, politically tricky. Curt Jur-

gens, as rocket wizard Wernlier von Braun,
rouses doubts in wife Victoria Shaw and Nazi-

hating newsman James Daly. (F) November

FM ALL RIGHT. JACK—Columbia: Those
sly British turn labor-management relations

into a laugh-loaded shambles. As a shop stew-

ard, Peter Sellers creates a deadpan master-

piece. Ian Carmichael’s a bumbler whose hon-

esty starts a riot. (A) July

INHERIT THE WIND—U.A.: Two great old

pros, Spencer Tracy and Fredric March, argue

over teacher Dick York's fate in a robust fiction

version of Tennessee's “monkey trial’’ of the

1920‘s. Reporter Gene Kelly covers a hot story

that still sizzles. (F) December

KEY WITNESS—M-G-M: Incredible crime

yarn finds Jeffrey Hunter’s model family in

danger after he sees a killing committed by

Dennis Hopper, head of a j.d. gang. This

hardly flatters L.A. cops. (A) December

LET NO MAN WRITE MY EPITAPH—Co-

lumbia: James Darren scores in a sordid but

sentimental slum drama, as Shelley Winters’

son. Derelicts led by Burl Ives strive to save

the boy from crime. (A) November

LET’S MAKE LOVE—20th; CinemaScope, De
Luxe Color: Big, blowzy musical with dazzling

stars. Billionaire Yves Montand, hiding his

identity, joins a little-theater troupe and falls

for Marilyn Monroe. (A) November

MIDNIGHT LACE—U-I, Eastman Color:

Doris Day looks lovely and scared stiff in an

eye-soothing, nerve-frazzling mystery. As wife

of London financier Rex Harrison, she’s

badgered by threatening phone calls. Myrna
Loy’s her American aunt. (F) December

SEVEN WAYS FROM SUNDOWN—U-I, East-

man Color: In an unassuming horse opera,

new Texas Ranger Audie Murphy has trouble

chasing outlaw Barry Sullivan—because Barry

is too doggone lovable! (F) November

SONG WITHOUT END—Columbia; Cinema-

Scope, Eastman Color: Dirk Bogarde’s roman-

tic good looks suit the role of composer-pianist

Franz Liszt, whose life is seen as a piano con-

cert and costume pageant, with stormy personal

drama on the side. (A) September

SUNRISE AT CAMPOBELLO — Warners,

Technicolor: Intimate closeup of the Roose-

velt family during his battle with polio. Ralph

Bellamy, as FDR, and Greer Garson, as his

wife, give fine emotional performances—and

accurate impersonations. (F) December

SLiRPRISE PACKAGE—Columbia: Yul Bryn-

ner and Mitzi Gaynor, as an American gangster

and girlfriend exiled to a Greek island, breeze

through a talky, funny thriller. Noel Coward’s

a witty unemployed king. (A) November

TEN WHO DARED—Buena Vista, Techni-

color: Forthrightly aimed at young fanciers of

action and history. John Beal plays the scientist

who ran Colorado River rapids to map the

Grand Canyon country. (F) December

UNDER TEN FLAGS—Paramount: Brisk, fact-

based adventure casts Van Heflin as chivalrous

captain of a War II German sea raider that

takes on many disguises, baffling British ad-

miral Charles Laughton. (F) November

WEDDINGS AND BABIES—Engel: The title

names the speciality of John Myhers, as a pho-

tographer in New York's Little Italy, clinging

to bachelorhood in spile of Viveca Lindfors’

efforts. Charmingly real. (A) November

WHERE THE HOT WIND BLOWS—M-G-M:
Sensation-filled, grimly amusing (for those not

easily shocked). In a decadent Italian fishing

village, Gina Lollobrigida evades Yves Mon-
tand’s clutches. (A) December

next year, and show Bobby he’s not the
youngest in the family any more!”

“You’re going to have Passover every
year, Tony?” Mrs. Schwartz asks.

“We’ll have Passover and Chanukah and
Christmas,” Janet says. “We don’t want to
impose our beliefs on the girls. We want
to give them as much as we can of each
religion—and then, someday, let them
choose for themselves.

“It’s a problem,” Janet admits. “Like
Sunday school. We were thinking maybe
we would send them to the Unitarian
Sunday School. That’s almost interdenomi-
national. It’ll kind of get them in the habit
of religion. You know, tell them about
God without insisting that they believe
any special set of rules or anything like

that.”

Janet looks at Tony. “We’ll have to think
it over and decide,” she adds. “I know if

we have a son, Tony wants him to have a
Bris when he’s eight days old, and a Bar
Mitzvah when he’s thirteen. . .

.”

“Yes,” Tony says. “I’d like that. But then,
Jan, that would make him a Jew pretty
thoroughly, wouldn’t it? And where does
he get his freedom of choice then? I mean,
we can’t bring up a boy one way and the
girls another. It wouldn’t be

—
” his voice

trails off as the door bursts open and
Bobby appears, with a sleeping Jamie in
his arms and Kelly right behind him.
They’d been playing pickaback.
“Whew!” he explodes. “I’m beat!” He sets

Jamie down on the couch and she promptly
rolls over, fast asleep. “And I think this

one is, too.”

“Both of them are,” Janet says. “How
about bed?”
Jamie, breathing peacefully on the couch,

makes no protest. But Kelly objects. “No,”
she wails. “Daddy, you promised! Daddy,
tell me again about Christmas, the way you
told me about Chanukah and the candles
and the light that burned for eight days.”

Love is what matters

For a second, Tony looks back at Janet,
questioning. But she only nods her head,
and waits. Slowly, Tony turns back to his
daughter.

“All right, Honey,” he says. “Well,
Christmas is really a birthday party that
everyone has for a little baby who was
born a long time ago. Some people think
this little baby was really God himself,
come down to earth to live here for a while.
Some people aren’t sure about that. But
everyone loves the little baby because he
grew up to be such a good, wonderful
man, who loved little children and helped
people wherever he went. The name of the
baby was Jesus, and he was born far away
across the ocean in a place called Bethle-
ham. . .

.”

Janet Leigh Curtis turns to her mother-
in-law. “It will all work out, Mother
Schwartz,” she says. “Tony and I love
each other . . . and love our children . . .

and love God. Kelly and Jamie are going
to grow up the same way. And with love,

we’ll find the answers together, all of us

—

together.”

“Yes,” her mother-in-law says. “Love is

what matters. The rest—the rest will all

work out.” And the two women smile
affectionately at each other as they listen

to Tony’s story.

And in the window of the living room,
where they and Bobby sit in comfortable
silence, the lights of the great Christmas
tree will shine. Only a few nights earlier,

in that window, the lights of the Chanukah
candles flicker instead.

But the glow is the same.
—Charlotte Dinter

See Tony in U-I’s “Spartacus,” “The Great
Impostor” and “The Sixth Man.” Be sure
to watch for Janet in Columbia’s “Pepe.”
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I WAS SCHEDULED
TO DIE

Continued from page 53

But we never do, do we? Looking across

the blue-emerald green Mediterranean wa-
ter, Rock Hudson probably, even if he
stopped his thoughts, could never have
predicted what was to await him later that

same day. If he had, you can be sure he
would never have left shore.

Rock stood at the edge of the water,
shoulders slouched, hands dug deep into

the pockets of his khaki pants, squinting
into the glare that reflected off the Medi-
terranean. The water was so blue and calm.
“An uneventful day for sailors,” he

thought, “but a perfect one for sightseeing.”

He felt as excited as a kid at the prospect
of the trip down the coast through the
Lerin Islands. He’d heard so much about
them that when Mrs. Barclay, wife of his

friend Eddie Barclay, the composer and
orchestra leader, had offered to show them
to him, he’d said yes immediately.
He’d left the hotel early that morning

to make the most of his few days in Cannes
and now found he had almost an hour be-
fore meeting Mrs. Barclay at the boat-
house where the Hello was moored. He
walked along the beach until he found a
deserted spot and stretched out on the
sand. “Better relax while I can,” he
thought. That night, he had to leave for

Portofino to start the movie, “Come Sep-
tember.”
“The Mediterranean’s a long way from

Lake Michigan,” he laughed to himself.
As a kid, he used to spend summers at
Lake Michigan, at his aunt’s place. He’d
learned to swim there. Nobody thought
he’d turn out to be such a good swimmer.
He above all; he felt he was too tall and
too clumsy to ever be good at anything.

It was funny. He had dreams of drown-
ing. He couldn’t remember if they’d begun
after the accident, the one where he’d been
surfboarding and had broken his shoul-
der. For a while, he had been afraid he
might lose his first big role, in “Magnificent
Obsession,” because of it, but he made the
doctors strap him up and somehow he got
through the filming. “Funny,” he thought,
“that I should remember that today.”
He shrugged his shoulders and sat up

noticing, for the first time, the little boy
who was crouched down on the sand
watching him.
Hoping he remembered the difference

between the words for morning and night
in French, he called: “Bonjour.” The boy
quickly turned away, pretending to look
at the water, and dug his toes deeper into
the sand, but he couldn’t resist looking
back.

Somehow, mostly through sign language,
he found out that the boy’s father was a
sailor and was on a trip. They were friends
by the time the boy’s mother came look-
ing for him. She had to call three times
before the child answered, and as he
walked slowly toward her, he kept turn-
ing around every few yards to wave good-
bye again.

Rock understood how lonely the boy
was. It was hard to have someone go away
and leave you.
He had been only six when his father

had left them. When he returned home
from a visit to his grandparents’ farm and
found his father gone, he couldn’t under-
stand why he would go away without even
saying goodbye to him. They had always
done lots of things together and whenever
he visited his dad at his garage, he’d try
to stop working for a while and talk to
him. And, at night, they’d play ball behind

trie nuuoc uutu u wao tuu uain tu occ .

“Someday you’ll be a baseball player,

Son,” his father would say. But it his

mother were listening, she’d say: “My son
is going to be a surgeon,” and sometimes
they’d argue about it. But they hardly
ever got mad.

“He’ll come back to me”
He could only remember one time when

his father hit him. That was the morning
he didn’t want him to go to work and he
stood in the doorway blocking the way.
Finally his dad got mad and hit him. But
later in the day, when he came home for

lunch, he’d forgotten all about it and had
brought him a burned-out spark plug for

his collection.

That’s why he couldn’t believe his father
had really gone, and mornings he’d come
down to breakfast expecting to see him
there. His mother couldn’t believe it,

either. She used to say over and over to

her mother: “Roy will come back to me.
He’ll come back to me. I know he will.”

But he never did, even though the next
year his mother took him all the way out
to Los Angeles where his father was work-
ing. His dad was very nice to them, but a

couple of days later, when they took the
bus back to Winnetka, he didn’t come with
them.
Although no one ever said it out loud,

he got the feeling that if only he’d been
home his father would never have gone
away, that he cared too much for him to

have ever left him. It was his fault that
it had happened, he told himself. He was
responsible for his mother’s unhappiness.
She was so beautiful and used to be so
gay that he wished he could help her. He
wanted to talk to his father about it but
he didn’t see him again for a long time.
One day, when he was twelve, the door-

bell rang and he answered it. A man was
standing there. He didn’t recognize him,
but answered politely when he said: “Hi,
kid. How are you? I’ve . . . been wanting
. . . to . .

A shout from his mother interrupted him
and he was sent upstairs to his room. He
didn’t find out until a long time later that
it had been his father, and that he was
told not to bother him again. He never
did. Years later, Rock looked him up in

California and lived with him for a while,
but it was too late—he was grown up then.
Rock now looked up. The wind had

suddenly shifted and blew up a light cloud
of sand. With a practiced navigator’s eye,
he looked at the sun and judged it was
time to leave. He kicked off his sneakers
and started, barefooted, toward the boat.

He knew there were people who said he
decided on the spur of the moment to try
for the movies just because he was good-
looking. “It isn’t true,” he’d protested over
and over. “I never thought that. If I met
myself on the street, I’d think nothing of
me.”
He’d decided long ago, when he was ten

years old, that he wanted to act. But he
never dared tell anyone. He was so shy
and so tall and gangling that he thought
they would have made fun of him. And
even after he started making movies,
whenever anyone on the set laughed dur-
ing one of his scenes, he was sure they
were laughing at him.
He’d gotten over a lot of his shyness,

though. “You can’t make over forty movies
in ten years without loosening up a bit,”

he’d said recently. And when people told
him he had become a good actor, he was
pleased, but added honestly: “I should
have. If you don’t learn anything after
making as many movies as I have, you’ve
got to be stupid.”

He could laugh at a lot of things now
that had seemed pretty terrible at the time.
Like the night he had gone to a party and

HAVE YOU

EVER

THOUGHT

YOU WERE

GOING CRAZY?
At one time or another
a great many “normal”
people have thought
that they were going
crazy. It has been es-
timated that 25% of all

adult Americans think
that they have had
emotional problems se-
rious enough to war-
rant medical assistance.

On page 191 of his new
book entitled, You Are
Slipping, Daniel C.

Munro, M.D., has these encouraging
words to say:

“I have pointed out the cause of
most of our mental or nervous
breakdowns as the depositing of
cholesterol in artery walls of our
mental-nervous equipment, inter-

fering with the normal conduction
of brain waves to and from the
brain. Then since that is the condi-
tion, it is obvious that the problem
is to stop depositing cholesterol

and to withdraw some that has
been already deposited. THIS CAN
BE DONE.”

The methods—the diets—and the help
you need to stop depositing cholesterol

are all explained in Dr. Munro’s fascinat-

ing new book.

In this book. You Are Slipping, you
will learn what modern research in bio-

chemistry has found will benefit you.
The price of this remarkable book is only
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515—Bridal sampler is easy to

embroider and frame. Transfer

12x16", color chart, directions.

7398—For a dreamland quilt,

transfer of 9 nursery pals, each

6x7". Color chart, directions.

7378—Sew a sailor dress. Trans-

fer, pattern pieces for child’s

sizes 2, 4, 6, 8, 10. State size.

Send 35$ in coins for each pattern to: Photoplay,

Ncedlecraft Service. P.O. Box 123, Old Chelsea

Sta.. New Aork 11, N. Y. Add 5$ for lst-class mail-

ing. For Needlecraft Book, send 25$. For full-color

Catalog of Fall and Winter Fashions, send 35$.

suddenly round mmseir standing next to

Ingrid Bergman. She chatted easily with
him but he couldn’t think of a thing to say
until finally, in desperation, he said in a

loud voice: “Gee, you sure are tall.” Try-
ing to hide her smile, she’d answered: “So
are you.”
And the time he was introduced to Bar-

bara Stanwyck and she mentioned one of

her early movies and the year it had been
made. He was so embarrassed that he
hadn’t seen it, he blurted out truthfully:
“I don’t remember it. I was only four years
old at the time.” He was horrified at what
he’d said, but it didn’t keep them from
becoming friends.

He wasn’t the kind of person who needed
a lot of friends, but he’d made some very
good ones; people like the Barclays, he
thought, and waved to Mrs. Barclay who
had just arrived at the boathouse. He
started to run down the pier toward the
Hello, then, remembering, quickly slipped
on his sneakers.
As soon as they got on board, the pilot

cast off and for a while, he kept the boat
close to the shore so that Mrs. Barclay
could point out the landmarks that had
made the Lerin Islands so famous. Then
they headed out to sea on their way to

Sainte Marguerite Island, where they were
to have lunch. “ ‘Man in an Iron Mask’
was made there,” Mrs. Barclay said, and,
remembering how gloomy the setting of

that movie had been, he thought it was
a strange place for lunch.
She must have read his thought, for

she said: “Don’t worry. Rock, it’s a beauti-
ful island, and the restaurant is excellent.”

He laughed and stretched lazily in his

chair.

“I couldn’t have asked for a better end-
ing to my vacation,” he said, opening one
eye long enough to look over at Mrs.
Barclay.

“It’s not over yet,” she answered and
they both laughed.
But he meant it, he thought to himself.

He had really enjoyed this trip. Maybe
part of the fun was traveling under a dif-

ferent name and being able to go around
without people recognizing him. He hadn’t
been able to do that for a long time and
it gave him a strange sense of freedom . . .

the way he had felt after he’d gotten out
of the Navy before he went to Hollywood.

In Paris, he’d stayed at a wonderful, old,

shuttered hotel that faced onto a quiet
square. Days, he’d wandered up and down
the narrow cobblestone streets of the
Latin Quarter, rummaging through an-
tique shops, finding rare collector’s rec-

ords, buying fresh fruit at the outdoor
market and thumbing through the old
books and prints in the stalls that lined

the Seine.

He took long siestas in the afternoon
and almost every night he went to the
Kwai Samba, a Senegalese night club that

was a favorite hangout of visiting actors.

Marlon Brando always went there when
he was in Paris and played the bongo
drums with the band.
They had a good orchestra and all sorts

of exotic African foods he’d never heard
of, like palm tree hearts. A couple of

times he found himself wishing Jim Mat-
teoni were there. Jimmy had been his

closest friend ever since grade school and
they had both been crazy about jazz. In
fact, somewhere in his collection there
was a record they’d made together with
Jim playing the piano and him talking the
lyrics.

“It’s strange,” he thought to himself now,
rocking easily with the steady movement
of the boat, “that so many things seem to

remind me of things that happened before
I went to Hollywood. It’s probably because
I haven’t relaxed so completely in a long
time.”

The warmth of the tropical sun and the

drone ot the motor lulled him to sleep, till

a spray of cold sea air was dashed against
his face. He awoke, startled, and for an
instant, blinded by the brilliant sunlight,
couldn’t remember where he was.
Mrs. Barclay noticed he was awake and

called: “We’re almost there. That’s the
tip of Sainte Marguerite up ahead.”
Rock shaded his eyes with his hand and

tried to see but the glare was too strong
and he leaned his back against the rail.

The pilot was saying something in French
and Mrs. Barclay explained: “He says
there’s a motorboat over there,” she
pointed, “pulling a water-skier.”

“Jump!”

“Wish I’d had more time for that while
I was here,” Rock said, turning to watch
the motor boat speeding toward them.
“Hey, what’s the matter with him!” Rock

suddenly asked. “Doesn’t he see us?” And
both he and Mrs. Barclay started yelling
and waving to the other pilot.

But the man was looking behind him,
at the skier, and didn’t notice them. The
Hello’s pilot frantically tried to change his

course, but he couldn’t, and as they
watched, horrified, the boat sped closer,

heading straight for them.
“Jump!” Rock shouted to Mrs. Barclay

and the pilot and, even as he started to

dive after them, the boats collided.

He heard the splintering of wood and
saw the flash of the green, white and red
Italian flag, still gaily flying from the other
boat, as it bounced through the air and
seemed to sail right over the top of the
Hello. Then he hit the water.

It was cold and the backwash from the
two boats crashed down on him and
stunned him. Only half-conscious, he felt

himself sinking, the weight of his body
and his wet clothes dragging him down,
deeper and deeper, into the blackness of

the water. Then he must have blacked
out.

Hours later—it seemed like days—after

they had been picked up and brought
back to the port of Cannes, Rock and Mrs.
Barclay were sitting before an open fire,

wrapped in blankets and drinking hot
coffee.

Rock sat thinking a long while and then
said: “You know, when I hit that water,
I didn’t know if it were really happening,
or if I were dreaming again. There are
two dreams, nightmares really, that I

have over and over. One, I’ve had all my
life. I guess it must have something to

do with claustrophobia. It’s always the
same, the inside of a tool shop. As I walk
through the door the tools that are lined

up on each wall start closing in on me
and finally I wind up sitting at a little

machine with a tape running through it

and a crazy needle making marks on the
tape. After, I wake up in a cold sweat.

“The other,” he stopped talking and
sipped more coffee, then went on, “the
other one’s where I dream I’m drowning.
It’s terrible at first, but then I get so I can
breathe under water and I swim all

around and have a hell of a time! It was
like that today.”

He was silent for a few minutes, then
said: “You know, it’s funny. Last time
I had that dream, I told some people
about it and an older woman who was
sitting with us said: ‘Be careful! Dreams
can come true, you know.’ She got mad
when I laughed,” he added. “I wonder
what she’d have to say about what hap-
pened today,” and then, as though he
wanted to chase the thought away, he
stood up and tossed off his blanket.

“Guess I’d better start packing or I’ll

miss the train to Portofino.” —G. Divas

Rock can be seen in “The Day of the
Gun” and “Come September” for U-I.



LANA’S FLIRTING

WITH DANGER
Continued from page 29

On the sunny, quiet afternoon of August
30th, a sleepy clerk in the marriage bureau
at the county courthouse in Santa Ana,
California, some thirty-five miles from
Hollywood, looked up in amazement as he
recognized the couple standing before him.

He didn’t need to ask their names, but he

went through the formalities and then

wrote down “Lana Turner” and “Frederick
Clemens May.”
“We were driving to his ranch,” Lana

explained quickly, “and we decided to take

out a license. It was all so sudden.”
But Lana, as she has done in the past,

was winking at the truth. She stood at

Fred’s side, calmly playing her role. But
the third person in the drama was missing

—Cheryl was offstage, waiting behind the

gray walls of the El Retiro School for

Girls for whatever fate would bring her
now.

If the clerk knew that he wasn’t saying.

But this decision couldn’t have been all

that sudden. In California, you can’t apply
for a license without a doctor’s certificate,

and the necessary examinations and labor-

atory tests take at least twenty-four hours
before the results are known. The clerk

looked up quizzically at Lana, but her
half-closed eyes were fixed on an in-

visible spot somewhere past his head.
Her fiance, tanned, crewcut Fred May,

avoided the clerk’s glance, too. And after

that, the couple gave only the answers
necessary to fill out the form.
They did not say why they had decided

to marry in California, where the three-
day waiting period is a lot of days when
you’re trying to keep a secret.

They did not say when they would
marry, or where.
The clerk continued to fill out the li-

cense. May said he was 43 and that his

occupation was “rancher.” Lana gave her
age as 39 and said she had been married
four times previously. May said that he,

too, had been married before—once. “Sign
here,” the clerk said, making an “x” to

indicate the proper line. They signed, took
the license with them and then drove off

to celebrate at the Del Mar race track.

In an hour, the news was out. Sur-
rounded by reporters, Fred May was tri-

umphant. “Only two people were in on
our secret,” he said. “Lana’s daughter,
Cheryl, who is overjoyed that her mother
is finding happiness. And Lana’s mother,
Mrs. Myrtle Turner, who also approves.”
But the three-day waiting period ended

with no sign that they’d set a date. “It’ll

be September 5th,” a friend revealed.
“Lana told me that five is a lucky number
for her and Fred.” In her fifth marriage,
she might grasp at anything that \yould
change her luck. But the day passed, as
did the “lucky fifths” of the months that
followed. The question was no longer
when they’d marry, but whether they’d
marry at all.

“We’ll marry,” Lana insisted, and, her
blue-green eyes averted, she added, “but
not tomorrow. . . . I’m not holding out
on you,” she said. “We just don’t know.”
Fred, though, seemed to be growing im-

patient. Angrily, he walked out on Lana
and a group of her friends, leaving them
seated at a restaurant table on the Strip.
The next day, Lana shrugged the incident
off. “We had a lovers’ quarrel, but kissed
and made up later,” she said. Her voice
was level as she added, “We are still in
love.”

But were they, as Lana pretended, still
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love? About Fred, who had retired from
his several businesses at 38 and now ran a
horse ranch in Chino, there seemed no
doubt. And Lana? What about her?

A gamble for love

Through it all, Lana glowed. Her eyes
shone and her cheeks were flushed with
excitement. She was flirting with danger
again. The stakes were high and dazzling

—she was gambling for love. And this

time she might risk anything to break the

streak of bad luck—almost like a curse

—

that had doggedly followed her so long.

For now there glittered before her an
added prize—Cheryl. Marriage to a solid,

respectable man like Fred May might well

bring her daughter back to her.

But for Lana, love has always been a

fatal game. She’s always played with her
eyes closed—as if that were the only way
she dared to play at all.

The curse—if that’s what it was—ran
in the family. At 14, her mother, Myrtle
Turner, was a runaway bride. According
to Lana, the man, her father, was a boot-
legger, a drifter, a rock worker and a

gentleman who changed his name often.

After a crap game in which he won a lot

of money, he was slugged and left tragic-

ally to die on a San Francisco street.

Myrtle had played once and lost. Lana
played more often, but Fate didn’t have
much better luck in store for her. A close

friend tried to explain it: “She’s stupid
about men. But most men,” he confessed,
“are stupid about women. Maybe that’s the
reason we all like her so much.”
Lana, too, looked back, trying to under-

stand. “I’ve fallen in love many times, and
I was usually the patsy. All my life I’ve

wanted to be loved. But I lost out every
time.”

At nineteen, Lana was as impatient for
love as, later, Cheryl would be. She
eloped with Artie Shaw after just one
dinner date. She had acted too quickly
and her luck was bad. The marriage failed.

Next, she married Steve Crane but this

love was doomed even before the wedding
vows were said. Steve’s divorce from an-
other woman was not yet final and the
marriage had to be annulled. But Cheryl
was already on the way, so they tried

again. After his divorce was final, Lana
and Steve re-married. By then, it was too
late. Though friends say that Steve still

loves her today, it wasn’t meant to be.

Perhaps it wasn’t meant to be, either,

with Tyrone Power—“the only man I ever
loved,” Lana said recently. By the time
they got around to getting married, Fate
had stepped in. Ty had found Linda
Christian. “And that was that,” said Lana.
As for her, she found Bob Topping.

Cheryl was five then and she was Mommy’s
flower girl. She was dressed up in an Em-
pire gown of white lace over turquoise
blue satin and her soft brown curls peeped
out from under a white lace bonnet. In
the mad scramble of reporters and photog-
raphers, she somehow got pushed and
crowded out of the way. When Lana passed
by close to her, she reached out eagerly
and caught at her skirt of champagne
colored satin. “Mommy,” she whispered.
Lana heard her and, turning around for a
moment, she leaned down to give her a
kiss. “Now darling,” she told her, “you
run along with Granny. Mommy has to

go upstairs with Uncle Bob.” Obediently,
she took her grandmother’s hand, but her
eyes still followed her beautiful mother as
she made her way up the stairway. Lana
didn’t hear the little girl sigh nor did she
see the bewildered look on her face. Yet
that look was to be there often.

“This is forever,” Lana had said about
Bob. But “forever” was destined to last

only four years.
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UP TO $500 For Your Child's Picture paid by advertisers.
Send small picture for approval. (All Ages). Returned. Print
child's, parent’s name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, Pi,
Hollywood , Californ ia.

BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat-
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becoming

attractions

A. New hair styles for the new year,

via illustrated chart, special styling

comb, a bit of hair spray. Toni’s
“Adorn” with comb and booklet, $1.50*

B. New from Faberge: Esprit de Par-
fum spray, a shimmery flask releasing

a famous fragrance at a touch of its

carved top. Here, “Flambeau,” $5.50*

C. For year-round giving (or keeping
luxuriously yourself) “Saponettes,”
eight good size soap ovals lavishly

scented with Chanel No. 5. Box, $4.00

D. From Tussy, a magic wand, neatly

nesting five tiny lipsticks shaded from
pale pinks and coral to red and
blue-red. Slender “Lipstack,” $1.75*

E. Free introduction by Helene Cur-
tis: the purchase price of “Endac,”
new acne care trio, will be refunded.

P Cream 89^, Stick and Cleanser, $1.00

*plus tax
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marry Fernando Lamas, but, instead, the
groom was Lex Barker. “We’ll be happy,
you’ll see,” Lana promised Cheryl, hug-
ging her close. “He even has a daughter
who’s eleven, just like you. You can be
friends and go to school together.”
But they weren’t happy. And the girls

weren’t friends. Their fights kept the Bel
Air Town and Country School in an up-
roar. And it was usually Cheryl who was
blamed and punished—so often that the
other girls were always laughing at her.

She was almost relieved when she was
finally expelled from the school.

When this marriage, too, ended, the
trouble between the two girls was blamed
as part of the reason. And Lex saw a dan-
ger that Lana’s eyes were closed to.

“Cheryl is a difficult girl to understand,”
he told a friend, “and I fear she will get

into trouble one of these days unless she
finds a friend who can help her.”
She was a sullen girl at that time, peo-

ple said. She was sometimes the pampered
pet of her parents, other times the child

who had to be left alone while Mommy
acted and Daddy took care of his restau-
rant. She had been often disappointed.
“C’mon, Cherie,” her mother said one

time, “we’re going on a picnic.” The girl

was thrilled. But then a reporter and a
photographer got in the car with them and
Mommy explained they were doing some-
thing called a “layout,” a picture story for

a magazine. So they’d spent the whole day
changing clothes and pretending to do
things, but never really doing them.
When Cheryl was twelve, she had few

friends. The mother of one of them re-
ported that she lit one cigarette after an-
other, flaunting her smoking. And the fol-

lowing year, when the girls wouldn’t stop
teasing her over a story in a scandal
magazine about her mother, she ran away
from the Sacred Heart Academy in Flint-

ridge.

Lana blinked at the warning signals.

She was still playing the game; she was
dazzled, blinded as she made her most
fatal try for love—this time with Johnny
Stompanato.
To Cheryl, her mother seemed success-

ful at love. Everyone adored her, and the
lonely girl wished she could be more like

her. She idolized her. When, from her
mother’s pink bedroom, she heard Stom-
panato’s angry threats, she rushed to

defend her, stabbing the man who would
hurt her mother.
Yet even after that terrible tragedy,

Lana still continued to tempt fate. She
seemed somehow to still be drawn to a kind
of man who was wrong for her. And eye-
brows were raised as people said one of

her dates had a striking physical resem-
blance to Stompanato.
And then it was all over. Suddenly,

Lana was shocked into reality. Her “baby”
was playing the love game on her own

—

and Fate was mocking at her in the same
heartless way as it had the other Turner
women. When Cheryl threatened to run
away with Marty Gunn, a carhop at a

drive-in, Lana had to open her eyes wide
and see that love was not just a game
after all.

This time, she acted quickly. She agreed
with the authorities that Cheryl should
be committed to the El Retiro school
for girls, hoping that there she would get
the help she couldn’t get at home. And
when she wasn’t as happy there as Lana
had promised her . . . when the wonders
Lana had hoped for didn’t happen fast

enough . . . when Cheryl had run away
from the school a second time—then this

was when Lana and Fred May reached a

peak of seriousness in their romance.
“He’s a wonderful man,” Lana said,

“and I only wish I had met him years ago.

His advice to me is always good. He knows
just what is best for me.” She didn’t men-
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had opened her eyes and then shut them
tight again. Maybe Lana felt that if she
could only show her good faith, if she only
took out a license with a man like Fred,
then maybe the courts would return
Cheryl to her. At the very least, maybe
Cheryl could go back to her grandmother.
For when Marty Gunn’s story came out,

Lana had seen the pattern repeating itself;

she had heard echoes of her own words in

Cheryl’s.

Marty told of their first meeting at the
drive-in ... of the dates when Cheryl
would slip out of her grandmother’s house
after midnight and then slip back in at 4

A.M. ... of how Cheryl would tremble,
insisting that people were staring at her
... of how she told him, “I think I’m the
loneliest girl in the world.” He told her he
was lonely, too, but she couldn’t believe
it. In her mother’s glamorous world, she
had never found anyone else who was
lonely, too. Perhaps it was this that drew
them together, for Marty told of how
finally there came a night when she whis-
pered, “More than anything else in the
world, I want to marry you, Marty, and
have children.”

Shortly after that, he said, when he met
Cheryl she was crying—Cheryl who never
cries. She said they were going to send
her away. She told him, “I just want to be
happy. Is that so wrong?”
He told of how she wouldn’t be com-

forted, how, still crying, she said, “I’ve

never had to want for anything, Marty

—

but I’ve never had anything. Does that

sound strange? Anything I have wanted
has been given to me, except what I really

wanted—a deep-down love and attention.

The two things I’ve wanted most I haven’t
had—love and happiness. I almost feel the
world wanted me to be unhappy.”
Marty told, too, of the only message he’s

had from Cheryl since she was sent to El

Retiro, the very day after he’d given her a

small diamond engagement ring and she
gave him a St. Christopher’s medal. A
week after, he says that Lana telephoned
him, saying, “I have a message to you
from Cherie. She said, ‘Tell Marty that I

love him!’ ” He’s never heard from her
again. When she ran away from El Retiro,

and tried to phone a number where she
might reach him, he wasn’t there.

Cheryl had played at love; she vowed she
would marry the first chance she got. But
Lana couldn’t stand by and let fate repeat

itself for the third generation. She couldn’t

let her daughter be a loser, too. Whatever
she had to do to prevent that, she was
now ready to do.

Only she may have chosen the wrong
thing to do.

If Lana's planning on a sacrifice, if she’s

planning to marry just for Cheryl’s sake,

then she may be a loser herself—for the

fifth time. At 39, she may be as wrong
about the marriage she wants as Cheryl
was at 16. She may be winking at the truth

once more, shutting her ears to Cheryl’s

own words, “You can’t run away forever.”

For the truth is that mother and daugh-
ter both need love—desperately. And per-
haps Lana can never give Cheryl the deep-
down love she needs until she has it her-
self.

It’s true, Lana has the love of Fred May.
There seems no doubt about that. She has
had the love of many men, and she must
know by now that you can’t take love

without giving it back. She must know
by now that a one-sided love won’t last;

a marriage made in sacrifice won’t last.

And she can’t afford to lose again. For her
own sake and for Cheryl’s. If she has any
doubts, then she’s not only flirting with
danger, she’s marrying it. —Milt Johnson

LANA NOW STARS IN “PORTRAIT IN BLACK” FOR

U-I. WATCH FOR “BY LOVE POSSESSSED” FOR U.A.



WHAT GIVES?
Continued from page 48

thing,” her friend says, “or someone on
the string.” But what Connie didn’t tell

even her best friends was that, up until

recently, she couldn’t have married Gary
even if she wanted to. His divorce wasn’t

final.

She bought two houses. One for her
brother, Chuck, his wife and their three

kids. The other one she lives in herself

with her father and brother. It’s a bunga-
low—a stone’s throw from Warner’s studio

in North Hollywood. She calls it her “pala-

tial mansion.” The inside hasn’t been
furnished yet, but she bought green and
white striped awnings to protect it from
the penetrating rays of the sun and the

Valley heat. It’s always filled with friends

or relatives or guys.
Once when I arrived at her house, Gary

Clarke was already there and was waiting
for Connie to fix breakfast. Connie was
sitting at the table with a cup of coffee

and waved her arm toward the kitchen.

She was wearing a pair of black slacks

and a yellow sweater. Her hair wasn’t
combed yet and hung all the way down her
back. She had no makeup—or shoes.

“Never wear ’em,” she commented as she
found me staring at them. “I’ll buy 55

pair of shoes at on.e time, but I’ll hardly
wear any of them. I like the feel of the
floor and especially my new carpets. I feel

like I belong.”
Connie’s father Teddy was in the den

room watching television. She yelled to

him and asked if he wanted some pan-
cakes. Gary said he did and in two min-
utes flat the batter was mixed, the grill was
heated and Connie was standing over the
stove, spatula in one hand, answering the
phone with the other and rubbing her toes

together.
“My father’s always yelling at me. He

wants to know why it’s so difficult for me
to close a drawer after I’ve taken some-
thing out of it. He says the effort is just

the same as when I opened it. It’s funny.
I can’t answer him. I guess I’m only in-

terested in the things that give me the most
satisfaction. Like my career.”
One thing that means as much to Connie

as her work is Shane, her dog, a Spitz
she’s had for years now. “He was around
when the going was rough,” she merely
comments. “Funny thing about animals.
You never have to worry about them talk-

ing back to you. You can tell them every-
thing and they understand everything
you’re telling them. When you’re happy,
they’re happy, and when you’re sad they’re
sad, too. They can just sense your every
feeling. Shane is my loyal friend. You
know dogs have an uncanny loyalty to

you—even more so than people. They
never get angry. Only when you play too
rough with them. They give you all the
love you expect from people.”
As for her family, somehow you get the

feeling that while Connie is so close to her
brother Chuck and her father Teddy,
really no communication exists between
them; they treat her like a kid or more like

a buddy, which is okay with Connie.
Sometimes you wonder who fulfills her
needs for attention and understanding.
Next to dogs, Connie’s closest pals seem

to be guys. She’s considered one of the
best dates in Hollywood. “Connie makes
you feel warm and wanted,” Kenny Miller
says, “and before you realize it you’re
crying on her shoulder.”
She never cries on anybody’s shoulder.

About her roommate for two years, Mari-
anne Gaba, she says, “I found it difficult

to communicate with Marianne. We got
along just great, but it was hard for me to

sit ana ten ner an tne tnings you uieam
you can share with just one friend.”

Instead, when she feels low, Connie goes

shopping. She’s been known to go wild at

times. Like buying fifty-five pairs of shoes,

or spending $900.00 at one time in a de-
partment store on gifts for no special oc-

casion whatsoever.
One morning recently, she got up early,

so she had some time before she was due
at the recording session. She raced her
bright red Chevy over to the May Com-
pany to buy some hats. She’d already
picked out a couple—they just matched two
of those fifty-five pairs of shoes—when a

stockboy came by and dumped a whole
load of new ones on the counter. Connie
went wild. One after another, she tried

them on.

“I never saw so many hats that I liked,”

she told the clerk. She chewed at her lip,

trying to decide. “I’m on an allowance, you
see.” The woman nodded. Connie stood

first on one foot, then on the other. Final-

ly, in a sweeping gesture, she said, “I’ll

take them all. Charge it.”

“I’m sorry, Connie,” the clerk said. “Your
business manager called just yesterday. He
said you’re over your budget and we can’t

give you any more credit.”

For a moment, Connie frowned, then she
perked up. “Well, then,” she said, “I’ll give

you my own personal check.”
The clerk stuffed the bill and the check

into a little metal container and then
clicked it into a tube for processing. While
they waited, Connie checked her watch.
Better get going, she thought. She watched
the woman going over her figures. “I get a

different answer this time,” the clerk

finally said. “The first figure’s wrong.”
“But then my check is wrong, too,” Con-

nie wailed. The woman tried to get it back,
and that’s when she found she’d put the

check in the wrong tube. It had gone up-
stairs instead of down. “Never mind,” Con-
nie said quickly. “I’ll write another.” The
clerk shook her head. “I can’t take another
check till I get the first one back.” Connie
groaned, “But that’ll take forever. Why
can’t you just take this new check and
tear up the other one later?” The woman
shook her head again. “Sorry,” she said,

“that’s against store rules.”

“I hate rules”

“I hate rules,” Connie said later. She was
out of breath and late for rehearsals. “I

had to stand there arguing for over an
hour,” she explained. Then she whirled
around. “How do you like my new hat?”
At rehearsals, she snaps her fingers,

shakes her head up and down, taps her
toes and seems to be having a ball. But she
practices her number over and over. If she
hits a wrong note, she stops the orchestra
and asks them to do it over again. And
over and over again, until it’s perfect. Then
she gets up on stage and does the whole
scene once more. She seems happiest when
she’s working, as though it was the most
important thing to her and if it was the last

thing she was going to do, she was going
to be the best darned performer anyone
had ever seen.

For that’s how she is. She’s a serious girl

who likes to laugh, a girl who runs from
warm to cool. She likes hats but not shoes,

flips for crowds of people but still feels

lonely, is in love with guys, dogs, lasagne

—

and love. “Don’t cross me,” she’ll tell you,
but she won’t tell you about her feeling

she’ll die young.
Why? What gives? Connie’s a puzzle.

We’ve given you the pieces, for the answer
try fitting them together.

—Rona Barrett

Connie’s in “parrish” for warners. see
HER IN “HAWAIIAN EYE,” WED., 9 P.M. EST.
OVER ABC-TV. SHE RECORDS FOR WARNER BROS.
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WHY A MAN
GETS TIRED OF YOU

Continued from page 36

the strong. The woman of today—the

husband’s trademark—is hopelessly, hor-
ribly unhappy. Look at her face and you
will see it. Why? Because she is linked to

a mate who does not make her feel his

superiority. Because she does get her own
way. Because, like a child, she has been
pampered, spoiled, indulged, yielded to,

until she doesn’t know what she wants or
get any pleasure from anything she gets.

“Where is the woman whose face is

alight with joy over such simple things as

a beautiful day, a service rendered, a
child or a dog? Where is the woman who
studies what happiness means and how
to get it?

“Woman’s emancipation and equality
have too frequently led her down to man’s
level instead of bringing him up to hers.

“The second cause for unhappiness—and
it is an offshoot of the first—between men
and women, in love and marriage, is the
success of woman in her venture into the
business and professional worlds.

“If the surest way to get rid of a boi'e

is to lend him money, the surest way to

get rid of a husband that is worth keep-
ing, is to earn it.

“I do not believe that marriage—happy,
successful marriage in the higher sense
of a home, a center, a joint growth and
future—is possible if the woman insists on
following a career.

Marriage is a science

“Professional women—women who wish
to go on working—should not marry. This,

understand, is not my personal opinion
necessarily. But as a theory, it seems to

me more logical, more sane, as a working
out of our present difficulties than the
present mistakes. We can proceed only by
improved beliefs. Balzac said, ‘Marriage is

a science.’

“What woman today regards it as such?
Yet somebody has got to be the scientist of
marriage of each marriage. It’s got to be
somebody’s business. And since nothing
can alter the fact that women bear the
children it should be the science of woman.

“I claim that any woman in the world
can make a success of any marriage if she
will devote her time to it, study it, sacri-
fice to it, work at it, as any other scientist

does. And that her returns will be a
thousandfold.

Perhaps we can develop a civilization
where woman can find the same happiness
in work and art as she can in marriage.
“But both she cannot have.
“Let us establish a business, a profes-

sional or an artistic celibacy, as we have
established a religious.

“We must find a radical solution, and
this is the only one unless man consents
to let the wife carry the burden of sup-
port and business, and he assumes the
marital obligations.

“If a woman’s desire for a career, for
her art, her business, is stronger than her
desire for wifehood and motherhood—well
and good. That is fair enough. But she
must leave marriage alone. Let her follow
the path of her choice and sacrifice mar-
riage. Nor is it logical to say that men in
the past have always had both a career
and marriage—for then the woman car-
ried her share of the partnership and while
the career was his, and she shared its

p benefits, the marriage was hers, and she
took his portion of its joys.

“But if a woman is going to marry, let

her devote herself to it. Let her make it

a success and let her be taught in her girl-

hood the responsibilities, the labors, the
trials and hardships that are necessary to

produce a happy marriage. Let her be dis-
ciplined to undertake them.
“The least interesting woman in the

world to a man is a so-called ‘successful’

woman. The most obnoxious wife, a fa-
mous one. It is not possible for a home to

serve two masters—a master and a mis-
tress. Yes, a man resents deeply every
penny his wife earns, and every penny she
spends that she earns. Money gives a
woman security, confidence, makes her
sure of her judgment. It steals away from
her the child qualities that all men love in

a woman.
“Equality between the sexes, in my opin-

ion, means mutually giving those things
in which each excels—not equaling each
other in the same things.

“Let us consider some of the things a
woman should know and have in order to

be a successful wife.

“The wise wife must prefer peace of

mind and harmony to the vindication of
her own opinions, comfort and congenial-
ity to the emphasis of her own dignity,

and a contented husband to a personal
success.
“How can a woman who every day gives

the best of her brain and heart and soul
to the impersonal master of a career have
the patience, tact and humility to govern
a home?
“Sweetness is a quality that the modern

woman has almost forgotten. It has gone
out of date. There are many clever women,
successful women, smart and talented
women, but I see so few women nowadays
that are sv/eet and simple and sincere.

“The modern woman, the modern beauty
lacks the one essential of a satisfactory

wife or sweetheart, or even a real friend

—amiability.

“Those who have never suffered together
can never be entirely bound, and the chief

aim of womankind today seems to be to

avoid suffering. The old-fashioned woman
who asked nothing more than the joy of

comforting and sustaining the man she
loved through privation, sickness, and woe
has disappeared. Yet I have never seen a
woman so happy today as those women
who found the supreme joy in the love
that spends itself over and over again, in

self-forgetting service, and their reward in

the love and respect of all about them.
“You hear a lot nowadays about the

‘yes men. A few ‘yes wives’ wouldn’t go
amiss.

Love’s lost its power

“How many women do you know today
who still have their husbands in love with
them—I don’t mean just still married to

them, or even just decent to them, but
actually in love with them? I think I know
two. Love—it’s lost its power. It’s become
a sort of game. Its higher signification is

entirely lost. Woman’s highest ambition to-

day is to be the trademark of a success-
ful husband.
“Yet the modern woman assumes the

attitude that she is a superior being, that
she is doing the man a favor to marry him
in the first place, and that his only way
to discharge this debt is by remaining in

love with her.

“But it won’t do. You aren’t superior.
You’re a flat failure. You can’t keep a

man’s real, splendid, deepening love and
admiration and companionship. You can’t

arouse and maintain the love that brings
peace and joy. You claim you don’t want
it. That you can play the game as well as
a man. That you're through with all that
tommyrot. But what have you in your
modern, restless, dissatisfied scheme of

things to take its place? Why do you rush

about mad only to amuse, to kill time, to
feed on new admiration?
“Your husband doesn’t continue to adore

you, even though he uses you as a trade-
mark, even though he’s too tired, too in-
different, too absorbed in business to make
a break.
“But for all your emancipation and your

charm, the chain of matrimony has grown
so heavy that too often it takes three in-
stead of two to carry it.

“Man is the most unreasonable creature
in the world. That’s true. He wants a
woman to have all the virtues and most of
the vices—for private usage. He wants a
harem under the present laws of monog-
amy. And he can’t have it, because he isn’t

master. But the fact remains, that unless
a woman has a real ‘call’ for some work,
her only happiness lies in loving him and
having him love her.

“The theory of indifference has been ex-
ploded for years—except as a rather cheap
weapon for the coquette. The man or
woman to be won by indifference isn’t

worth winning. Love is worth while only
when it is leisurely, comfortable and pleas-
ant. Only very young girls enjoy the va-
riety that is somewhere between an auto-
mobile accident and looping the loop in

an airplane.

Man must be the master

“Nowadays we are ruled by our passions
and our necessities. Therefore the woman
who is virtuous and simple is mistress of

her destiny.

“One of the greatest curses of the mod-
ern girl is her overestimation of beauty.
It is my positive belief, founded on years
of observation and study, that beauty is

one of the least of the elements in exciting
love, or holding it. No beautiful woman is

ever adored, as is an ugly one, if she is

adored at all.

“Do you know what is my greatest dif-

ficulty in the parts I play—the thing to

which I devote most time and thought?
Holding sympathy. I find people admire
my characterizations, are often thrilled or
startled by them—but how often do they
love them? Yet I try to give a faithful

portrayal of woman today.

“Spend a little less time in the adorn-
ment of the body and a little more in the

care of mind and heart. Love is a threefold

thing—physical, mental and spiritual. If

you put all your eggs in one basket you
may find yourself abandoned for a woman
who can talk something besides baby talk.

“You may have the most gorgeous melt-
ing eyes, the most seductive lips, the curl-

iest hair in the world, and some girl with

a good sound eardrum will steal your
husband just the same. The most brilliant

epigram you can make won’t endear you
to him like the stupidest one you can listen

to. The modern woman knows too much
or too little.

“A wife that always knows more about
everything from Babe Ruth’s batting aver-

age to the market quotation on cotton

sounds to him about as pleasing as the

alarm clock that goes off at six o’clock.

“But the woman that can’t carry on an
interesting kissless conversation is nearly

as bad.
“The most beautiful woman in the world

cannot keep a man’s love unless she can

be to him a friend, an inspiration and
sweetheart. Men will always love goodness
and fineness in woman. And no woman can

be happy unless she has these things to

offer.

“But unless the man becomes her master
and she cares to please him, she will go on
just as she is today.

“So in the last analysis, it’s up to the

men, isn’t it?” The End

Photo on page 37 by Edward Steichen.



KIRK DOUGLAS
Continued from page 39

a quick dinner with his Boston field man,
Bucky Harris, the actor greeted more press
in addition to taping a couple of radio in-

terviews. It was well past midnight when
he switched off the lights in his suite over-
looking the scenic Boston Commons. He
slept, as he always does when he’s on the
road, very restlessly, and was up and
dressed by 6:30 A.M.
Over an early cup of coffee he studied

his agenda, discovering that he had seen
everyone on it except commentator-
writer Elliot Norton. He frowned as he no-
ticed that the television show he was to

tape with Norton was set for the afternoon.
If he could do it earlier, he’d be all cleaned
up and could move on to Philadelphia.
When Harris joined him for breakfast he

said, “Look, Bucky, can’t I do the Norton
interview this morning instead?”
The request wasn’t as easy as it sounded.

Bucky explained that the television studio
was tied up until afternoon with other
shows.
“See if you can sneak us in,” Kirk said

as he got up from the table.

“But there’s another problem,” Harris
said hesitantly. “You’re not booked out of
Boston until the 5:30 flight. There’s one
other at 1:30 but it’s probably booked
solid.”

Kirk never is put off by long odds and
Bucky was soon on the telephone. He fi-

nally succeeded in getting the interview
arranged for that morning, but the second
request seemed hopeless. The airlines were
swamped with reservations.

“All we can do is put Mr. Douglas and
you on a standby list,” Harris was in-
formed by a clerk.

They had both been confirmed on the
5:30 flight, an Eastern Airlines Electra jet.

Now they stood one chance in a thou-
sand to get on Flight 375 at 1:30. But Kirk
was so sure it would be all right that he
began making plans.

“I’m ahead of schedule,” he thought to
himself, “they don’t expect me in Philly
till tonight, and I have nothing to do until
tomorrow morning. So why not have some
fun?” He remembered reading in the New
York papers that Dore Schary’s new play,
“The Unsinkable Molly Brown,” was in

Philly for a break-in. If they got on the
1:30 flight, he could see it tonight.
One final call to the airlines met with

success. There were two last-minute can-
cellations. So Kirk and his associate
checked in at the Eastern Airlines counter
for the 1:30 tourist flight to Philadelphia.
In the busy terminal building he paused to
put fifty cents in an insurance coin ma-
chine.

“There’s another fifty cents shot to hell,”
he said with a grin. He’s heavily insured,
but explained, “It’s a habit with me, tak-
ing out flight insurance.”
Logan Airport bustled with activity as

Kirk stood by while the ticket agent
scanned the passenger list to check his
name off.

“You’re all set,” the agent smiled as he
handed the ticket back. “I’ll cross your
name off the 5:30 flight.”

Walking to the plane, Kirk took deep
breaths of the crisp clean air, and com-
mented on the ideal flying conditions. Soon
the plane raced down the runway and into
the clear blue sky. As the shoreline of Bos-
ton harbor fell away, he settled back in
his seat, content. Everything had gone well
in Boston, and tonight he would relax.
That afternoon, he checked into the

Warick Hotel in Philadelphia. First thing
he did when he got to his room was to
telephone his wife in New York. No matter

where Kirk was, Paris or Mexico City, he
always phoned Anne each day to let her
know he was all right. And this time he
was particularly anxious to talk with her
because she was stuck in New York with
a sprained ankle and couldn’t stay on the
“Spartacus” tour with him.

“I finished up in Boston sooner than I

expected,” he told Anne. “I’m in Philly.”
And she assured him she was feeling much
better and would meet him in Chicago on
Thursday. Kirk didn’t know, but it was
one of the most meaningful calls of his
married life.

He went downstairs intending to grab a
quick dinner before the show, and in the
lobby heard people discussing a plane
crash. Others began to cluster, talking ex-
citedly.

Suddenly he heard a newsboy calling:

“Extra, Extra. Boston plane crash kills
61.”

He hurriedly bought a paper.
“An Eastern Airplane’s Electra jet

crashed this afternoon shortly after takeoff
from Boston,” he read, “At least 61 of the
72 passengers aboard Flight 375 are dead.”
He stood in the middle of the lobby,

staring at the words.
Not that one, he thought. Not the plane I

was supposed to take.

The shock was enough to numb him. It

was like being hit over the head. He said
it out loud. “I was supposed to be on that
plane.”

A game with Fate

He shuddered. The newspaper was
crumpled in his fist, but he didn’t have to

see the words. He knew what they were
like. From last time. From March 22, 1958.

He’d never forget those words either.

“Producer Mike Todd, writer Art Cohn
and the pilot and co-pilot of Todd’s private
plane, The Lucky Liz, were killed in-
stantly today when it crashed and ex-
ploded on a desolate mountain top in the
badlands near Grants, New Mexico.”
He was supposed to be on that plane,

too. What was it with him? What kind of a
game was Fate playing with him—again!

All these poor devils, he thought. Sixty-
one dead and I’m alive. He went into the
hotel restaurant and ordered coffee. Usu-
ally, he would sip it automatically but
now he noticed the smooth feel of the cup,
how hot the coffee was, how good it tasted.

He was safe out of it, but a whole
planeful of people had died hideously! He
was grateful to escape—but, he thought,
they’d wanted to live too!

Thank God he called Anne as soon as he
did. She’d be out of her mind otherwise.
Shaken up as he was, he decided to go

ahead and see the play, “The Unsinkable
Molly Brown.” Maybe it would take his

mind off this terrible thing that happened
to 61 people. But he couldn’t shake the
chill of his own near miss. If he hadn’t
plowed through his work and finished
ahead of schedule . . .

That other time too—only work saved
him. Mike Todd had all but insisted:

“Come to New York with me.” But he
couldn’t be tempted, he was in the middle
of a big job and it had to be done. He’d
have liked to see Mike collect his “Show-
man of the Year” award from the Friars
Club, but he didn’t go. So out of duty
he had escaped death. And again today!

In New York some of his friends who
hadn’t dared phone his wife, were sick
with the news. For high on the list of

dead or missing, a victim was identified as
R. Douglas. Could this be Kirk? Douglas
always used his full name, but maybe in

the excitement there was a mixup in the
name. Finally one of them got up the
courage to call Anne. Even though she
knew that Kirk was in Philadelphia, the
thought of his near-disaster unnerved her.
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flying. She went with him—but always
apprehensively.

Who died in his place?

The next day he read the fuller details of

the crash and it was one shock on top of

another, it was so horrible. He felt full

of pity, and a queer feeling that was almost
like remorse. The poor unfortunate who
rode in the seat that would have been his

—who was he? Or she? And he won-
dered about the coincidence of a man
with his last name being on the same
plane where he might have been riding to

his death too. This man had now been
fully identified as Robert J. Douglass of

Marblehead, Mass. But what about the

rest of it—was he married, did he leave a
wife and children?

It hurt to read about A1 Cohan. A1
was on the same kind of tour as he was.

M-G-M had sent him to the Eastern cities

to publicize “Butterfield 8”, the Liz Taylor-
Laurence Harvey picture. He’d taken the

plane. Now he was dead and what seemed
to make it even more tragic was that just

the day before the crash, Cohan had writ-

ten to his mother in New York, telling her
he had been at odds with himself, but now
knew that life held a purpose for him. A
purpose—a meaning—and now it was too

late!

The news of the crash, the worst in

New England’s history, stunned the na-
tion. Only eleven of the seventy-two
passengers had survived. If he had been
on the plane, would he have been one of

me eicvcn: nt uuuuieu 11. ne u
escaped death once in Mike’s plane, but
this time, he told himself, the odds would
have been against him. Because most of
the survivors were in the rear of the craft,

and he had a habit of usually riding in the
front.

When investigators turned up the shock-
ing evidence that the crash was caused by
hundreds—maybe thousands—of starlings
being sucked into the big Turbo engines,
at take-off, a sudden memory gave him
another hard jolt. He remembered look-
ing out of the window and seeing the birds,

clustered in masses on the sunny end of
the runway to keep warm against the
pavement. And he’d smiled at the sight
of them, so innocent, so trusting, to sit

on a runway with a Jet rushing at them.
He read all the accounts of the tragedy

and they were sickening. All over the
United States, people were reading them.
But who, besides him and Bucky, knew
what it was like to feel, “It could have
been me ... I was supposed to be on
that plane . .

.” If he swore off flying for-
ever, while he was ahead, nobody would
blame him.
But he didn’t.

“You have to accept life as it comes,”
he said. He was back at his desk at Bryna
Productions in Hollywood. “What must
be, must be.”

Yet he insists he’s not a fatalist. “I don’t
believe that life is predetermined for us,”

he says. “I think of life as a challenge.
To get where you want to go, you accept
the risks and take the gamble. My job
calls for flying and I fly. People get

Kineu every aay just crossing streets— ir

I were a fatalist I wouldn’t go out of the
house.”
As the only son of Russian immigrants,

Kirk struggled so hard in his youth to help
feed his parents and six sisters, that he
had no time to fear death. His struggle
to be a top money-making Hollywood star
was even tougher.
“And I’d never have made it,” he says,

“if I didn’t take gambles.” He admits
you might call it luck or fate that he
wasn’t on either the doomed Electra or the
Lucky Liz. But he also wonders if

keeping his nose to the grindstone both
times didn’t give fate or luck a helping
hand.
But his wife takes a different view.

Anne now refuses to fly on the same
plane with her husband. Not because she’s

afraid he could be “marked” for tragedy.
But she feels it would be terrible for their

children, Peter, aged five, and one-year-
old Eric, if anything ever happened to

both of them at the same time. So they
fly on separate planes that leave a few
minutes apart from each other.

“Anne left on a jet from Chicago five

minutes before I did,” Kirk recalled, “and
we arrived in Los Angeles five minutes
apart.” He goes along on this precaution,
but he certainly isn’t superstitious about
being in for a third brush with death. As
this writer was leaving his office, he picked
up the telephone and made reservations
to fly to Europe for a new picture.

—Bob Dean

don’t miss kirk in “spartacus” for u-i.

LIZ AND EDDIE
Continued from page 40
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stood grimly by. There was a feeling of

apprehension in the air, a feeling of im-
pending terror.

Liz and Eddie had just arrived in London
after a considerable amount of travel, Liz

to start work on her latest motion picture,

“Cleopatra.” She did not look like the

Queen of the Nile, but rather like a tired

mother at the end of a long journey. Eddie,

too, looked harassed. But soon they would
be away from the crowd, alone with the

children in the suite at the hotel.

It was one of those soggy days that come
so often to the British Isles. The sky
seemed sullen, dull and gray, and low
ominous clouds darkened the landscape.
London . . . the town where she was

born . . . London . . . where she had been
married to Michael Wilding, the father of

her two boys. The Wilding lawyer said his

separation from his third wife, only a few
days before, had been announced before
Liz’s arrival, as they wanted no one to get

a wrong impression that it was in any way
connected with her visit . . . London . . .

where she had honeymooned with Mike.
The lovely, lazy sea voyage from New

York on the S.S. Leonardo da Vinci had
been a joyous journey. Dr. Rex Kan-
namer of California accompanied them, and
they knvw other people on the ship. This
was a real vacation, a much needed let-

down. Liz didn’t even bother to paint
her toenails, and instead of lipstick she
carried a little jeweled pill-box containing
cold cream which she dabbed on her lus-
cious lips from time to time.

“I made a deal with Eddie,” she confided
to a shipmate. “If he’d stop smoking
cigars, I’d stop using lipstick.”

The sky darkened as they reached the
hotel and sharp jots of rain slanted down.
Even with the protection of the big awning

which sheltered guests from curb to portal,

a few drops spattered on Liz’s face, like

tears. She brushed them away, never
dreaming that soon there would be real

tears—of terror!

They turned on all the lights in the suite

and pulled the drapes to shut out the glum
view. Liz went to see that the children
were cosily tucked in for the night and
returned to the living room where she
caught Eddie hastily disposing of a cigar.

“When we get a place in the country
you’ll have to go behind the barn to steal

those smokes,” Liz laughed. They had
agreed, the parks in London are beautiful
but so crowded, and when people knew
who they were, the children would be
stared at.

Next morning Eddie started out on his

home-finding mission, leaving Liz to have
a lazy morning with breakfast in bed. A
heavy fog hung low over the city. Liz
thought it would be just as well for the
children not to take their usual walk to the
park with the governess, but when they
came running in to say “good morning”
already dressed in their outdoor clothes,

all set for fun, she agreed to let them go.

She oughtn’t feel this vague foreboding,
the governess was a most responsible per-
son, no need to worry. What is the matter
with me? she thought.
Toward noon the phone rang, and Liz

heard Eddie’s happy voice: “I’ve found it

—

a castle for a queen! I can’t wait for you
to see it—fifteen bedrooms, five living

rooms, and a swimming pool, and thirty-

five acres of forest and grounds. I’m coming
now to get you. If you like it we can ar-
range to move in immediately.”
Within a few hours it was all settled and

the children were excited with what they’d
seen of their new home. As they drove off,

Liz saw a sign on the mailbox. “Look!”
she cried delightedly. “It says: ‘Here live

the Fishers.’ We’re really in!”

By coincidence the owner and usual oc-
cupant of the house is named Fisher,

Jonathan Fisher, no relation. He was to get

a pretty penny from his new tenants, 326
pounds ($912.80) a week.
Next morning they decided to move

right in. While Eddie was down in the
lobby seeing some people about it, the maid
brought the mail to Liz. She was standing
at the window looking out on another
foggy London day. Gray, gray, gray, with
mist that hung down like a shroud over
the entire town. Idly she opened some
letters. They were from friends and fans
welcoming her to London.
She picked up another envelope. It was

shabby and soiled. She opened it and
glanced at the piece of cheap notepaper,
and the illegible handwriting. It must be
from a not very bright fan, or perhaps a

very young one, and she nearly discarded
it. Then . . .

A word caught her eye. One word—but
it sent cold fear creeping up her spine and
into her heart as though icy fingers had
touched her. Fingers frigid as—as death!

She looked quickly for the signature—and
there was none.

An unsigned threat

An unsigned note—and the threatening
word was “kidnap.” They were threatening
to steal her children! Somebody out there
in the fog was waiting to snatch them!
Her legs refused to hold her up, they

went hollow with terror. She sank into a

chair, stunned—but the next instant she
sprang to her feet and ran for the nursery.
The children—why did she ever say they
could go on that walk? Had they left yet?

They mustn’t—they mustn’t—the kidnaper
could be waiting out there in the fog this

very minute.
The nursery sounded so quiet—too

ominiously quiet. Was she too late? . . . She
yanked open the door, and the tears sprang
to her eyes. What relief to see them there,

happy and safe.

Thank God they were safe—for now.
She told the governess, “I don’t think I’d

take the children out today, not in this



awful pea soup fog.” That was all she said,

she mustn’t alarm them.
Eddie comforted her when he returned.

“Don’t worry about it, Liz—it’s only from
some crank. You’ll see, nothing will hap-
pen to the children.”

But the day’s second mail brought an-

other letter. Eddie promptly notified Scot-

land Yard and also the nearest police

station. The word hit the papers—and
England buzzed.
Even before that, as soon as the news-

papers announced that the famous Fishers

were renting the Surrey house, curious

crowds had gone out to stand and wait for

a glimpse of the most beautiful woman in

the world. Cars parked on the tree-lined

road, bicycles were strewn on the lane

to the entrance. It wasn’t every day a

Liz Taylor and an Eddie Fisher moved
right into their midst.

“Has she moved in yet?” a woman asked
of a gardener. “Have you seen the young
ones? Do the boys take after their old

man, Michael Wilding? . . . And does the
little girl look like Mr. Todd? . . . Not in

residence, you say, eh? Well, when do you
expect them? People can’t wait about all

day, you know.” But they did wait.

Now, after the kidnaping threats were
made public, the curious grew even more
so, and the traffic heavier. Villagers from
nearby hamlets also came out seeking work
as maids and butlers, but never got to see

the famous Americans. Because the Fishers
weren’t there, they were still in London.

Liz had scarcely left the children alone
for a minute since she had received the
threats. Eddie hovered, too, trying to com-
fort her.

“Before we so much as pack a toothbrush
we’ll ask the police out there to give us
full protection,” Eddie said. But the Surrey
police took a dim view of this idea. They
refused to say whether or not they could
promise protection on such a large estate
with its vast acreage and wooded sections.

They decided to stay at the hotel.

Next day to the press Eddie simply gave
out a statement pooh-poohing the idea
that the kidnap threats were the reason for
their change of mind about living in Surrey.
“Those letters were probably from cranks.
People in show business have received
them before. We prefer to stay in town,
that’s all.”

But after the horror of the kidnap
threats, Liz was unnerved and worn out.

Dr. Kannamer suggested a brief holiday
before the start of “Cleopatra.” Spyros
Skouras, head of 20th Century-Fox, pro-
vided a yacht and the Fishers, accompanied
by the Doctor, had a ten day vacation. They
visited fifteen of the Greek Islands, then
went on to Rome for the Olympic games.

Her fears return

Back in drizzly London again, her fears
returned. Unnamed terrors seems to loom
in every dark shadow. They decided to

seek another place in the country, one not
so vast as the estate in Surrey, and one
where they could have more assurance of

protection from kidnapers, to say nothing
of sightseers.

Nothing came of it, however, and the
terrible worry Liz felt for her children took
its toll of her.

The Fishers stayed on in London and
Liz went behind closed doors. She wasn’t
working on “Cleopatra.” Not one foot of
film had been shot on a picture for which
the whole family had come abroad—the
picture which was to earn a million dollars
for Liz.

“Where is she? Why has she disappeared
from the scene like this?” everybody asked,
and the speculations began . . . Liz was hid-
ing out until she slimmed down by at least
four inches of waistline and an overall

twenty pounds . . . the “Cleopatra” cos-
tumes no longer fit . . . and a shipmate
from the trip over remembered how she’d
laughed when teased about the eight

course luncheons topped off with pizza and
said, “I guess I’ll have to stop eating or
I’ll sink that barge on the River Nile.”

But then the rumors took off in several
other directions. She is ill, some said.

Others said the overweight wasn’t just be-
cause she’d eaten too much. She is preg-
nant, they said, at last she’s having the
baby that she and Eddie always wanted.
Doctors have said that a fourth delivery
would be dangerous for a woman like Liz
who had to have each of her three by
Caesarean section. But both she and Eddie
have voiced such longings for a baby of

their own that many felt she was now
bent on taking the risk. They didn’t be-
lieve Eddie’s statements denying the preg-
nancy and insisting instead that she was
ill, fighting a bad cold which could turn
into pneumonia if she wasn’t careful.

But when Eddie left Liz sick in their
London hotel suite and went back across
the Atlantic by himself, it seemed the
trouble was more serious than a mere
virus. The press was told that he had
Stateside business to take care of for his

recording company—and that Liz preferred
not to appear in public without him.
“But if she is so sick, would he leave her

just for business?” people speculated. They
were sure it must mean something else.

Some said. “She’s uneasy about the chil-

dren when he’s not around. This way at

least one parent is on guard, and you can’t

blame her after those kidnaping threats.”
She was critized for not being a good

mother. “Nobody can go and criticize her
now.” They pointed out that Liz would
fight any attempt to take her children
away—whether from kidnapers or the
courts. They were the most important thing
in the world to her, the only thing she had
ever managed to hold on to.

When Eddie returned to London nothing
had changed. Liz was still behind closed
doors, and some people whispered that she
wasn’t there at all, but away in some hos-
pital, nerve-shattered and seriously ill.

Eddie tried to explain: “Elizabeth is

suffering from a low grade virus infection
that has kept her in bed for weeks and is

making her very, very restless because
she isn’t able to work.” When asked what
hospital she was in, he answered that the
hospital rumors were false, she was bedded
in their own hotel suite. And to a reporter
who phoned from the United States, he
said that the Queen of England’s own phy-
sician, Lord Evans, was tending his wife.

He shouted, as if to someone across the
room, “What was it Lord Evans told you,
Elizabeth?” The answer could not be heard
at the American end of the wire. Eddie
said into the phone, “She said she’d be back
to work November first.”

But that date proved too optimistic. Two
days before she was to return to work, Liz
did finally enter a hospital. “Liz hasn’t re-
sponded to any of the antibiotics,” Eddie
said, “so she’ll go into the London Clinic.

There she can have a more thorough ex-
amination and the doctors can try a new
treatment.” In a telephone interview, he
said that for weeks she’d been running a
temperature of 100; he insisted that reports
of a 103-degree fever were incorrect. But
the diagnosis now was that Liz had Malta
Fever; which usually lasts four or five

months and which she probably caught on
that trip to Greece.
And once again Eddie had to deny the

rumors that Elizabeth was pregnant.
“I only wish it were so,” he said sadly,

“I wish we could have a baby.” But it is

not true. —Dorian Draper

SEE LIZ AND EDDIE IN “BUTTERFIELD 8” FOR
M-G-M. WATCH FOR LIZ IN 20th’s “CLEOPATRA.”
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THAT’S
HOLLYWOOD
FOR VO l

BY SIDNEY SKOLSKY

Why didn’t Lee Remick tell me it was a pajama party?

I’ll bet Hugh O’Brian dates more star-

lets than Wyatt Earp ever did. . . .

May Britt is sexy with her clothes on.

. . . Do you really think Tab Hunter

was mean to his dog? ... I haven’t

been able to see “Psycho” yet. I can

never get there exactly when the pic-

ture is starting. . . . Hollywood is a

town where you expect anything to hap-

pen, and yet you’re surprised by what

does! . . . Lee Remick likes to wear

lounging pajamas when she gives a

party on the set. But she wears night-

gowns for sleeping. . . . I’ve seen so

many imitations of “77 Sunset Strip”

that I’m tired of “77 Sunset Strip,”

which was one of my favorites. . . .

Wendy Hiller could win an Academy

Award nomination for her performance

in “Sons and Lovers.” Remember what

Miss Hiller said when she won the

Oscar for “Separate Tables”? Here are

her exact words: “I hope this award

means cash, hard cash. Never mind the

honor, though I’m sure it’s very nice

of them.” . . . Zsa Zsa Gabor’s second

favorite subject is men. I don’t think

I have to tell you her first favorite sub-

ject. . . . Tom Jenk wasn’t impressed by

the amount of money spent on “Sparta-

cus.” He knows a Texan who spends

more than that to make home movies.

Labian would be a Labian fan if he

weren't Labian. . . . Now he’s smart

enough to say he’s an Elvis Presley fan.

I’m for Byron, Keats and Shelley Win-

ters. ... I can remember all the way

back to a few years ago when Shirley

Temple told me she was glad to be

through with acting and happy to be

a wife and mother. But that was shortly

before they offered her a stack of the

green stuff to be on TV. . . . Hollywood

is a place where actors would have an

inferiority complex if they weren’t such

egotists. . . . When a producer asked

Barbara Nichols, “How old are you,”

she replied: “How old do you want me

to be.”

I believe “The Alamo” will be re-

membered longer than John Wayne. . . .

Liz Taylor is almost certain to get an

Oscar nomination for her performance

in “Butterfield 8.” ... I thought I’d

pass the news along to Debbie Reynolds,

who always votes for her. . . . Tuesday

Weld prefers to take her phone calls

in bed. . . . One thing I like about Steve

Allen is that he isn’t blaming Holly-

wood for what happened to him. . . .

Stella Stevens, filling out the usual

studio questionnaire, came to the line

reading: What are your pet aver-

sions?” Stella wrote: “None. I love all

pets.” . . . I’d love to take a stroll around

the M-G-M studio with Norma Shearer

and listen to her honest comments. . . .

Shirley MacLaine has the kind expres-

sion of a girl a beggar would optimis-

tically stop on the street. . . . Holly-

wood is a place where it’s easier for a

woman to defend her virtue against men
than her reputation against women. . . .

So I’m still waiting to see Barrie Chase

in a movie. It’s too long a wait between

Lred Astaire TV shows. . . . Yves Mon-
tand’s press agent didn’t announce that

another actress fell in love with him

this month. . . . Without having the

reputation for it—or getting credit for

it—Bob Hope makes more political com-

ment in his opening monologue on TV
than Mort Sahl does.

Capucine is a name dropper. She

dropped her real name, Germaine Le-

febvre. ... I think that movies like

“Sexpot Goes to College,” which says

nothing, are far more dangerous than

movies like “Inherit the Wind,” which

says plenty. ... If Shakespeare were

writing “Hamlet” for a TV special, the

producer would no doubt title it “The

Strange Affair at Elsinore.” . . . Holly-

wood is a town which would be better

with less geniuses and more people with

just talent. . . . Jack E. Leonard intro-

duced Joe Pasternak to the night-club

audience as “the movie producer who

made a lot of pictures so we’d have

something to see on the Late Show.”

I get the impression Kim Novak is

amazed that she’s a glamorous movie

star . . . and is trying to do numerous

things to convince herself that she ac-

tually is. . . . Bobby Darin has the most

low-down mature voice of all the teen-

age singing heroes. ... I get no mes-

sage from Sophia Loren. . . . Pat Boone

isn’t what he used to be when he wore

white sneakers, is he? . . . Somehow I

can’t believe that Donald O’Connor is

now sleeping in Joan Crawford’s former

bed. . . . I’ve never seen Evelyn Rudie

in a movie, and I’m in no hurry. . . .

Mamie Van Doren divides her ward-

robe into two closets: one for “movie

star clothes,” the other for her “around

the house and street apparel.” . . .

Whenever I meet Jean Simmons, I have

a desire to tickle her. . . . Hollywood

is where a person is a success if he can

follow one success with another success.

That’s Hollywood Lor You.
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HOLLYWOOD
FOR YOU

I'll bet Marilyn Monroe gives a tine performance in “The Misfits,” although I haven't

seen the picture as yet, MM always works well under stress. . . . Bing Crosby shouldn't

make movies in color. They make him look older. . . . Producers finally are doing away
with the double feature. They’re making movies like “Ben-Hur,” “Spartacus,” “The
Alamo, etc., which are double features in themselves. ... So why doesn't Tuesday

Weld get a role that'll demonstrate she can act?

I’m surprised how rapidly New York stage actors are

regarded as typical Hollywood movie stars. I found myself

doing this when I met Paul Newman and Joanne Wood-
ward at a party. . . . And there’re many others such as

Marlon Brando, Tony Perkins and Eva Marie Saint.

GIVE BOBBY A CHANCE

They haven’t placed a new pair of footprints into the fore-

court of Grauman’s Chinese Theater for a long time. . . .

Quotable Quote from Audrey Hepburn: “When I don’t dance,

I get fat in the wrong places.” What are the right places?

I wonder what Jayne Mansfield thinks of Mami Van
Doren and vice versa. Now how did vice get there?

. . . Quotable Quote from Bobby Darin: “Give me a

chance. I’m young. I’m sure to outgrow those minor

faults a few critics have found with me.”

I wonder if Elvis Presley thinks he’s still in the Army
when he addresses his manager. Colonel Parker. . . . Steve

McQueen is always racing down the hill from his Nichols

Canyon home to buy Chinese food and take it home be-

cause his wife (Neile Adams) wants it. The truth is Mister

McQueen wants it for himself. Isn't this a switch?

WHO’S SCARING JANET LEIGH?

Zsa Zsa adores the word adore. . . . I’m informed that

even Janet Leigh was scared by “Psycho,” and she’s in it. . . . The perfect com-

bination would be Vic Damone’s voice with Frank Sinatra’s delivery and under-

standing of a song—this combination would be hard to beat!

I believe that one out of ten movies filmed abroad actually

had to be shot away from Hollywood. I’m for the return of

the Made In Hollywood label on movies. . . . Hope Lange

believes that one of her drawbacks is that she brings out

company manners in people when first meeting them. . . .

Robert Stack, TV’s Elliot Ness, defines worry as the interest

you pay on trouble before and if it comes.

Gardner McKay doesn’t behave like a movie star, and

he isn’t. . . . I’m always puzzled when I see France Nuyen
going to the movies alone, because she doesn't have to be

alone. ... A group of Hollywood merchants paid for “The

Sidewalk of the Stars,” and now are objecting because the

people look down at the stars with the engraved names

instead of window shopping. . . . Burt Lancaster admits he

has a temper, but also admits he doesn’t harbor a grudge.

I know Kim Novak’s house is beautiful, but it doesn’t appear lived in. . . . Debbie

Reynolds doesn’t know if she’s in a good mood or not when she arises. It takes her about

half an hour to actually know—Harry Karl please take note of this.

Nobody deliberately sets out to make a bad movie, but they succeed, don’t they?

. . . Quotable Quote from Tony Curtis: “I hear all about the successes from the

Actors’ Studio, but I never read about the fellows who didn’t make it.”

I've never seen Karl Malden, Arthur Kennedy or E. G. Marshall give a bad per-

formance. ... I never thought I’d know an actor who was brother-in-law of the Presi-

dent of the United States. Well—That’s Hollywood For You! —SIDNEY SKOLSKY

Audrey Hepburn
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| to look at. Like a I laughing face. Tempting to t(

are happy hands. Lovely

touch. And exciting to kiss.

How sad to let your hands look old before you do! “Old hands’’ can happen

to anyone because housework, hot water, wind and weather all do daily damage,

aging your hands before their time . Pond’s won’t let this happen to you! Pond’s

makes this promise: all-new Angel Skin, used faithfully and frequently every

day, will work positive wonders in warding off that hated “old hands’’ look.

Penetressence is the reason. Penetressence is Pond’s own lovely secret ... an

exclusive concentrate of age-defying moisturizers, softeners, and secret essences that

go deep down where aging begins! Your hands respond instantly. Penetressence is

why. Young hands begin with:

all-new

p
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DONNA KORTAS, Freshman,
Univ. of So. Fla., says: “When I

had those pimples, I wanted to

hide every time a hoy even looked

at me! Special skin creams didn't

seem to help one bit. But when I

tried Clearasil. I could see my skin

get better every day, and now my
face is clear!”

|

Scientific Clearasil Medication . .

.

GETS INSIDE

PIMPLES
to ClearThem Fast!
What you see on the outside of your skin is

only the top of a pimple. The real trouble is

inside, because a pimple is actually a clogged,

inflamed pore. That is why Skin Specialists

agree the vital medical action you need is the

Clearasil action, which brings the scientific

medications down inside pimples, where anti-

septic and drying actions are needed.

HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST

1. Get* Inside Pimples— ‘Kc-ratolytic’ ac-

tion dissolves and opens affected pimple

cap so clogged pore can clear quickly . . •

and active medications can get inside.

2. Stops Bacteria. Antiseptic medication

penetrates to any lower infection, stops

growth of bacteria. Encourages quick
growth of healthy, smooth skin.

3. Dries up Pimples Fast — Oil-absorbing

action works to dry up pimples fast, re-

move excess oil that can clog pores, cause

pimples. Helps prevent further outbreak.

Skin-colored... hides pimples while it works.

clearasil also softens and loosens blackheads,

so they ‘float’ out with normal washing.

Proved by Skin Specialists. In tests on over

300 patients, 9 out of 10 cases r «
completely cleared up or definitely

J
.

improved while using clearasil.

Guaranteed to work for you or

money back. In Tube 69 tf and 98(1.

Lotion squeeze-bottle only

$1.25 (no fed. tax). .jyS’iN

At all drug ^ —
Jjgg ***'']$ Guaranteed by . .

counters. ^----''^iGnodHousekeeDlra /

Clearasil |

medication

>Wl£SmlAOIE 1

LARGEST-SELLING BECAUSE IT REALLY WORKS

YOUR

Beginning the first in a new series! Did you know your handwriting gives you away?
It is your portrait in writing, captured on paper, just as a camera catches you. When you're

happy and hopeful, and your spirits are light, you seem animated and free. There's a

spring to your step, a lift to your walk, and all of

your movements are buoyant, upward and forward.

When you are optimistic, hopeful and confident

your writing slants upward (see example A) and

forward, as though moving in the direction of your

goal, toward life, toward the future. Your writing example A

will be flowing, not cramped; the strokes and the pressure firm, smooth and elastic. The

t-bars will often slant upward (see example B). They then denote aspiration, ambition

and the will to rise. If you are gay, fun-loving and lively, they may be

wavy (see example C). Here they become a happy gesture, expressing a

jovial nature, good spirits, and that all-important quality, a sense of humor.

Watch your final strokes. If at the

they rise gracefully (see example D),

they show that life, for you, has meaning and purpose,

and that your motives are spiritually inspired. example C

If you're excited, your tvriting will rise sud-

denly. (Notice this the next time you are in a

good mood. But watch out that you are not just

being over-optimistic or a daydreamer. Make

sure you're always honest in your analysis!)

example B

end of word:

Junes’ 'ikuJ

example D

Watch, too, the spaces between your

words and lines. Good spacing means

clear thinking (see example E), bal-

ance, poise, and good judgment.

Normal, well-proportioned lower loops example E

. . (see example F) reveal that you base your ambitions

and ideals upon a sturdy, sound foundation, and that

f] n /l // you are practical and are not carried away by extreme

V ” example F
^

ideas, or by wishful thinking. You use common sense

to make your ideals real and take practical steps to make your dreams come true.

Fatigue, poor energy, illness, or discouragement also affect your writing movement.

The lines may droop at the end (see example G), or some words may sink downward

When you see this think, “What is the cause?” CS

Is it only temporary or are you always down

in the dumps?

I am often asked about lower loops. They

have many meanings. If your lower loops are

full and well-formed, you have good physical balance and coordination. This is particularly

true when the spacing is good. It means you enjoy physical activity, walking, outdoor

/\ sports, and especially dancing, and have

natural grace and rhythm -

/ J
/’[ An ardent and impulsive nature are

(J f I f
J also revealed by full lower loops (see

* / example H example H ) like Loretta Young’s who

is loving and romantic by nature and combines the idealism and imagination of a highly

talented, creative personality. Her large, graceful capitals reveal her dramatic talent.

Her natural grace and rhythm and also her physical and emotional intensity are portrayed

in the flowing script, the fine spacing, and

full lower loops (Check your w-riting for

these.) Her basic femininity and warmth are

shown by her full round garland connections

and her lower loops, but more about that

in my next column. Till then, Rosa Rosella

example G
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MONEY-SAVING

NATIONAL. BELLAS HESS

Qphing
CATALOG

• All the newest styles at lowest prices.

• Amazing bargains in housewares, radio, TV, sport-

ing goods, furniture and other household appliances.

See hundreds of the newest styles designed in New
York, Miami, Hollywood, Paris and Rome—the

fashion capitals of the world, offered to you at prices

guaranteed to be the lowest anywhere.

Look through page after page of exciting new items

for your home . . . refrigerators, washers, TV, radio,

tools, auto accessories, furniture and hundreds of

others . . . you’ll be amazed at the exciting low
prices, too!

Shop by mail and join the millions who save by buy-
ing from this colorful 328 page catalog. Select from
thousands of famous NBH bargains without leaving

your easy chair.

You can buy three ways at NBH: Cash, C.O.D. or
with an NBH “No Down Payment’-credit account.-

All merchandise is absolutely guaranteed. Your
money back if you are not pleased.

Our 73rd Year

NATIONAL BELLAS HESS
247-22 Bellas Hess Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

SAVE MONEY, SAVE TIME—ACT NOW
NATIONAL BELLAS HESS, INC.

247-22 Bellas Hess Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

Please send me, free, the new National Bellas

Hess Money-Saving Catalog.

Name

Address

P.O. Box.

State



SARA HAMILTON COVERS HOLLYWOOD:

fa Debbie's mother tells about the wedding

fa Sandra and Bobby give us a shock

fa Cupid runs wild—who’s next?



Wedding Bells for

Debbie and Harry

What did Mrs. Reynolds think about Debbie
marrying Harry? She was delighted. We
called her right after the wedding to congratu-

late her, and she said, "What a wonderful man
Harry is. In the year and a half we've known

him, we've found him to be the most patient

person, the most kind person. Were very

happy."

As a matter of fact, Debbie's mother told us

something we didn't know. She was the one who
made Debbie's wedding dress. She sewed it

from a design by Edith Head. "I wasn't sure

just when the wedding would take place," she

laughed, "but I kept working on it and had it

ready for whenever Debbie set the date!"

Why the rush at the last minute, we won-

dered. Debbie said it was because she and
Harry wanted the children to have a real family

Christmas. So they pushed up the date, we
were told.

In fact the 9:30 ceremony, which took place

at the home of Mr. and Mrs. Saul Pollock,

Harry's sister and brother-in-law, came at the

end of a regular hard working day for Debbie
at the studio. Nobody knew—that is outside the

immediate families. As a matter of fact, Debbie
and Harry even managed to take out their mar-

riage license in secret. They quietly entered the

City Hall in Glendale, Calif. (Debbie's home
town), and used the back elevator. They hur-

riedly signed the papers, paid the fee and
slipped out the same way they had come in.

And, amazingly, no one recognized them—not

even the clerk who issued the license! There

were two men on hand from M-G-M to handle cny

fans and autograph-seekers who might gather,

but they weren't needed. Did Debbie's children

know? "Yes, the children knew about it," Debbie
said. But to the rest of the world it was a

surprise—with a few exceptions. PHOTOPLAY
received a call and we sent our photographer,

Roger Marshutz, down to get the wedding pic-

tures you see here. Good thing, because Mrs.

Reynolds was so excited that when she got to

the Pollock's, she found she brought the wrong
size bulbs for her camera!

Debbie looked beautiful in the pale blue silk

organza ankle-length gown her mother made.
Her traditional bridal objects were: an old

penny in one of her shoes for the penny and for

something old, her gown for something new, a

garter for something blue and an object "you
can't see," for something borrowed she smiled

when reporters asked her about it. The ring

she received from Harry is a plain diamond band.
Harry wore a black suit, black tie and black

shoes—from one of his shoe stores, we found out!

Her friend and maid of honor, Jeanette John-
son, wore moss green. Harry's best man was
Saul Pollock. The other people at the very

small, family wedding were Debbie's parents,

Mr. and Mrs. Ray Reynolds; her grandmother,
Mrs. Maxine Harman; Harry’s mother and step-

father, Mr. and Mrs. William Rube 1
1 ; Debbie's

brother Bill; Harry's daughter. Mrs. Judy Raf-

fles and a few close friends. Photoplay’s photographer was at the wedding to take these exclusive pictures.

A smiling, radiant Debbie becomes Mrs.

Harry Karl in a surprise ceremony.

Debbie carried a spray of lillies of the valley

(none of us can remember if she threw it) and
the Bible of her grandfather, the late Owen
Harman. There was wedding cake, champar,ne

and a buffet dinner for the twenty guests. Rev.

John Mills, pastor of the non-denominational

Little Brown Church in the Valley, performed

the double-ring ceremony. Debbie is Protestant,

and Harry Jewish. Debbie said some time ago
that she didn't plan to convert to Judiasm.

When Debbie and Harry were about to depart

for their honeymoon, photographers asked them
to kiss. They happily complied. "I like that,"

Harry joked when asked to repeat the kiss.

They left at 11:00 in Harry's $25,000 Rolls

Royce limousine. Since Debbie had to report

to the studio Monday morning for work on

"The Pleasure of His Company," they had only

a weekend honeymoon. They would wait for an

extensive trip to Miami and the Bahamas in

January. "But the honeymoon starts tonight,"

Debbie said as they left together, and smiled

as someone shouted, "Was the word 'obey' in

the ceremony, Debbie?" "Isn't it always there?"

she asked in return.

With her hair in a smooth bouffant with

slightly curled bangs, she looked serenely ma-
ture and happy. Harry, 46, has been wed four

times before, but obviously love overcame all

barriers as the two had plenty of time to think

it over. Harry's previous wives were Los Angeies

socialite Ruth Lamb; actress Marie MacDonald,

whom he married twice, and Joan Cohn, widow

of Harry Cohn, who was I he founder of Columbia

Pictures. His divorce decree from Mrs. Cohn
became final only a few weeks before he and

Debbie announced their engagement and sur-

prised everyone with their quick wedding.

Harry is building a new home where he and

Debbie will live with her children, Carrie and

Todd. Until it's ready, Harry will move into the

house that Debbie shared with Eddie. The new

home—large and comfortable—will be near the

Beverly Hills Hotel, not far from Harry's sister

and brother-in-law. And I'm sure all of us hope

that Debbie, the little girl who seemed just a

short time ago to have so little happiness, will

find contentment there. (Please turn the page)
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continued

Kay . . . widow and expectant mother.

Mailbox Corner
From producer Ross Hunter a warm note

concerning my review of his movie "Midnight

Lace." "For once this guy who loves you is

speechless. I read and re-read your review so

many times, and you made not only me but

Doris Day, John Gavin and director David
Miller the happiest people in town," writes

Ross. A pleasant note in his own handwriting

from "Hawaiian Eye's" Bob Conrad hoping we

can lunch again very soon, and a surprise letter

from Hollywood's most popular inn keeper,

George Lim, of the famous Kowloon Restau-

rant where Supreme Court Judges, Society,

Hollywood and tourists gather to greet George
and taste his delicious food. I went to pay

George a visit after receiving his letter, and

not only did I have a delicious meal, I had my
picture taken too! ... A wonderful letter from

Doug Moore, president of the Sara Hamilton

Fan Club saying we now have over a thousand

members. WHEW!!!! A charming note from

producer Jerry Wald and an equally warm
one from the popular Harry Brand, Publicity

chief of 20th Century-Fox. . . . And to all you

wonderful people who wrote about my "Thanks

For The Memories" story in PHOTOPLAY, thanks

to you. And do write again. Remember, I enjoy

your letters and look forward to hearing from

you each month.

And speaking of mail, news reached Barry

Coe, in Greece for a movie, that Mrs. Coe,

in Hollywood, had presented him with a son.

The Greeks may have a word for such an occa-

sion, but Barry was too overcome with joy to

utter a single sound.

I heard, too, that Vera Miles and Keith

Larson are expecting their first child some-

time n early Spring. . . . And that fourth little

heir was promised Ann Blyth and her husband

Dr. McNulty as a Happy New Year gift. Ann
and Jim McNulty’s marriage is really a model

one, and I wish them much continued happiness.

Sara visits Kowloon’s host George Lim.

Sympathy for

Kay Gable

Hollywood without Clark Gable will never

be the same. There never was and never will

be anyone to take his place. With his passing

an era is over, never to return.

I can still see him standing on the porch of

his Encino home, brown tweed jacket over his

broad shoulders, looking more the hero of a

romantic novel than he ever did on the screen.

I remember the evening he said, with mock
seriousness, "Now Sara, here's $30. We're go-

ing to The Dunes, outside Palm Springs, for a

little gambling and I expect you to make us

both a fortune," and his absolute hysterics when
I lost it all.

I remember, too, the time he said to me,

jokingly, "You know, Sara, half the time that

I'm supposed to be out fishing or hunting in the

rugged wilds, I'm really under the wagon having

a nap."

I shall try to remember Clark as I saw him

last, lunching at Romanoffs across from my
table. When he first saw me, he bowed and
smiled in my direction, and then turned back

to his companion. But when he rose to leave,

he walked over to my table, bent down and

kissed me tenderly on the cheek.

"How's my girl?" he asked.

I didn't have to answer. I knew very well he

felt the glow in my heart.

There's one memory of him that is painful to

think of—that of his white, tortured face at the

funeral of his wife, Carole Lombard. And now

I think of Kay's tear-stained face as she sobbed

at Clark's funeral. I'm heartsick for her, espe-

cially now as she waits for the birth of their

P baby in March. All my sympathy—and the

sympathy of all who knew and loved Clark on

the screen and off— is with Kay at this time.
10

Liz and Eddie:
Stop Worrying

When everyone finally stopped worrying about

what illness Liz was suffering from, they began

dickering about how much money the lapse in

shooting time plus bad weather was going to

cause Twentieth Century-Fox and Lloyd's of

London. So the picture, "Cleopatra," scheduled

to be shot in England and Egypt was delayed

even after the doctors told Liz that she could

return to work. But they were glad for the

chance to fly to Palm Springs. As Eddie put it,

"The more rest and sunshine Elizabeth gets the

better off she'll be." The couple planned to fly

directly to the resort—which would have landed

them in town the weekend that Debbie and

Harry were there honeymooning! But they flew

to New York first instead.

When they received the news of the marriage,

Eddie's only comment was, "Elizabeth and I are

very happy. We wish Debbie all the happiness

she so richly deserves."



Lana and Fred—finally Mr. and Mrs.

Cupid in Two
Triangles

Is Elvis Presley capable of one love of his

own? Has he played fhe field so long he no
longer cares to settle down—or even be true

to one girl at a time? It seemed that way on
the "Wild in the Country'' location when El

courted two pretty girls, Nancy Sharpe and
Sandy Boyd, at the same time. Nancy, who was
wardrobe mistress of "Flaming Star," caught the

attention of El who insisted she tale over the

same job in "Wild in the Country." The two
seemed very happy in their friendship until the

company moved to a Napa Valley location and
El met Sandy, a pretty local girl. From then on
it was "tea for two"—or was it three?—with

Nancy fading into the background each time

Sandy visited the set. Of course, by this time it

could be two other girls in the life of Elvis

who seems to live by the motto, "Safety in

Numbers"—especially with that entourage he

carries around as chaperons. I wonder what
would happen if either Nancy or Sandy decided
she didn't like crowds.

Tuesday Weld is in danger of losing that

nice Dick Beymer if she doesn't watch out.

Lately the two have been spatting and parting,

fighting and making up. But far from moping at

home these days, Dick does the town after hours

with the lovely dark-eyed TV actress Madlyn
Rhue which instantly brings Tuesday to attention.

But the catch is, suppose Richard decides it's

much cozier by Madlyn's side and refuses to

budge. What then, Missy Tuesday? Incidentally

I hear Tuesday's former and older swain, John
Ireland tried to resume friendly relations while
he and Tuesday labored on "Wild in the Coun-
try." Where did he get? He got n -where. Which
is as it should've been.

Cupid Runs Wild
"I'm going to marry your daughter," 8obby

Darin warned Sandra Dee's mother all through

the shooting of their "Come September" movie

in Rome in October. And Mary Douvan,
Sandra's mother, who is very fond of Bobby,

laughed heartily at first, but then with a large

question mark in her eyes. It turned out Bobby
wasn't fooling, and, although he and Sandra

fought like tigers at times, he had his way from

wheru they'd dine to the "I do's" which were

said <5n December 1st in Elizabeth, New Jersey.

It all happened so fast, we hardly caught our

breath.

Carol Lynley surprised us all when she an-

nounced her engagement to Mike Selsman who
works in the press department of Twentieth

Century-Fox in New York. In fact, they may be

married by the time you read this, as Carol said

they would wed some time in January as soon

as she finished working on "Return to Peyton

Place." She plans to convert to Judaism, Mike's

religion.

And Lana Turner finally wed Fred May in

an informal ceremony in Santa Monica. We were

all beginning to wonder whether she'd ever use

that marriage license she took out several months

ago. I hope she'll be happy. Perhaps she will,

as she's more mature now and more willing to

make an effort to re-establish herself as a mother

as well as a star. Cheryl approves of May, and

maybe Lana is hoping that a more secure home
life will hasten Cheryl's return to her. But that

decision is up to the courts, and depends solely

on the progress that Cheryl makes in school

—

and nothing else.

Joan Caulfield wed her dentist, Dr. Robert

Peterson, in her home in Beverly Hills. Joan

said she met him when her former dentist turned

his practice over to Dr. Peterson. Cupid must

have loved that!
( please turn the page )

Cupid really led us a merry chase this month, and we could hardly keep up with

all the announcements! ]oan Caulfield looks happy with her new dentist-husband.
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Behind Marilyn’s

Marriage Breakup

There are murmurs in Hollywood that the un-

rest on the movie "The Misfits" contributed to

Clark Gable's heart attack. The strained rela-

tionship between Marilyn and Arthur Miller

was felt by everyone, and some believe that

Arthur knew of Marilyn's infatuation for Yves

Montand. But friends claim the real cause for

the breakup lay in the troubled heart of Arthur

Miller who couldn't forget his first wife, Mary.

Jim O’Neal helps Dodie lose the blues.

p
Is Annette back with Paul for good?

Could they be next with announcement?

What’s New
Around Town?

When Troy Donahue and Connie Stevens

landed in San Francisco for "Susan Slade"

scenes, the kids seemed to have a ball sampling

the food on Fisherman's Wharf but Sally Todd
is the girl of Troy's dreams, at this moment, and

that torch in Connie's heart still burns as brightly

as ever. But not for Troy, of course . . . Friends

wish all the happiness in the world for Linda

Cristal and Yale Wexler in their married life

and sigh over the final parting of Guy Madison
and his bride. Their children will remain with

Sheila, of course . . . Bob Evans has made a

clean break with the dress manufacturing busi-

ness and will now concentrate on his career that

seemed so promising not too long ago. . . .

Perhaps the shyest girl in town is cute Deborah
Wally. the new "Gidget" heroine. If the role

does for Deborah what it did for Sandra Dee,

Wally will have no problems. . . . Dodie Stevens

is still moaning over losing that Yule trek over-

seas with Bob Hope. "Too young" said the State

Department and that was that. . . . Believe it or

not those rumors of Betsy and Cary Grant recon-

ciling can't be true with Cary showing so much

interest in Ziva Rodan, the Israeli actress.

The marriage of handsome Brett Halsey and

beautiful Luciana Paluzzi is definitely over and

writer-producer Luther Davis and Marilyn

Maxwell have said goodbye to their wedding

vows. . . . Vic Damone is having tax problems but

otherwise couldn't be happier with his zooming

career. . . . Tony Franciosa and Judy Balaban
will wed the instant their divorces are final and

Vici Shaw plans to divorce Columbia Studios,

forsaking her career to become plain Mrs. Roger
Smith. . . . Hope Lange says "no" to the rumors

of her reconciling with Con Murray. . . . Free and

handsome Eric Fleming has suddenly become
the target for every free and lovely cutie in

town but "Rawhide" Eric is hard to catch. . . .

Friends are praying for Deborah Kerr when her

child custody case comes up soon in the English

courts. If ever a mother deserves her two

daughters, it's Deborah. . . . Doris Day should

expect an Oscar come spring time for her "Mid-

night Lace" chore. . . . James Garner won his

lawsuit against Warners, but unless Big Jim is

free to grab another show right away, he'll lose

those thousands of TV fans who adored him in

"Maverick."

Hearts bloomed all over the place at the ele-

gant "Midnight Lace" party in Romanoff's

Crown Room. Jeff Chandler, obviously forget-

ting Esther, beamed with pride as he introduced

lovely Angie Dickinson to friends. John Saxon
seemed to take on an at-peace-with-the-world

look as he chatted with Janet Lake. And from

the way George Hamilton and Susan Kohner
glided about the dance floor, I'd say this has to

be love—no matter what the rumors are that

George is cooling. Ross Hunter, who produced

"Midnight Lace" had blond Martha Hyer on

his right and lovely Virginia Grey on his left.

Virginia, who proved a bright new comedienne

on Red Skelton's TV show, still wore an aura of

sadness over the loss of two dear friends, Ward
Bond and Clark Gable. I was happy to greet

my good friends Suzanne and Peter Ustinov

whom I hadn't seen since Rome. I found Peter

funnier than ever. I got a sudden peck on the

cheek from Edd Byrnes, who was with Diane

McBaine (Where is Asa Maynor these days?)

But to my notion, Nancy Sinatra Sr. was by far

the belle of the ball. With her bright personal-

ity, good looks and inner radiance, Nancy shone

like a star. And don't think handsome Cesar
Romero, her escort, didn't know it.

Edd’s living it up with Diane McBaine. He had a ball ivhen he took her to Romanoff s

for the “Midnight Lace” party. Asa Maynor seems out of the picture these days.

_12



Don't press the panic button! That streak of

lightning along our freeways is Pat Boone driv-

ing his new low-slung foreign car, wearing a

white racing helmet while his wild-colored scarf

ends whip in the breeze. There hasn't been such

a change in character since George Raft calmed

down, and Hollywood can't get over it. "What
gives with Boone?" they asked each other at

20th Century-Fox where his movie "All Hands
On Deck" was shooting. They marveled at his

warmer-than-May love scenes with Barbara
Eden and gasped when Pat insisted the movie

keep its original title of "Warm Bodies." And
this, remember is the lad who only a short time

ago refused to kiss his leading ladies. No one

knows what brought about this change in Pat

but Hollywood is all for the new Boone boy.

No matter what the rumors say, it’s still on between George and Susan.

Girls, Girls, Girls!

Love is grand. Just ask Sally and Troy.

Connie and Gary cant hide their love.

Why???? Both Van Johnson and Evie have

had a taste of separation and know the mean-

ing of loneliness. So will someone please tell me
WHY, now that they're reunited, Evie must pick

and spat with Van in public? Must some peo-

ple learn the hard way over and over again????

And why couldn't someone have advised or

helped Mickey Rooney along the way so that in

a recent alimony hearing his pathetic confes-

sion to the judge, "I have only $5 to my name,"

need not have been. Poor Mickey was speaking

more truly than some think. And Mickey is not

the only big star to suddenly find himself nearly

broke after years of big earning—and big

spending. Maybe we need more business man-

agers and less partying. After all, moving to

Switzerland to avoid paying taxes can't be the

only answer. Hollywood stars, like everyone

else, should learn some discipline and self-con-

trol. And it's pathetic to think how many learn

their lesson the hard way when it's too late.

Is Angie making Jeff forget about Esther?

What Gives with

Pat Boone?

"The girl next door" must have moved to a

new neighborhood if Shirley Jones and June
Allyson are any criterion. June has completely

abandoned that tailor-made look in favor of

TV glamor gowns that has Hollywood doing

double-takes all over town. And Shirley—well,

the former cornbelle of "Oklahoma," completely

floored guests at the "Midnight Lace" party

with her chic sophistication. Wearing the hair-

do of the future, close to the head, puffed over

the ears and a jeweled pin on the side, Shirley

was Miss Chic of 1961. And don't think hus-

band Jack Cassidy didn't appreciate all those

stares. . . . The girl of the month is Nancy
Kwan who sprang from the screen as "Suzie

Wong" into instant popularity. Intelligent and

attractive with a cute freckled nose, Nancy has

a Chinese father and Scottish mother living in

Hong Kong. During her brief visit in Holly-

wood, Nancy confided, "I don't want to meet

Marlon Brando and I do want to meet Rod Tay-

lor," Alas, Nancy didn't meet Rod, but then

she didn't meet Brando either. So the score was

tied. . . . Best wishes to Laraine Day on her

third "I do." The groom's Michael Mark
Grilikhes, who may produce her next play, too.

Congratulations all around from Debbie

to Sammy Davis and May and vice versa.

1



LAST MINUTE NEWS FLAS
by CAL YORK

,

Watch Eddie Fisher howl when Debbie Reynolds

asks his permission for Harry Karl to adopt
little Carrie and Todd now that she's Mrs. Karl.

And has anybody mentioned that Debbie's

marriage takes a load of alimony off Eddie?

Scoop of scoops: Marilyn Monroe and Mont-
gomery Clift really started some tongues wag-
ging on the Reno location of "The Misfits."

Story goes that Monty not only consoled her

about her marriage breakup but made her for-

get Yves Montand as well—at least for then.

Danny Thomas really burned when Paul London
(he's under contract to 20th) announced his

engagement to Danny's daughter Mario. There

was so much heat the engagement was called

off the next day.

Sally Todd is really spitting fire. Her chum,

Lili Kardell, and her beau, Troy Donahue, were

very much an item while Troy was in Mon-
terey, Calif., for "Susie Slade."

The rough spots in the Dick Powell-June Allyson

marriage may be smoothing, but a big rut

just hit the Ida Lupino-Howard Duff domicile.

And it's a safe bet that a very attractive

blonde spotted with Howard two nights in a

row at a Hollywood night spot is the cause.

If Kay Sable has a boy—the baby's due in

March—friends say she'll name him Clark.

Someone who had a big axe to grind spread

the false rumor Arlene Dahl and Chris Holmes
were expecting before they had even returned

from their honeymoon.

Don't be surprised if Andra Martin and mil-

lionaire Bob Wasserman tie the knot this sum-

mer, just as soon as her divorce from Ty Hardin
is final. . . . Ditto Lawrence Harvey and Joan

Cohn, Harry Karl's ex.

Big blow-up between Frank

Spencer Tracy while making

O'Clock." Spence didn't

Sinatra acting tips.

Sinatra and
'Devil at 4

appreciate those

How much longer can Keely Smith keep it a

secret from Louis Prima?

The Elvis Presley-Nancy Sharp romance looks

like it's going to turn into a big one. He's

dating no one else now and Nancy (a wardrobe
girl on his picture) really has her eyes set on

him. They had a chance to really get to know
each other on the Napa location on his latest

picture, "Wild in the Country." He spent all of

his spare time with her and took her to San

Francisco a couple of times.

Looks like there's big trouble in the Ernie Borg-

nine-Katy Jurado marriage. Neither one admits

it, but neighbors have reported overhearing

their battles, one ending in tossing dishes.

New rumors that the Dean Martins are having

trouble again. One story even has it that the

reason is a movie star whose own husband's al-

ways away. But Jeanne Martin has told friends

she'd never divorce Dean no matter what.

Gary Clarke is still trying to get a divorce so he

can marry Connie Stevens, and I understand

she plans to wait even if it takes years for Gary
to win his freedom. Those rumors that he already

had it were premature.

What's with the George Peppard marriage?

His wife lives near San Diego and George stays

in Hollywood. He's now making "Breakfast at

Tiffany's" with Audrey Hepburn and he ex-

plodes when asked about his marriage.

Rumor has it that Bobby Darin's past thirty.

He admits to twenty-four to his young bride.

Have you heard those bassinet rumors about

Nancy Sinatra and Tommy Sands?

Bob Horton denies there ever was a feud be-

tween him and the late Ward Bond, though he

admits that sometimes they didn't see eye to

eye. "But it was a difference of opinion over

how we thought characters on the show should

be played. Nothing personal. Like everyone

else," Bob says, "I was shocked to learn of

Ward's death. Only a few days before, we
worked together at Revue. I remember we

stayed quite a while after the last shot and

just talked—about the show and other things.

I was listening to my car radio that Saturday

night while driving home when I heard the

news of his death. I felt sick. It's needless to

say that our 'Wagon Train' series won't be the

same without him." Bob says his grievances

were against the studio and that they've now

resolved certain difficulties. Still, I didn't see

Bob at Ward's funeral.

And here's one to think about: Who is the

well-known Hollywood actress who decided

against marrying a director because her psy-

chiatrist told her he'd be a bad husband?

JUNE ALLYSON

ELVIS PRESLEY

TROY DONAHUE

MONTY CLIFT

ANDRA MARTIN

SHIRLEY MacLAINE ARLENE DAHL
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becoming
attractions

E

A. Fragrant purse accessory, a slim,

silvery flacon filled with the well-loved

“Toujours Moi” perfume. Refillable

“Spray Parfum” by Corday, $5.00*

B. For winter vacationists, in the

swim or on the slopes, “High Noon”
Suntan Lotion gets you glowing with-

out burning. By Noxzema, tube. 89(?*

C. From Coty. a trio of new dew-ers to

pamper a delicate, dry skin: “Vitamin
Beauty" Conditioning Cream. Mois-
turizer $2.50*. Hand Lotion. $1.25*

D. New from Roux, a fluffy pale pink
cream conditioner, enriched with lano-
lin to smooth and silken hair, add a

new lustre. Roux Hairdressing, $1.25*

E. "Basic Black” Eye Shadow Stick

enhances evening eyes, can he shaded
in tones of ebony to paler, softer gray
for daytime. From Max Factor, $1.25*

fj'his tax

For that

memorable

moment . .

.

Memorable Moment gowns by Pan Formats.

remember beauty begins with TEN-O-SIX
Beauty begins with a clean, clear, protected complexion.

Ten-O-Six Lotion cleanses immaculately, deeply . . . helps clear skin

blemishes with healing medication, soothes with emollients. The Ten-OSix

formula, originally a doctor’s prescription, duplicates nature’s normal skin

E

balance—to reduce oiliness or relieve dryness. Protects

for hours against blemish-causing bacteria.

Ten-OSix Lotion is the one cleansing and corrective

$ * cosmetic that helps your skin to complete natural beauty,

ry Remember Ten-OSix twice daily.

$1.75, $3.00, $5.00 plus tax

at better cosmetic counters.

P
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/|S SOMETHING FOR ALL
Okay, so this is one letter you won’t have
the courage to print. My friends and I

have stopped going to the movies alto-

gether. because Hollywood is interested in

nothing but sex. The reason is they don’t

care about the finer things in life, such as

spiritual love for one another, and Christ,

who is supposed to be our example! No,
thank you, we care too much for our char-

acter, soul and reputation to attend the

movies of today.

—A Mother and her Teen-Aged Daughter

Pensacola, Fla.

On the other side, the motion picture indus-

try gave 11 Academy Awards this year to A
Tale of the Christ, "Ben-Hur”—

E

d.

I recently read Ernest Hemingway’s “The
Sun Also Rises.” Hasn’t there been more
than one movie made of this classic?

—Linda Free, Port Clinton, Ohio

Most classics are by dead writers, but the

twice-filmed book you have in mind might

be “A Farewell to Arms,” first with Helen

Hayes and Gary Cooper, then with Jennifer

Jones and Rock Hudson. The only screen

version of "TSAR” so far, has starred Ava

Gardner and Tyrone Power.—Ed.

“It Started in Naples” when “From the

Terrace” “All the Young Men” saw
“Heller in Pink Tights” removing her

“Midnight Lace.” They called “Butter-

field 8” and ran to “The Apartment,” but

that “Portrait in Black” had vanished.

"Who 1Vas That Lady?”

—Judy King, Galesburg, 111.

“The Fugitive Kind”

—

Ed.

* ALL ABOUT
How old is Yves Montand and how do you

pronounce his name?
—Margie Rondinelli, Trenton, N.J.

The first name is simple—comes out just

plain “Eve”—but to put his last name in

American writing, we had to phone Jack

Paar s favorite Frenchie, Genevieve, who
wasn t in. A week later, we came up with

the following recipe:

1. Say Maughton as in Charles Laughton.

2. Then say it accenting the last syllable,

Maugh-tora.

3. Now. instead to “finish off” the “n,” leave

your mouth hanging open.

All we can add is, he's 40 years old. And,

oh yes, practice makes perfect.—Ed.

If the Yvonne Walter from Frisco who
wrote “A Moving Story” in September
Readers Inc. is the girl I think she is, and
if you read this, Yvonne, and if you were
in Great Falls, Montana, and if the kids

you knew there used to call you “Lollie,”

w'rite to me care of Maj. A. H. Hintenach,

Det. #1, MOADS (all capitals), Gunter,

A.F.B., Montgomery, Alabama.

—Sandy Hintenach

. . . then tell us all what happens!

—

Ed.

I try to fight that Steve Reeves fever

Before it knocks me flat like a meat

cleaver.

But my eyes begin to blur and my head

spins.

And in the end, Hercules always wins.

— Iliana Portell, New York, N.Y.

... I just go crazy over Robert Mitchum.

even though he is so old.

—Eve Lyn, Levittown, L.I., N.Y.

WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT?
I want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars):

ACTOR: 1. 2.

3. 4.

ACTRESS: 1. 2.

3. 4.

The features I like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1.

2 .

3. 4.

Name Age

Address
2-61

Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader’s Poll, Box 1374 ,

Grand Central Station. New York 17, N. F. If yours is one of the first

25 ballots received each Friday from January 6 through 27, we’ll send you
an autographed picture of your favorite star. Just tell us who it is.

NEVER SATISFIED
I can't thank you enough for that fabu-

lous November story on the Kingston

Trio. How about more on them—and

their wives?

—Pam Katzman, Toledo, Ohio

. . . That Kingston Trio article was a

wonderful surprise. Now we’d like to be

surprised by an article on those keen

“Brothers Four.”

—The Hopefuls, Philadelphia, Pa.

. . . I’ve been arguing with some friends

about Rock Rudson’s eyes. They say

he’s cross-eyed and I say no. Is he or

isn’t he?

—J. Cameron, Panama, R.P.

Only his optometrist knows for sure—En.

Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret that ice .

cannot answer or return unpublished letters.
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3 Brush up on sewing tech-

niques with
Sf/tt/j/(C(/f/

HOW-TO pages. . . a skirt

to make in just 1 hour! And be-

lieve it or not, a party dress you

can start and finish the afternoon

of the party. Plus dozens of tips

to make it easier than ever to sew.

9
Choose from over 577

bright spring fashion ideas ... all

yours for the making . . . every-

thing from city culottes to clothes

you can answer the doorbell in.

Simplicity gives you

more pages in color, more pages of

fashion than any other magazine.

DIGEST-SIZE
Simplicity fits right in-

to your pocket or pocketbook for

ready reference. Take it shopping

with you for fabric ideas, accessory

ideas, make-up ideas. . .you will find

everything you need to complete the

look you are creating.

See these clothes first in

Simplicity ,
the new

fashion magazine for women who

sew, used to sew, might be tempted

to sew again. Over 220 pages

crammed with color and excitement.

HOW TO HAVE
THE CLOTHES

MONEY
CANT BUY . .

.

SUBSCRIBE TODAY TO THE BIGGEST, BRIGHTEST FASHION SHOW EVER PUT BETWEEN COVERS:

Siim/licif// the fashion magazine

for women who sew

Dept. A, 200 Madison Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.

Dear SIMPLICITY: Please send me 1 full year's subscription to your new SIMPLICITY

MAGAZINE (3 issues, regularly 50^ each) for only $1.00, starting with the new SPRING issue.

Name

Address

City Zone State



I’ve organized a Sandra Dee Fan Club,

and I'd like to use something cute to

denote membership. Any suggestions?

Hilda Upchurch
Montpelier, Vt.

Try one of Coro’s whistle bracelets.

They have disks for engraving names,

and have whistles that really whistle!

Only $1.00 plus tax.

—

Fashion Editor

POWDER-PUFF TOES
I am to be married, and have bought

lovely night wear for my trousseau. Is

there a slipper on the market in pink

that is warm, yet pretty and feminine

enough to go with the rest of my care-

fully chosen trousseau?

Betty Jones

Salem, Ore.

Bertlyn makes a wonderful slipper they

call “Shaggy" and we call “Powder Puff"

. . . just perfect for feminine night wear.

It’s pretty, warm and pink. It should meet

with all your needs.

—

Fashion Editor

I have a very dear friend who has

moved to another town and has a birth-

day next month. I would like very much
to send her a pair of leather gloves.

How can I find out her size?

Sandra Malhair
Topeka, Kansas

Your problem is solved! Meyers Make
has lovely leather gloves that will fit any

size hand. Helanca on each finger (where

it doesn't show) is their secret that now

makes gloves a wonderful gift item.

They’re very practical, and at $3.00 a

pair are a good buy.

—

Fashion Editor

NEEDLEWORK

motifs. One 8x21-inch motif;

two 6xl3-inch motifs; color

schemes bright and gay. 35(?

801—Detachable embroi-

dered collar turns this cool

pinafore into a party dress.

894—Embroidered sampler an-

nounces birth. A cherished gift,

pretty decoration. Transfer of 12x16-

incli sampler; color schemes. 25 <i

Send order (with loins) to Photoplay Needle-
work Service. P.O. Box 123, Old Chelsea Sta.,

New York 11, N. Y. Add 5C for lst-class mail-
ing. For more gift ideas, send 25 1 for Needle-
craft Book. For full-color Spring and Summer
Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send 35£

.



I dreamed I was a knockout
-x

in my

Arabesque *. . . new Maidenform bra.

.

. has bias-cut center-of-attraction for superb

separation ... insert of elastic for comfort. .

.

floral circular stitching for the most beautiful contouis

.

White in A , B , C cups, just 2.50. Also pre-shaped (light foam lining) 3.50.

*REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. BY MAIDENFORM. INC.— MAKER OF BRAS. GIRDLES AND SWIMSUITS. ©t961



ifa-Pllf keeps towels fluffier... woolens

softer... clothes smoother, fresher!

Families love the fresh softness Sta-Puf rinses into all washables. Towels

fluff up almost half again as thick after just one rinse. Blankets come out

cloud-soft. Woolen sweaters feel like cashmere, ordinary muslin sheets like

luxurious percale. And diapers and baby things dry soft as baby’s tender

skin! Sta-Puf ends static cling in nylon slips. Much flatwork dries wrinkle-

free, requires little or no ironing. Be sure to try Sta-Puf® Rinse in your next

wash. Available at grocer’s everywhere.

Finish with Sta-Flo®Liquid Laundry Starchfor crisper, wash-to-washfreshness.

Staloyi

Sta-Ptif
NEW MIRACie

rinse

A. E. Staley Mfg. Co., Decatur, Illinois
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FEBRUARY

‘Ah have a heart-mine”

RICKY NELSON
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MARCH

‘A windblown hair-do, anyone?”

TAB HUNTER
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"Carrie treated, for Mother's Day." 1
DEBBIE f







AUGUST
5 M T W T F S

1 2 3 4 5

6 7 8 9 10 11 12

13 14 15 16 17 18 19

20 21 22 23 24 25 26

27 28 29 30 31

“Vacations should be 365 days long.”

SANDRA



SEPTEMBER
S M T W T F S

1 2

3 4 5 6 7 8 9

10 11 12 13 14 15 16

17 18 19 20 21 22 23

24 25 26 27 28 29 30

“Labor Day? I love this kind of work.”
ELVIS



OCTOBER

Do you believe in pretty witches?'

TONY CURTIS



Eat-for after Thanksgiving we diet.”

ANNETTE



DECEMBER
S M T W T F S

1 2

3 4 5 6 7 8 9

10 11 12 13 14 15 16

17 18 19 20 21 22 23

24 25 26 27 28 29 30

31 “And to all a Merry Yuletide.”

JEANNE CRAIN AND FAMILY
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knoiv! Divorce! And remember, Montand and Miller

are both in the same sign df the Zodiac . . . But for

Carol Lynley and Dodie Stevens it’s a big year for

romance. For you, too, if your sign’s the same.

The planets wheel through space inexorably,

nothing we do can stop them. We can race to the

moon, bounce messages off Mars, send mice and

men into outer space and invent weapons of anni-

hilation, but for each of the months 1961’s pattern

is set. So let’s look at the signs and see what to ex-

pect for the next twelve months.

CAPRICORNIANS (December 22 to January 19)

are astute and enduring. Natives of this 6ign—vice

president Nixon is one—have strong pressures now,

with responsibility and challenges enough to break

all but the toughest. This period can have a very

maturing effect. Certainly it’s true of Elvis Presley,

who’s had an extraordinarily difficult pattern to han-

dle, with more milestones ahead. Some sobering cir-

cumstances do not offer him favorable conditions

for romance, but others suggest that tinder better

conditions it might be a time to marry. This is a

1961 ! It’s going to be a big year for love—hut watch

it! One wrong move and you can ruin it all. It’s a

tough year for money—so you’d better know when

to save and when to spend. It’s a dangerous year

—

it could be peace or it could be a world blown apart.

That’s 1961 and it’s a tricky year. It’s all in the stars.

Starting in January when we get a new president,

the alarm in the Cosmic Clock is set. Berlin, Castro,

Khrushchev—the year is loaded with dynamite . . .

And the United States will ride no gravy train, we’re

definitely in an economic downgrade. Saturn is in

Capricorn now—last time that happened we had the

Big Depression of the Thirties. Don’t panic, we don’t

expect anything that cataclysmic, but watch your

budget and hold on to your reserves.

As for your favorite personalities in 1961, Fabian

will make a big decision . . . Frankie Avalon must

guard against temperament . . . Elvis must watch

it, it may not be the right year to marry, though for

Rock Hudson it is ... For Debbie it looks like “no”

to romance but “yes” to security . . . Marilyn Mon-

roe has already reacted to the new influences—see

what happens when you jump the gun and don’t
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Eve Lyndon, world fa-

mous astrologer, tells of

the hopes and hazards

ahead for all of us in

the new year. Do the

stars say “danger” for

you? Or perhaps sue-

cess? Is this a good year

for you to wed? Find

your own sign and see.

warning

!

don ’t make a move until you read this

critical year in his career and personal life. Disap-

pointment could bring depression in the early part

of the year. He should guard his health, conserve

his resources and not take either popularity or ro-

mance for granted.

Capricomians keep young and active, rising to

greater stature in maturer years—like Loretta

Young, Cary Grant and Marlene Dietrich ... For

Sal Mineo, this April can he difficult . . . but for

most in this sign it’s a chance to reap honors, money,

romance and marriage. But guard against losses,

too—finances, prestige—and physical injuries, espe-

cially of the knee. Case in point: vice president

Nixon’s hurt knee.

CANCERIANS (Jane 22-July 22) have found the

last two years frustrating and fatiguing. They’ve

been under emotional and physical stress; they’ve

had to contend with criticism, obstacles and opposi-

tion. They suffered through their alliances (includ-

ing marriage partners) and associates in general.

The U.S.A. has its birthday on July 4th—you see

what happened; everyone has {Please turn the page)



warning , ...

what ’s ahead in 1961

wt, a*"*
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been riding us on all sides, as the stars predicted.

The Cancerians are highly emotional, dramatic,

super-sensitive, intensely home-loving and possessive

—the Cosmic mother-father type. People in trouble

just naturally turn to them. They have been overly

stirred up lately, but May is the time to take initia-

tive, start new projects, push personal ambitions.

One of the most sensitive and sorrowful Can-

cerians is the beautiful Queen Soraya. Happily this

can be a big year for her, once some difficulties end

after May. Her chart shows romance opportunities

with a free heart and return of prestige . . . Stephen

Boyd gets an extra spurt of activity starting Feb-

ruary. He should stick to realistic, practical alliances

. . . Tab Hunter has been breaking out in feverish

activity and will through early spring . . . Janet

Leigh, who’s had some exciting years, has one final

emphasis of glamor and inspiration ahead . . . It’s
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interesting that Doris Day and Marlon Brando, with

the same birthdates, both felt the need to change

the expression of their talents. She surprised us all

with the new Day in “Midnight Lace.” And he’s

tried his hand at directing and producing. Come
September, both may have problems.

ARIANS (March 21-April 19), especially those

born in the latter part of the sign, had some rough

going lately. This year may try their patience ( of

which Arians have not much) because they’ll want

to rebel against traditions and restrictions, but

shouldn’t just now. Keen Arians like to take the

lead and pioneer at new things, like talented Deb-

bie Reynolds. Harry Karl is a Piscean, and I warn

you, Debbie, it takes plenty of understanding to

meet their moods. They’re impressionable, won-

derfully sympathetic, but (Continued on page 73)
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dilemma “Peter, stop cracking your knuckles/'



. . . “Not knuckles. Pretzels.” . . . Patricia Kennedy Lawford went back to read-

ing item by item from a list she was holding. “An electric frying pan?” . . . “Too

fattening.” ... “A set of golf clubs?” ... He shuddered. “For Democrats?” . . .

( Continued on page 72 )



Why, twenty-eight years later, is the Los Angeles

District Attorney investigating what happened

THE

on Jean Harlow’s honeymoon? Did her hus-

band commit suicide, or was he murdered by a

jealous woman, as a recent article accused?

Here are the facts that tell why the recent charges

were denied as false; here are the facts in an article

by Adela Rogers St. Johns Photoplay printed

then and still stands behind. This is the second in

our series of the best in Photoplay’s fifty years.
J. J

(Continued on page 77 )

JP,



DppKt/^l)



Paris, 1957

Split to come. The Shah and Soraya.

Teheran, 1959

A king re-weds. Love bows to duty.

Never before a love story

as haunting as this

Las Vegas, 1960

Marriage? Soraya, Hugh O’Brian.

Silence. The kind heard only in hospital cor-

ridors, when people wait fearfully for a fateful

answer. The squeak of a rubber-soled shoe, a

nurse’s aide trying too hard to be quiet. In-

terrupted silence as a nurse, her lips pressed

tightly, comes out of a delivery room. The bit-

ing smell of an anesthetic before the door is

sharply pulled closed behind her. In another

room, a man alone. (Continued, on page 79)
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PAULA PRENTISS SHELLEY FABARES

LAURA SHELTON
SHARON HUGUENY

CAROL CHRISTENSEN

PEGGY LENNON

VICKI TRICKETT

CAROLE WELLS

What do the 13 girls on these pages have that

to be the Deb Stars of the Year, Hollywood’s

while ago, these 13 Debs were nobodies from

...and look at them now! What is their secret?



JENNY MAXWELL
SONYA WILDE

PAT MtCHON
LETICIA ROMAN

you, too, might have? Why were they chosen

most promising newcomers? Until a little

nowhere. Then they discovered a secret

It’s something you can discover, too



SHARON HUGUENY

PAULA PRENTISSlennon

do you want
J

a brand-new

personality in

minutes?

CAROLE WELLS

LETICIA ROMAN

CAROL CHRISTENSENVICKI TRICKETT



19 minutes can change

your personality, even your

life. All you have to do is

believe that it can happen to

you. Recognize any of the

girls on the opposite page?

They’re nine of this year’s

new Deb Stars. When these

pictures were taken (all high-

school snaps) not one girl

dreamed someday she could

become a Hollywood starlet.

Yet they did. And everyone

admitted to me that at that

time they felt shy, self-con-

scious, unattractive and un-

popular. See if you can find

them now on pages 44-45.

What happened? The secret

is they were taught to do

something about their per-

sonalities. Something you

can do too.

And here’s how.

If you could spend one

hour with a top Hollywood

producer, like Jerry W ald,

what would he tell you about

yourself? How would he

bring out the most in your

personality, your “star qual-

ity”? How would he help you

discover yourself? WTien

you walk into Mr. Wald’s

office, you come face to face

with an expert. What is the

first thing Mr. W ald looks

for?

This is what he told me:

“There’s no room for look

alikes,' he says. “Be your-

self. 1

1

ike to find an original.

I don’t want reproductions.

I’m not looking for a pretty

face. Looks don't mean a

darn thing. The major prob-

lem with young people is

they latch onto someone

they admire and then emu-

late them. You've got to he

an individualist. Kim Novak

came in to see me, when she

was starting out, with a low

neckline, a husky voice like

Marilyn Monroe's. I asked

her what she was trying to

do. Kill herself?

“ Movie stars are not

pretty; they have something

else. The desire, the dream

to he something or somebody,

the desire to he successful.

Everybody should have that.

Tou should want to he good

at something—at your job; at

your school work; in your

marriage. This gives a move-

ment, a vitality to your per-

sonality.

“Strip down to the hone

and take a good look at your-

self. You need to understand

yourself, have perception, a

concept of what you want to

he and a capacity for hard

work. And he dead serious!

“You’ve got to think.

Read, stretch your imagina-

tion. Go to the library and

look up Lawrence, Joyce,

Faulkner, Proust, W olfe. Try

reading ‘Remembrance of

Things Past'... it’s always

been one of my favorite

hooks. Read Shaw, Gide,

Make yourself think. Don’t

be smart aleekv, sophisti-

cated. You've got to struggle.

If you don’t want to, then lie

a nobody. Everybody looks

for short cuts. There are

none!

‘
‘ S e e k , search and

develop . Learn to walk grace-

fully. The toughest thing for

a girl to do is sit down, and

I can tell how much training

she has just by how she

crosses her knees, controls

her skirt, sits down with

movement. Watch your

hands. W atch your voice.

W atch your health. And take

courses, courses and more

courses.

“Then stop worrying

about your personality;

utilize it instead and it will

develop. With self-assurance

and success you won’t have

to worn- because you’ll have

one— a dynamic person-

ality!”

W here to begin? At the
.

o ~

first steps. Llere they are. I

saw them work for the Debs

and I know they can work

for you.

• look in the mirror; try

projecting the way you

feel—happiness, delight,

tenderness, concern,

humor.

• cup your hands over your

ears and listen to your

voice—Is it pleasing?

• bribe a friend, sister or

boyfriend to take a series

of ( Continued on pap;e 76)



Now

you

know

something

new

—

how

to

make

the

most

of

your

personality

But

first

you

have

to

know

what

your

personality

is

To

find

out,

take

this

quiz

Answer

Y

for

yes,

N

for

no,

then

see

below

for

how

you

rate

Remember,

there

are

no

wrong

answers,

as

long

as

you

tell

the

truth.
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FABIANFRANKIE TUESDAY

What went on when

the lights went low

At the big

New Year's Eve blow

We know something

you don’t know-



what are these stars doing

that’s so terribly bad?

Take a good look at the pictures before you peek at the answer

T9

“I’ll dress right, tie and all

-BOBBY DARIN

’ll remember names, forget faces”

-EDD BYRNES

“I’ll let boys open the doors”

-JOANIE SOMMERS



I’ll only daydream at home”- MILLIE PERKINS

I won’t advertise

my emotions

CONNIE STEVENS

m giving up

ANNETTE

Xpeaj|E suouriiosaj s,je3A-m9n

Join SujMBSJa



TROY DONAHUE tosses out:

• collecting lipstick

• Indian roles

• iron-bound career girls

• defeatists

• tight schedules

• flighty girls

• dull movies
• autographs “for my kid,

y’know, not me”

SANDRE DEE votes against:

• loud mufflers on cars

• diets

• lies

• blind dates

• rock ’n’ roll blasting from
car radios

• housework
• boys who act like children

• being rushed into marriage

• loneliness

(tests:

parties

1̂

BOBBY DARIN detests:

• fancy-schmansy
• unfeminine girls

• blind dates

• getting up in the morning
• bad music
• discourteous fans

• people who refuse to
grow up

• girls who try to pin me dow

"what we wouldn’t be

caught dead doing in 1961 ”

EFREM ZIMBALIST JR.

nixes:

• loud TV commercials

• road hogs

• loud drunks

• hominy grits

• neon lights

• poisonous snakes

• exotic foods

• closed minds
• loud rock V roll

• stuffed shirts

EDD BYRNES thumbs down:

• remembering names
• snorers

• memorizing
• too many suggestions
from too many people

• people who kookie-talk

to me
• snakes
• rumors
• singing

being called “Kookie”

TUESDAY WELD says
down with:

• rumors about me
• diets

• advice— “act your age”

• marriage talk

• fish

• inhibitions

• prohibitions-too many
rules

• puffy petticoats

PAUL ANKA doesn’t dig:

• nail biters

• one-night stands

• sitting still

• gigglers

• naggers

• time to get up
• keeping track of details

• phonies

• too much makeup
• snobbery of any kind

FRANKIE AVALON squirms
over:

• being called “Sonny”
• too much perfume on girls

• dentists

• fibbers

• people who muss my hair

• cold weather

• shopping
• writing thank-you notes

• eggs

• gossip



CONNIE STEVENS is against:

• letting my emotions show
• little-girl dresses

• secrets

• spiders

• insincerity

• waiting

• flop records (my own)
• dog haters

• sour pusses

• people who say “Wait’ll

you grow up "

CLINT WALKER doesn’t like:

• short beds
• tiny cars

• little guys who want to fight
• “How’s the weather up
there?”

• being cooped up
• eating breakfast alone
• sloppy people
• folks who waste your time
• antique fragile chairs

ROCK HUDSON has it in for:

• being misquoted
• shallow people
• being rushed
• show-offs

• luke warm coffee

• small talk

• pushy women
• apartment houses

• people who treat my boat
like a fun house

JIM GARNER can do without:

• high golf scores

• evasive people

• noisy adults sshing noisy

kids

• smog
• being called “Maverick”
• people who pry

• ulcers

• superficiality

• doctors

RICK NELSON taboos:

• phonies

• slow cars

• dull girls

• tight toreador pants

• spinach

• fancy-fancy dates

• possessive girls

• wearing a watch
• being “too young”

planning way ahead

ANNETTE wails over:

• boys with a line

• wolves

• washing dishes

• hot weather

• show-offish boys

• dark coffee

• bagpipes—(this is music?)

• wasting time

• narrow-minded people

ROGER SMITH’S peeved by:

• smoking at meals
• humorless people

• road hogs

• long phone calls

• prejudiced people

• winding clocks

• back-slappers

• starched shirts

PLAY FAIR-the stars told

theirs, now you tell your own



“Nobody

knows about me and

JERRY LEWIS -

but I owe it to

his wife, Patti, now

to tell the

whole story...”

Jerry Lewis was late for dinner

that night. And Patti waited alone.

I wonder what she was thinking.

I’m sorry now. I’m responsible

for the whole thing, I know, and it’s

my fault. But I didn’t mean it to

turn out that way.

Maybe you remember me, my

name is Gloria Jean. I used to be

a star—a big star. When I was only

twelve, I was earning three thou-

sand dollars a week singing in the

movies and also on tours. And in

those days that was big money.

Those days ... if I could just have

them back. Now I have a different

sort of a job. I dress up in a cos-

tume, a sarong, and . . . well, I’m

a hostess in a restaurant. It’s a good

job. I work in the Tahitian Restaur-

ant—only two (Continued on page 75)



PHOTOGRAPHED AT HOTEL BEL-AIR, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA

Win a glamorous

& California wardrobe

Kotex is confidence

The rightfashion,the right protection-nothing gives you greater

confidence. Forth© best in protection you’ll want Kotex napkins.

These tapered napkins have a bpauiifully soft new covering for

greater comfort and a special inner lining for extra security.

Discover new Kotex napkins-enterthe Kotex sweepstakes today.

r

Nothing to buy or write! Just mail this coupon!

15 GRAND PRIZES!
$1,500.00 WARDROBES BY DON LOPER

the famous designer for many Hollywood movie stars.

Plus, Grand Prize winners will receive an all-expense-paid

Los Angeles trip for two to select their wardrobes.

150 2nd prizes: Agfa®Optima I, electric-eye, fully

automatic cameras.

1000 3rd prizes: Better Homes & Gardens Sewing Books.

Here are the rules: Entries must be
postmarked by March 31, 1961. Only

one entry per envelope, please.

All winners will be notified by

mail. Should they prefer, winners

may substitute $1,000 cash award
for grand prize.

Any resident of the continental

United States and Hawaii may enter

except employees of Kimberly-Clark

Corp., its advertising agencies and
immediate families, residents of

Florida, Nebraska, New Jersey and
other areas where prohibited.

Mail entry to:

Wardrobe Sweepstakes, St. Paul 4, Minnesota

My name

My address,

City Zone State

KOTEX is a trademark of the Kimberly-Clark Corp. J



ADORABLE?

THAT'S

THE STORY

OF MY LIFE!



This is the story of Michael Landon.

It all began when the doctor said, “He’s

a boy! ’’ His mother said, “He’s adorable!”

...his dad said, “Eugene Orowitz! We’ll

call him Gene. OK? Everybody agreed?”

His sister, a mature chick strictly

threesville, cooed “Ugy!” Only it was pro-

nounced “oogier
” and that’s what everyone

called him— everyone in Collingswood,

New Jersey, where he lived when he was

a little kid, where he grew up (more or

less) and went to school (definitely less).

Hewas# skinnykindof character,shrimp

sized, no good at athletics, the girls didn’t

dig him, his A’s did him no good. So around

sixth grade he tried telling a few jokes

class. Did he ge^laughs! A couple of years

later, some good buddy suggested maybe

everybody was laughing at him, not with

him. From then on, he started throwing

punches. Like square. He kept that school

jumping. Trouble, you might say, was his

natural habitat. In eleventh grade, he

T//ATS (V/MT

he £MS

!

Toi-P

that/

(Continued on page 84
)
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Sandy’s fallen in love...

and look what’s happened

to the big bad wolf, Bobby

the rumors

from Rome
are true!

59



SCOOP continued

The day

Bobby said,

“Let’s elope!”

Bobby: By the time anybody finds

out, it will be too late to stop us!

60



It was 9 A.M. New York time; 6:00

o’clock in Hollywood. The telephone rang

in our office. “A Sara Hamilton calling,”

the operator told us, “long-distance from

the Coast.” Then we heard Sara’s excited

voice. “Sandra Dee and Bobby Darin are

planning to elope!” she announced. None

of us could believe it. “I had dinner last

night with friends from Rome. It’s true,”

she insisted. “We’ve got to act fast. Check

the incoming planes this morning from

Rome. You’ll find Sandy and her mother

on one of them. The plan is for Bobby and

a friend to meet the (
Please turn the page)

Sandy: We’ll never get away with it.

Besides what’ll my Mother say?

p
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SCOOP continued

Back home.

What a

honeymoon!
plane. His friend will keep Mrs. Douvan
busy while Bobby slips away with Sandy.
What happens in the two hours after that
might just change Sandy’s whole life.”

A call was put through to Idlewild Air-
port. “Are there any flights from Rome this

morning?” There were several flights due
in. Sandra Dee’s name was not on any of

the passenger lists. We called a photogra-
pher and told him to get over to the airport
and watch every plane that came in from
Rome. In the meantime, a correspondent in

Rome cabled us. Sandra had boarded the
plane the night before. She was already in

New York. We tried to call Bobby. We
knew he was in town, but he wasn’t at any
of the usual places. Was he in hiding . . .

or had he already left for the airport? We
telephoned Rome and began to put the
pieces together. This was the real exclu-
sive story. . . .

It was 10: 20 A.M. in Rome and a bellhop
carried a long white box through the Hotel
Excelsior hallways. Every three days it

was the same, like clockwork. A dozen
long-stemmed yellow roses. The card was

They eloped “to get it over with.”

The honeymoon? Five wonderful days.

signed “Bobby.” He knocked and handed
the box to the girl who opened the door.
Every time he brought the roses, she acted
as if it were something new, as if it were
still the first time. Her brown eyes opened
wide, and she had the ribbon off the box
even before the door was closed. Bobby
Darin might be tight with his money, like

a lot of people said. He might not be the
kind to keep sending a dozen roses to a
girl. But a girl named Sandra Dee seemed
to change all that. She has, it seems,
changed a lot of things.

Bobby Darin had arrived in Italy the
same way he arrived anyplace—like the
fourth of July. When the cast and crew of

“Come September” moved south to Porto-
fino for location, every girl near that fa-

mous beach noticed the explosion. It didn’t

matter that they didn’t know much English
and he didn’t know much Italian. They
didn’t have to understand what he was
saying. It was the way he said it—fast,

brash, supremely confident. When it was
time for dinner that first day, he took his

pick of the beauties. The next day, he
walked in with another glamour doll on his

arm. The evening after that, he was danc-
ing cheek to cheek with still a third. And
that’s the way it went.
Until one day Sandra Dee wandered

onto the beach. She wore a one-piece
bathing suit, kind of conventional, and
most of her was covered by a long-sleeved
beach dress she’d zipped up to her throat.

To boot, she was with her mother. A
beach boy brought two mats for them and
they sat down to enjoy the sun.

In the middle of a sentence, Bobby Darin
stopped talking. He took one look, and
he was done for. Maybe he didn’t realize

it right away, as he left the beautiful

dark-haired girl pouting alone and walked
over to ask Sandra and her mother if he
could join them. But by the time they
were all back in Rome, it was obvious.

It happened in Rome
It was in Rome that what had happened

really hit him.
They didn’t start out by having dates

—

not exactly. They’d simply get together
after work or on a day off. “We’re going to

see the Vatican today,” he’d tell her. He
didn’t ask where she wanted to go, if she
wanted to do something different, she’d

speak up and tell him. Usually, she went
along with him, though, and said nothing.
She seemed to like his bossing her.

He went along with her when she
shopped for a new dress. When she
stepped out of the fitting room, in a cling-
ing black creation with a deep V neck,
it was an eye-opener.
But he shook his head. “I like the one

you were wearing better.” “Me too,” she
agreed. So she bought no dress that day.
One day, when they had the whole day

off, they decided to take the scooter to
the ruins at Ostia Antica.
“Look,” Sandy shouted, pointing to a

mosaic floor glinting in the sun. Her voice
echoed back over the ruins. “Look.” They
went over for a closer view, and he got
on his knees to trace the pattern in the
tiles. “How old do you think it is,” she
asked, whispering now.
He checked the guidebook. “They say

about two thousand years.”
She knelt down beside him. “Golly, it

makes you feel kind of spooky, doesn’t it?

Two thousand years . .
.” she looked down

at herself. “I’m eighteen, though I don’t
feel any older than when I was seven-
teen.”

He laughed. “I’m twenty-four, but most
of the time I feel a lot older than that.

Sometimes I think I was born old.”

So different . . .

Their lives had been so different. She’d
always had most everything she wanted;
he’d had to fight hard for whatever he
got. Maybe that’s what she liked about
him; it had made him strong. But she
didn’t tell him that. Instead, she said,

“I’ve spent most of my life with grown-
ups.” And then she confessed, “I’ve al-

ways liked older men.”
“Great,” he answered back. “I’ve always

liked older women.”
They found a cool, grassy spot near a

broken wall and sat down. “I feel so

different lately,” he said after a while.
“I don’t know what it is exactly. Maybe
it’s that I’ve had a taste of security. I

know I can’t slacken, but I don’t have to

run around like a chicken with its head
cut off anymore either.” He searched her
face, wondering if she’d understand that.

“I don’t feel that old racing crazy drive.

I know I don’t have to fight the world.
Instead, the opponent is me.”
She nodded. “I have to fight me, too,”

she said. “Like my temper. I still lose it,

but not so much anymore.”
He slipped his arms around her waist

and they sat quietly. They were almost
afraid to move for fear they’d break the

silence as they watched the hills around
the Ostia begin to turn purple and the

sun go down. Reluctantly, they headed
back for Rome. Both absorbed in thoughts
of marriage. They couldn’t elope—could
they?
“You know something,” he told Mrs.

Douvan the next day, “I’m going to marry
your daughter. And that’s that.” Mary
Douvan laughed but there was an odd
catch in her throat. “You’re bound to lose

your daughter someday,” Bobby said, “and
you may as well get used to the idea of

losing her to me.” Mrs. Douvan knew that

Bobby wasn’t what most people thought.

In fact she told us later, when we called

to congratulate her, “Bobby has much
more talent than he’s usually given credit

for.” And it’s true. Bobby is mature and
when he sets his mind on something, he
means business. This was no on-the-run
love affair. What about an elopement?
“What we have together,” Sandy said,

“what we feel for each other is a private

thing. I’m not going to be the one to talk

about it, exposing personal feelings for

the whole world to see.”

It was the first time Sandy had fallen in

love, and she wanted to hug the secret all

to herself.

Sandy was flying in from Rome with her
mother. Bobby was waiting to whisk her



away! And what was to happen during the

next two hours was to change Sandra Dee’s

whole life.

Bobby did meet Sandy, but no one knew
it. And that’s how the plan at the airport

got started. It seemed to be working. Our
photographer called to say Sandy and Bob-
by had got by him. For the next two hours,

nobody knew where they were.
The studio had no comment, but they

said, “If anything happens, you’ll be the

first to know.” Mrs. Douvan had no com-
ment either, but she said she’d have news
for us later. She remembered Bobby’s
words, “You may as well get used to the

idea of losing her to me.” Nobody wanted
to tell how close they were to eloping.

Two hours later, Sandy turned up at her
hotel in New York. For the next few days,

she went into hiding. While Bobby made a

quick business trip to the Coast, she was
too scared to see anyone or say anything.

But when we called Mrs. Douvan, she told

us the engagement was official and that she
approved. The studio called to tell us that

everyone was happy about the news. And
we sent Sandy a wire, “May your happi-
ness last for as long as forever.” Sandy
promised she’d wait to be married until

after she finished her next picture.

Everybody relaxed. Bobby might have
talked Sandy into a fast engagement, but
nobody believed that he’d rush her into a

quick “I do” too. “We know Sandy too
well,” we said, “she’d never do that.”

A couple of days later, when Bobby got
back to the East, nobody guessed what was
on his mind. He went calmly to New Jer-
sey to have Thanksgiving dinner with
Sandy and her mother and their relatives

in Bayonne. And then suddenly, after that,

everything exploded.
On November 30th, Sandy and Bobby

showed up in the town clerk’s office in

Parsippany-Troy Hills, New Jersey—near
Bobby’s home in Lake Hiawatha—and
applied for a marriage license. Bobby’s sis-

ter and her husband were the witnesses;
Sandy’s mother was not there. After they’d
filled out the forms, they sped away in a

i limousine.
The next day, December 1st, everything

was buzzing again. A close friend of Bob-
by’s called and told us the wedding was on
for Friday. Forty people had been invited
at Bobby’s house.
Even Bobby’s friend didn’t know that, at

the very moment he was calling us, Sandy
and Bobby were already Mr. and Mrs. At
the last moment, they had changed their
plans. At 1 A.M. Bobby persuaded Mag-
istrate Samuel Lohman to waive the
seventy-two hour waiting period. At 4
A.M., Magistrate Lohman married them
at the Elizabeth, New Jersey, home of
Bobby’s friend Don Kirschner.

It was a quiet ceremony. Bobby’s sister
and her family were there; so were his
friends Don Kirschner, Dick Lord and Dick
Behrke. Sandy’s mother was not there. She
was in her hotel room, refusing to accept
any calls. There was no relative and no
friend at Sandy’s side when she married.
There was a small wedding breakfast

after the ceremony and then Sandy and
Bobby took a plane to Hollywood, where
Bobby had already rented a house for
them. There’d be only time for a short
honeymoon before Sandy had to start work
on her next picture and Bobby returned
East for a night-club opening in Camden.
And after that? Nobody knows. When we

got the tip that those two hours after
Sandy got off the plane from Rome could
change her life, it was true. All we can
do now is to wish Sandy and Bobby happi-
ness as Mr. and Mrs. Darin.

—

Milt Johnson

Sandra’s in “Romanoff and Juliet” for U-I.
Bobby records for Atco, and can be seen in
“Pepe” for Columbia. Watch for both Sandy
and Bobby in “Come September” for U-I.

New Show!

It’s a new show! It’s a great show! It’s a

1961 edition of PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL,
produced by the editors of PHOTOPLAY

!

And it’s available now wherever magazines

are sold

!

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It

brings you all the news and gossip of every-

one of importance in Hollywood. It also

brings you gorgeous full-color portraits of

the stars, plus exciting candid shots and

never-to-be-forgotten pinups. In most places

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL sells out as soon

as it goes on sale. Get your copy of this

great Annual while the limited supply lasts.

Who’s who and what's what in MOVIES « RECORDS . tVl

HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL—Here is the month-
by-month story of Hollywood. The marriages, di-

vorces, separations, reconciliations, births and
deaths.

TOP BILLING—New pictures and stories of Troy

Donahue • Elvis Presley • Sandra Dee • Edd
Byrnes • Tuesday Weld • Connie Stevens •

Debbie Reynolds • Frankie Avalon • Annette

Funicello • Carol Lynley and Connie Francis.

DOUBLE FEATURES—Truly romantic stories

about these happily married: Liz Taylor and
Eddie Fisher • Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis •

Roger Smith and Vici Shaw • Pat and Shirley

Boone • Evy Norlund and James Darren •
Millie Perkins and Dean Stockwell • Joanne
Woodward and Paul Newman • Natalie Wood
and Bob Wagner.
FANFARE— Big pictures and fascinating stories

about Cary Grant • Rock Hudson • Rick Nelson
• Tab Hunter • Paul Anka • Bobby Darin •

John Saxon • Sal Mineo • Stephen Boyd •

Bardot • Marilyn Monroe • Kim Novak • Lana

Turner • Ava Gardner • Doris Day.

UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your fa-

vorites: Glenn Ford • Susan Hayward • Hope

Lange • Tony Perkins • Audrey Hepburn •

Roger Moore • Susan Kohner • Laurence

Harvey • John Gavin • Shirley MacLaine •

Dolores Hart.

Brandon de Wilde

AND INTRODUCING—Here are the newcomers

to the screen. You can follow their glamorous

rise to stardom: Angie Dickinson • Mark Damon

• Warren Beatty • Jo Morrow • Mark God-

dard • Sue Lyon • Tom Tryon • Vicki Trickett

• Nancy Kwan • Juliet Prowse • Richard Bey-

mer • Patti Page • Anita Byrant • Glenn

Corbett • Sigrid Maier • Carol Christensen •

Brenda Lee • Leticia Roman • Sharon Hugueny

• Kerwin Mathews • Michael Callan • George

Peppard.

AT NEWSSTANDS NOW—OR USE COUPON

* Bobby Rydell • Jimmy
Clanton.

PINUPS— These thrilling

pictures are a "must" for

your collection: Brigitte

Bartholomew House, Inc.

205 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y.

WG-261
"i

Send me PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1961. I en-

close 50c.

Name
(Please Print)

Address

City State

p
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SCENE: Santa Monica Superior Court

TIME: Thursday, 8:57 A.M.

HgI WITNESS: Gardner McKay
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Thursday morning, Gard-

— — "

V : if} .

up, walked into the room. “That’s

ner McKay, wearing a well-tailored her,” one of the newsmen said, then

gray wool suit, pushed open the doors turned his camera upon her. Patrice

of room 204 in the Santa Monica Su- Frantz, plaintiff in the paternity suit

perior Court building. Followed by a against Gardner McKay walked past

newsreel cameraman and several Gardner. Each saw the other, but no

other photographers, he stopped in the word was exchanged.

back of the room to talk seriously with

his attorney. Up front a clerk posted

a typewritten yellow sheet listing the

cases to be heard that morning. There

were thirty-eight entries; after num-

ber twenty-nine was printed: MC
KAY.

8l59 ! The doors of room 204

9:00 : A door in the rear of

the room opened, and a white-haired

man in a long, black robe took his

place at the bench. Judge Edward

Brand’s court was now in session.

McKay sat down in the second row

on the right side of the room. Pat

Frantz slipped into a seat in the back

swung open again and a slim, dark- row across the aisle. Behind Gardner

haired girl, wearing a blue skirt, a sat Sandy and Don Joslyn, his friends.

candy- striped blouse and no make- It was they ( Please turn the page

)
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Gardner McKay
continued

who had originally introduced him to

the woman now in court to charge him
with being the father of her child.

0.1)*/ . The clerk began calling
' • names, going down the list

of cases. Through it all, Gardner Mc-
Kay sat listening, an unopened book,

“The London Anthology,” in his lap.

He sat there quietly, patiently, watch-

ing, waiting to be called. . . .

10 :45 :

Patrice Franz, now
twenty-three, who had

initiated this lawsuit, was very pale. Her
face showed strain, her eyes were puffy

from lack of sleep or perhaps from
tears. She sat still, her gloved hands
folded, never once looking in Gardner’s

direction, never once letting any ex-

pression show, except when she leaned
forward to speak to her attorney.

1 *07 • “McKay,” the clerk pro-
* » nounced. The two attor-

neys—Paul Caruso for Miss Frantz and
John A. Griffin for McKay—rose and
stood as the judge began questioning

them on the matter. There was a differ-

ence of opinion between the attorneys

as to how much time would be required

to hear the motion. Griffin said at least

a day and a half. Mr. Caruso argued
that the whole thing could be settled in

two hours. McKay’s attorney objected.

The judge called the two men to his

bench. For ten minutes the lawyers

stood, their backs to the spectators, en-

gaged in hushed conversation with the

judge. The tension began to mount.
Would they get their chance to be heard
today? Miss Frantz’ complaint against

Gardner, which she brought into court

on behalf of her minor daughter, was
routine in its allegations. She alleged

her daughter to be illegitimate. And
in addition to asking for court costs and
attorney’s fees, she asked for support in

the amount of six hundred and fifty

dollars per month. She also asked that

the court legally name Gardner McKay
as the father of her child. She alleged

intimacies with McKay beginning on
the 14th of February and continuing

through the 12th of April, 1959.

In answer to her complaint, McKay’s
attorney filed a statement alleging that

Miss Frantz’ attorney failed to make
mention of certain vital points of in-

formation: that the plaintiff was Mrs.
Frantz during the time the child was
conceived, and the law presumes a

woman’s legal husband to be the father

of all children born to her during their

marriage.

I . -\7 • The judge made his pro-
* * nouncement: “Because

of the time factor and necessity to al-

low proper time to hear these motions,

the McKay case is postponed for four-

teen days.” The case would be heard
in two weeks by Superior Judge Or-

lando H. Rhodes. It was said at a later

date that the change in judges was
made because Judge Brand’s brother is

an executive at Gardner’s TV studio.

The attorneys for the plaintiff and de-

fendant came out from the enclosure of

the judge’s bench. Each walked to his

respective client and whispered some-

thing—perhaps brief words of reas-

surance. Miss Frantz left the courtroom
first, McKay and his friends followed.

Downstairs, Miss Frantz walked into

the press room where a friend had been
waiting. In the friend’s arms was a

tiny, dark-haired baby wearing a Scotch

plaid dress and a white sweater. On her

feet were tiny white leather shoes with

a bell attached to the laces. Miss Frantz

took her eleven-month-old daughter, who
was sound asleep, and posed for news-

men’s pictures.

Out in front of the courtroom Gard-

ner stopped for a moment and looked

out at the stretch of blue sea rimming
the pale sky. Then he took a deep
breath and walked out back to where
his car was parked.

He opened the door to his convertible,

and was immediately smothered by a

thing that looked like a shaggy white

rug. Springing out of the car, his dog
Pussycat raced around and around the

parking lot. As Gardner waited for his

dog to come back, Miss Frantz walked
out onto the parking lot. They came
face to face for the first time since

they’d entered the courtroom. There
was a pause, a brief hesitation, and then,

as Gardner turned to get into his car.

he raised his hand in a gesture of

friendship. The girl with the sleeping

baby walked on.

Thirteen days before this particular

Thursday morning, front pages through-

out the country ran a news item which
said:

“A paternity action has been filed in

Santa Monica Superior Court by Patrice

Frantz, a former cocktail waitress. She
alleges intimacies with actor Gardner
McKay between February and April of

1959 and is asking the court to declare

McKay the father of her daughter born

December 6. 1959 in Dowgiac, Michi-

gan, where she now resides. Miss
Frantz says McKay has refused to pro-

vide support for the child . .
.”

The day the story broke Gardner was
besieged by reporters all wanting a

statement. To the first one he’d said,

off the cuff, “Wow! Here’s a married

woman who suddenly divorces her hus-

band and then accuses me of being the

father of her eleven-month-old child.

There’s absolutely no truth whatsoever

in this. The whole thing is ridiculous!”

This statement was the only public one

Gardner made until he talked with this

Photoplay reporter.

12 :35 :

“I’ve been to thirteen

schools and traveled

over most of the world,” he began. “I

was raised in New York and I con-

sider myself worldly. I thought I under-

stood people. Then this happens. My

first reaction when I heard about this

suit was . . . well . . . frankly, I was
madder than hell. It wasn’t true. What
was I scared of?” He didn’t duck the
issue.

“I met Pat through some close friends

of mine, Sandy and Don Joslyn,” he
began. “Don and I have been playing
basketball together regularly since I

came to Hollywood back in 1957. I was
at Metro then and we both played on
the M-G-M team. Now we’re both on
the Twentieth team and we get to-

gether a few times a week. Around
February of 1959 Sandy came down to

watch us play basketball, the same as

she does every week. She had a friend

with her, and after the game we were
introduced. The friend was Pat Frantz.

That night the four of us stopped off for

some ice cream after the game.

“After that first meeting I saw Pat
maybe a half a dozen more times. In-

credibly, she must have taken a liking

to me because she began coming with

Sandy to the basketball games. A couple
of times when she was there I had a

date, so after the game it was just a

hello and goodbye. One or two times

Sandy and Don and Pat and I had coffee

together. That was that. I never dated
Pat Frantz alone because honestly I

never wanted to. Besides, at this time,

I was seeing another girl quite steadily,

actress Greta Chi. I just wasn’t in-

terested.

“I decided to fight. I knew I was tak-

ing a chance, a big chance. A lot of

people suggested there was an easier

way to handle the situation. But I had
to fight it. To stand up for what I

believe, for what is the truth. I couldn’t

compromise with the things that I

believe.

“Now I feel so calm inside, I can’t

exactly explain it. When this whole
thing first started I admit I was afraid.

I’m reconciled to whatever happens.

This is satisfying because it means
growth on my part. Today I’m sitting

here and I’m not worried—not for my-
self. The only one I feel sorry for is

that child ... as I feel no bitterness

toward that girl. I have no more anger

inside me. The outrage I felt when I

first heard of ths suit is gone and so

are any thoughts of self-pity. I feel no

anger inside. I just want to prove the

truth. I hope that people will believe

2 :00 :

Gardner McKay walks out

of the commissary. His

position is clear: a man should not

be taken advantage of because of his

position, his race or his beliefs. Gardner
McKay is willing to fight to prove these

truths. The decision is up to the court.

Although he knows, deep within him,

that the verdict ultimately is yours. For

whatever the law decides it is you who
will determine the course that Gardner

McKay’s life is to take in the future. It

is your verdict that can make him or

break him, so give your decision seri-

ous thought. —Marcia Borie

See Gardner in “Adventures in Para-

dise,” ABC-TV, Mon., 9:30 P.M. EST.
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ARTHUR

MILLER
WENT TO WHEN

HE WALKED OUT ON

MARILYN
MONROE
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continued

A SPECIAL

NEWS STORY

COMPLETE ON

THESE TWO PAGES

To those of us who knew Arthur Miller

and his first wife Mary, the breakup of

his marriage to Marilyn Monroe came as

no great surprise. About a year ago, I was
asked to write a story about Marilyn’s so-

called happy marriage, and I refused point-

blank. I knew even then that the marriage
was shaky. Only once did I think it stood

a chance. That was the time when I met
him on the street, flanked on either side

by his two children. He was positively

radiant. “How is everything with you?” I

asked. “Fine, fine,” he answered happily.

Two months after that, the breakup was
public. Then I realized why Arthur had
been so happy! His stormy marriage with

Marilyn Monroe was over and maybe he
realized he was going back where he be-

longed. The first person he saw after the

breakup, was his first wife, Mary Miller.

They never had a chance

Why didn’t I think there was a chance
for his marriage with Marilyn? How could

there be? How could two such incom-
patible people be happy together? Not only

were they of different backgrounds and
faiths (despite Marilyn’s professed con-

version to Judaism) but they had differ-

ent temperaments and personalities as well.

Here was an introverted, introspective,

highly intelligent, highly intellectual,

basically simple man of simple tastes—and
a glamorous, extravagant, exhibitionistic,

frivolous, basically unstable woman with

whom be could have nothing in common,
and who had absolutely no understanding

of him.

I shall never forget the time I saw the

Millers in a restaurant in New York. Mari-
lyn was stuffing herring into Arthur’s

mouth so that the sauce poured over his

chin. It was heartbreaking. Perhaps it

was Marilyn’s idea of fun. But it was the

kind of fun that topples a man’s dignity,

and on a person as dignified as Arthur
Miller, such playfulness was not becom-

ing. What had happened to the playwright?
Besides his dignity, she took away his

creative ability. Certainly it suffered dur-

ing his marriage to Marilyn. He wrote
nothing during their marriage except a

movie script for her. This distinguished

highbrow who should have been turning
out fine plays, was reduced to acting as

his wife’s personal secretary and press

agent.

How different from Mary!

How different this marriage was from
his first one. How different Marilyn was
from Mary!

I know Mary Miller very well, and like

all her friends, I like her very much. We
met some fifteen years ago when we lived

on the same block in Brooklyn Heights, in

Brooklyn, N. Y. We both had babies about

a year old except that hers was a girl and
mine was a boy. We’d wheel them to a

nearby park and we’d talk about the things

that most young mothers talk about—their

husbands and their children. She was, with-

out exception, the most adoring wife I have
ever met. Though she is a retiring, shy,

rather mousy person not given to displays

of enthusiasm and emotion (the very anti-

thesis of Marilyn), it was easy to see that

she was crazy about Arthur. She thought

him the handsomest, most talented, most
wonderful man in the world. “He’s a

writer,” she told me softly. “He’s got great

talent and he’s going very far.” This was
said without a trace of braggadocio. It

was said with simple earnestness and blind

faith.

She told me a great deal about herself.

She had come from a small town, had
been born Catholic and had been converted

to Protestantism. (It lias since rather sur-

prised me that evidently Arthur did not

insist upon her conversion to Judaism as he

did with Marilyn—or perhaps the whole
thing was Marilyn’s idea.) Mary had gone
to the University of Michigan where she

had met Arthur. They fell in love and they
married while they were in college. She
gave up all thoughts of a career as a

social worker, left college and got a job
in a publishing house. This enabled Arthur
to continue his studies without worry about
finances.

They came back to Brooklyn, N. Y.,

where Arthur had always lived. She con-

tinued to work until she had their baby
Jane. It was evident that they were having
a financial struggle although I never once
heard Mary complain about it. She never
minded being poor and having to do with-

out.

Soon after I met Mary, I met Arthur
Miller, too. I liked him. I thought him at-

tractive, very intelligent, very humble. He
gave every evidence of being a considerate

husband. He seemed very much in love with
Mary and he was crazy about Janie.

Though they, too, were of different back-
grounds and faiths, basically they had
been made of the same clay. Psychologists

tell us it is the sameness in each other,

not the difference, which draws two people
together. Both Arthur and Mary were shy;

both were retiring; both were introverted;

both were intelligent, educated and earnest.

They had much in common. Their lives

centered around each other, his work, their

home and their baby. It was wonderful to

see them together. Mary nurtured him,
built up his ego, took care of him and
catered to him. She watched his health;

she chose and cooked the foods he liked.

She gave him peace and quiet so that he
could write undisturbed. She wanted suc-

cess for him only because she knew he
wanted it so badly. A small-town girl at

heart, she seemed to want nothing more
than to be allowed to be a good wife and
mother.

The success that Arthur craved came
with sudden swiftness to two people ill-

prepared for it. Arthur had been at work
on a book called “Focus.” It was published
and created a considerable stir in the

publishing world. He also had written a

play called “All My Sons” which had a

good run and the Millers bought a house
on Willow Street, a fashionable block in

Brooklyn Heights. Then he wrote “Death
of a Salesman.” It proved such a smash
hit that it made Arthur Miller famous
overnight and catapulted him to the top of

the list of distinguished American play-

wrights.

Then success came

To celebrate his great success, a mutual
friend in the neighborhood gave a cocktail

party in Arthur’s honor to which all of our

group were invited. There an incident oc-

curred which gave me insight into Arthur’s

character and made the unfortunate events

which followed shortly thereafter much
easier to understand.

It was a Sunday afternoon. The room
where the party was held was very

crowded. The guest of honor was draped
in the center of it, a glass in his hand,

with a crowd of adoring, awe-struck ad-

mirers gathered around him. When my
husband and I came into the room, Avthur

was in the throes of a long speech and his

audience hung breathlessly upon every

pearl that dropped from his lips, not dar-

ing to say a word. His family, consisting



of his father, mother, sister and brother-

in-law, were included in the group. I shall

never forget the look of adoration on his

parents’ faces which seemed to ask won-

deringly, “Could such simple, ordinary

people like ourselves have produced this

king?” Arthur Miller was being lionized

for the first time in his life by people other

than his wife, and he loved it! Mary, on
the other hand, sat quietly in a corner

watching her husband with tears of hap-

piness in her eyes. She was so proud! Even
then, it seemed to me, she stood a little

apart from his success, glorying in it for

his sake, but because of her sensitive, shy

nature, unable to share it with him.

As my husband and I entered the room,

the host took my arm, plowed through the

group and presented the guest of honor to

me. “Of course you know Arthur,” he said.

“And Arthur, of course you know Marjorie

Peabody.” Arthur acknowledged the intro-

duction as though he had never seen me
before, although only a few days ago I had
watched him play ball on the street with

Janie and Robert, who had been born
about five years before. “How do you do,

Mrs. Peabody,” he said in his most formal

voice. At first I thought he was kidding,

then I saw that he was in deadly earnest.

I was plainly annoyed and I showed it.

“I suppose genius allows one to ignore

people,” I said sarcastically. Immediately
he unbent, but a sour note had been struck

and it left a bad feeling.

An odd change

Although the marriage did not end until

a couple of years later, the cocktail party,

like some unhappy climax of one of

Arthur’s plays, seemed to signal its con-

clusion. From that point on. Arthur Miller

was never the same. The change was an
odd one. You couldn’t pin-point it. Out-
wardly he still was his quiet, pleasant,

humble self, but inwardly there was a cer-

tain assurance, a cockiness that had never
been there before. His attitude, never his

words, said plainly, “I’m somebody now.”
“What has happened to that man?” I kept
asking myself. It was as if he had gone on
a psychological and emotional drunk from
which he was not to emerge until the end
of his marriage to Marilyn Monroe.

During the run of “Death of a Sales-

man,” Arthur was away from home a great

deal of the time. There were several out-

of-town openings of his play which he was
forced to attend. Since Mary didn’t want
to leave her children alone with baby-
sitters, she let him go alone. But soon he
was going alone to other places as well

—

to theater premieres, after-theater parties,

et cetera, and apparently enjoying every
moment of it. This simple man of simple
tastes, whose friends heretofore had been
simple people like himself, was entering
a new fascinating world of celebrities in

which his wife evidently had no part. He
was running well ahead of her and was
leaving her far behind. There were rumors
of quarrels in a home which seemed to

have known nothing but happiness. It was
evident from Mary’s moments of dejection
that there was trouble in their marriage.
We watched her marriage disintegrate
before our very eyes, as if a curtain were
descending on her happiness.

Alarmed, Mary desperately tried to save

her marriage. The Millers had bought a

country house in Connecticut. Every week-
end they entertained Arthur’s new-found
theatrical friends and dutifully Mary went
with him. Unfortunately, although she
tried very hard, she could not project her
personality. On the contrary, these people
made her go even more tightly into her
shell. There were stories that she was not

“nice” to his friends—that she made them
feel uncomfortable and unwelcome. I can-

not conceive of Mary not being nice to any-

one but I can understand that she might
have found Arthur’s new friends different.

Mary’s private little world was shat-

tered. She had been perfectly content to

go on as she had gone on—being a per-

fect wife and mother. Now she had been
thrust into a world of hostile strangers,

whom she could not understand and who
could not understand her, and who un-

doubtedly made her feel inferior and in-

adequate. She was a fish out of water.

From a happy, contented, serene woman,
she turned into a very unhappy, fright-

ened one.

No other way out

Meanwhile, “Death of a Salesman” had
been sold to Hollywood and Arthur went
to California to discuss its filming. While
there, he met Marilyn, who was attracted to

him. He was overwhelmed by the interest

this beautiful, celebrated girl showed in

him. He was ripe for a new romance. In

his own opinion, he had outgrown his wife.

He no longer needed a mousy alter ego to

pave the way for his success. He had suc-

cess now and the wealth and fame that go

with it. I firmly believe that he went into

his romance with Marilyn to show the

world he could marry its top glamor girl.

Rumors of their romance wafted three

thousand miles back to Mary. When he
returned home, she allegedly asked him
point-blank whether he was in love with

Marilyn. At first he denied it. Some time

afterward, however, Marilyn joined him
in the East. Almost brazenly she was seen

walking with him on a promenade near the

Miller home. Finally, Arthur asked Mary
for a divorce. Mary agreed to give it to

him. She seemed to feel there was no other

way. Her happiness was over.

To the bitter end, we neighbors hoped
the trouble would blow away, that a

miracle would happen that would restore

Mary’s happiness to her. But I was one
who was convinced. I had seen too many
evidences of Arthur’s odd behavior since

his success, to dismiss this romance as a

gag. He was going to marry Marilyn
Monroe. “If necessary, he will give his

wife every cent he has in the world to get

his freedom,” I was told.

He lost no time

Naturally, the divorce, although ex-

pected now, became the talk of the neigh-

borhood. Strangely enough we still liked

Arthur. We felt terribly sorry for both of

them. We pitied Mary because she had
loved him so, had given him so much and
had gotten nothing in return but heart-

ache. Any rejection is a humiliating ex-

perience to a woman. Arthur’s rejection

of her for the world’s top glamor girl and

the glare of the publicity attending it must
have been sheer agony. We were sorry for

Arthur because we realized there was no
future for him in this new romance.
The divorce became final and Arthur

lost no time marrying Marilyn. To his

credit, it must be said that the divorce
settlement was very generous. Mary got

the house on Willow Street and enough
money to continue to live in comfort, to

travel abroad and to educate the children.

He remained a wonderful father. He came
to see his children regularly. Often he took
them out for dinner. When he was in the
East, he had them up to the place in Con-
necticut for weekends. There Marilyn en-

tertained them, made much of them, gave
them wonderful gifts. It was no secret that
she was trying to woo them. And make no
mistake about it—-they were touched by
her glamor.

Once, I remember, I walked into a

neighborhood restaurant where Mary was
having dinner with her children. Mary
looked forlorn and she greeted me with
only the shadow of a smile. The children
had just returned from a weekend in

Connecticut and were full of excited

chatter about their glamorous stepmother.
“She’s very nice to them,” Mary said

bravely in her gentle, soft voice. Even
though her heart must have been breaking
and she must have been fearful that hex-

children, too, might be wooed away.
Although never once did I hear Mary say

one unkind word about Arthur Miller or

Marilyn Monroe. We who knew how sensi-

tive she is, never mentioned their names
in her presence. To those who did, she
gently steered the subject in another direc-

tion. When requests to write her story for

publication came, she turned them down.
I knew better than to ask her to let me
tell her story from her point of view.

She tried to take up the threads of hex-

life again. She went to Columbia Uni-
versity and took her degree in social serv-

ice, which she had interrupted to work
so Arthur could finish his college courses.

She took the children to Mexico and then
to Europe.

Will she take him back?

Several months after the divorce, I met
her on the street. She was still sweet-

faced. still gentle and retiring, still shy.

“Mary,” I said, “why don’t you fix your-

self up and get yourself another husband?
Color your hair. You’d be a very attractive

woman if you went to work on yourself!”

“Oh, no,” she answered quickly. “I

couldn’t possibly.”

I wondered why. Perhaps she didn’t

want to be bothered. Or maybe she had
been hurt too badly. Or maybe she still

loved Arthur Miller.

Now that Arthur is divorcing Marilyn
Monroe, the question in many people’s

minds is: What now? Will he come back
to his wife?

I feel he’d be a fool if he doesn’t. But
that’s only my opinion. The only important

question is: Will Mary have him back?
Or has she been hurt too much? Frankly,

I don’t know. Only Mary knows that and
she is not saying.

by MARJORIE PEABODY

Marilyn Monroe is in “The Misfits” for U.A.



CLARK GABLE — 1901-1960

1 In Claries life there were five wives and no scandals. But on the

1U VC1 J screen his amours were many—and with the greats of filmland's

Golden Days. Shown in his arms are Norma Shearer, Greta Garbo,

Jean Harlow and Vivien Leigh, the lovely Scarlett O’Hara of “Gone With the Wind.”

p

along

the way
Early struggles, then the King

rode to fame. He went into war

a private, came out a major. At

59, he was soon to be a father.

1 _ xroo Last tluo wives,

Ah' V Lady Sylvia Ashley

(center) and Kay

Spreckels, bore striking resem-

blance to Carole Lombard, big love

of his life, killed in plane crash.
70



A poor boy... a nobody. . .with big ears and a

magnetic charm, a he-man ruggedness . . . Clark

lived his life, said little, and we loved him.

The Lombard

legend came to

life at the fu-

Kay saw Clark

laid to rest beside Carole. It had been

his request. There to say a last goodbye

to the King were old friends Spencer

Tracy ,
Robert Taylor , James Stewart.

goodbye
neral when a weeping

Married women
are sharing this secret
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PETER LAWFORD
Continued, from page 43

“A trampoline?”
Peter’s thick eyebrows massed like storm

clouds. “On the White House lawn? I

mean, what about dignity? Besides, you
know Jack likes his feet on the ground.”
Then Peter brightened. “What about
Sinatra? We’ll get a long box like long-
stemmed roses come in. Talk about hi-fi

stereophonic music. This is it! The real

living thing. Think of it. Every time Jack
or Jackie twisted Frank’s arm, he’d light

up and sing ‘You Are My Sunshine.’
”

Peter’s eyes glowed as he warmed up to

the idea. “Frank would make the sacrifice.

You know how he admires and respects

my genius. And there’s another thing to

consider. Frankie doesn’t eat too much. It

means he wouldn’t be any more expensive
to them than a middle-size Cocker Span-
iel.” He turned to Pat. “You like it?”

Pat chewed on her lip. “It’s weird—

I

mean, Peter, be fair. Another responsi-
bility to worry about. It isn’t fair to Jack
when he’s starting a new job. He’ll be on
edge. Frankie has his way of snapping
his fingers. It can get irritating. Like
knuckles cracking.”

Peter looked hurt. “Then what about
Dean Martin?” he suggested. “Bet he
could be useful. You know he used to be
a barber; he could cut Jack’s hair.”

“Jack’s haircuts do mount up,” Pat
agreed. “And on his salary . . . why even
you make more than he’ll be getting.”

“What do you mean, even me?” Peter
was indignant, but he couldn’t let the op-
portunity slip by. “I’m glad you finally re-
alized I’m no millionaire,” he said. “That
dress you bought last week . . . and now a

present for the in-laws. You know, we
can’t afford to spend too much. Besides, it’s

bad taste to give presents that cost too
much. It embarrasses people.”
“But they gave us a very lovely gift

when we moved into our new house . .
.”

“Yes, they did,” Peter said. And then,
“What was it?”

“It was that—” Pat stopped, thinking for

a moment. “I don’t quite remember . .

“Well,” Peter said, “what could we give
them that’d go with the Lincoln Room?”
“Something antique . .

.”

“Great,” he said. “You can pick up real

bargains in antiques sometimes . .
.”

Pat frowned. “I don’t know about giv-
ing them something old. After all, all the
furniture in their new house is used. They

might like at least one thing new.”
They sat a while, thinking some more.

Then Pat said, “Hey, it’s getting late.”

Just like Lincoln

Peter followed her up the stairs to their
bedroom. He sat on the edge of the bed
as she soaped her hands and face. “I’ll tell

you,” he said. “I’m thinking life is get-
ting very complicated. We don’t have this
much trouble choosing gifts for my family.”
Pat came out of the bathroom, a towel still

in her hands.
Peter chewed a pencil. “I wonder when

we visit them, if they invite us, will we
sleep in the Lincoln Room?”

“That would be an honor.”
“Especially for me. Since I just got my

American citizenship. And besides Lincoln
was tall, like me. You know all that
trouble we have when we visit and the bed
is too short.”

Pat sat. on the edge of the bed beside
him. “You know nothing in the room is

ever changed or altered. It has all of
Lincoln’s personal furnishings, his chairs,

chest, desk and even his huge bed.”
They sat quietly for a minute, then Peter

turned to Pat. “You don’t suppose it

would be the same mattress Lincoln used.”
“I don’t really know, Peter.”
“Could be lumpy after all these years.”
Peter suddenly pounded his palm. “Will

we have to apply to the FBI or somewhere
to get a pass to get into their house?”

“I don’t know.”
“Well, suppose I get to the gate and

say, ‘I’m Peter Lawford,’ and the guard
says, ‘Prove it.’ What’ll I do then?”

“I’ll try to be by your side.”

Nervously he got up and walked to the
window. “Suppose they visit us? We can’t

just put them into the spare room next to

the kids. I guess we’re going to have to

put up a Presidential cottage on the lawn.”
“They wouldn’t expect that.”

“Oh, I know it’s nothing personal, but
the President always seems to have a
special residence. Eisenhower had a house
built for him right on that golf course in

Augusta. If a president requires a pri-

vate home just to play golf, then we’ll

have to be prepared. I mean we can’t

be just second best to the Republicans.”
“It’s complicated,” Pat agreed. “But

maybe we could just build a wing onto the
house. After all they are a small family.”
He sighed. “I wonder if good old Jack

realizes how much thought we’re giving
to him.” He dropped into a chair and
continued, “We’ll have to be careful about
little things. Suppose we’re in Washing-

ton, Jack’s guests, and I ask Jack if I

can borrow a car. I mean do I pay for the
gasoline and a pint of oil afterward? If I

do that, I offend my host. On the other hand,
it will be government property. We don’t
want to free-load on taxpayers’ money.”
“So take a cab.”
Peter grimaced. “It’d be fun, though, to

drive one of the President’s cars. Oh, well.”
And then he grinned. “I’ll tell you one
thing though. Jack won’t be able to take
any favors from us either. He can’t let

himself open to the charge of being influ-
enced. How about that! We go out to din-
ner with Jack and Jackie. The most
expensive place in town and you know I

can’t pick up the tab. But you know who
has to? Your brother.” He smiled again
and muttered, “What an ideal situation

—

the brother-in-law must always pick up
the tab.” In the bathroom, as he brushed
his teeth, Peter called, “Do you still have
that gift list? Read it out loud some more.
After all, we don’t want him to get Bobby’s
gift before he gets ours.”

“How about . . . ?”

Reading an assortment of items from
garden tools to monogrammed diapers,
Pat’s voice droned on punctuated regularly
with Peter’s grunt of disapproval. Then he
came over to the bed, took the list from her
hand, wadded the paper and threw it into
the corner. “Can’t go through life letting
other people think for us.” He turned off

the lamp and slid into bed.
“Now think, Pat.”
“I’m too exhausted.”
“Think.”
He stared at the night shadows on the

ceiling and for long minutes thought in si-

lence. Then, “I’ve got it. I’ve got just the
gift. It shows imagination . . . and it’s just

what they’ll need.”
“Well—”
“What does Jack like to do best? I mean

when he relaxes. When work’s over.” He
paused, then dramatically exclaimed,
“Football! He goes out and plays football.

Even the morning after the election re-
turns were in he went down to the beach
to play football.”

“So?”
“We’ll send him a football. The best one

ever made. Imported.” Peter said with
passion. “You know how it is when foreign
dignitaries visit the White House. They’re
exposed to all the American customs.
Roosevelt used to feed them toasted frank-
furters. But what happened afterward?
Just yakkety-yak. Now if Macmillan or
Khrushchev visit, Jack can get out this

football and casually say, ‘How about a lit-

tle scrimmage?’ ”

He waited for her reaction. The silence

was momentous. “You don’t like it?”

“Oh, of course, but I mean the gift

should be for both of them.”
Peter chuckled. “So we send Jackie a

first aid kit to go with the football. One of

those nice big ones that comes with splints

and everything. And with it we send a

nurse’s cap. Jackie would look great in a

nurse’s cap.”
Pat’s breathing seemed heavy. He

prodded her with his elbow. “So? What do
you think?”
“You know what I was thinking? I was

thinking how come we don’t have a new
house, too.”

Peter yawned, punched his pillow, rolled

over on his side and said, “Goodnight,
dear.” —Martin Cohen

[Editor’s Note: Any resemblance to ac-

tual people is intentional, but the story, if

true, is strictly coincidental.]

See Peter Lawford in Warner’s “Ocean’s
Eleven” and in United Artists’ “Exodus.”
He is also in the “The Thin Man” on TV.
Check your paper for time and station.
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WARNING
Continued from page 37

very sensitive and easily hurt. Like their

opposite signs, the Virgos, they definitely

like to be alone at times. Call it sulks,

withdrawal into a world of thoughts and
feelings they won’t let you follow—it’s still

a wall of silence. The other side is in-

tense need to be loved, and have loved
ones close. You are such a straightforward,
gay and courageous person, Debbie, you
may not find the true happiness you
seek. A comparison of your horoscope and
Harry’s shows some hidden or secretive

trait in him . . . Gale Storm should watch
her step from February to April, but it

will go better later in the year . . . and
watch Tony Perkins go places in 1961.

You will note that I’m not following
the Signs as they rotate on the Wheel of

the Zodiac, but have begun with those
having the strongest emphasis right now,
and then continuing in the same order.

PISCEANS (February 19-March

20) also include Elizabeth Taylor, who is

swept by great emotional tidal waves at

times. Her constant illnesses are clearly
shown in her horoscope, which indicates

! that she can expect further health anxieties
in the year ahead. Pisceans do have a
strong tendency to heavily dramatize their

illnesses, loving sympathy as they do, but I

am sorry to see that both Elizabeth and
Eddie Fisher (a Leo) have heavily afflicted

horoscopes. The strain he’s been under
could endanger his own health.

Pisceans, like Dean Stockwell, Dinah
Shore, David Niven, have keen hunches
about people, and are idealists. Also in

this sign are Betty Hutton, Desi Arnaz,
and Gordon MacRae.

AQUARIANS (January 20-Feb-

ruary 18) are the lucky ones this year

and should rise to a peak of popularity.
Romance and marriage are in the air for

them in 1961, so actually Jean Simmons
jumped the gun a bit on her horoscope by
getting married last November . . . for

Carol Lynley the stars promise happiness
in her marriage this month to Mike Sels-
man of the 20th Century-Fox press de-
partment in New York . . . Dodie Stevens’
horoscope also shows a strong emphasis
making her eligible for the spotlight of
romance and attention . . . and Lana Tur-
ner at long last settled the big question of
will-she-won’t-she marry Fred May. They
did wed in November. Unfortunately her
horoscope indicates a chance that she may
yet draw still more unfavorable publicity
on her troubled head. But whether this

centers on her indecisiveness over the
marriage, or other causes—Cheryl?—the
stars do not tell.

Fabian has an important decision due in
February. He seems anxious to expand, but
should wait out his present disturbing
planetary trends and let opportunities
come to him.
Paul Newman is due for wider popular-

ity next year, but right now conditions are
mixed. He should be content to hold pres-
ent gains. Personal satisfactions are under
pressure now.
Kim Novak, with heavy emphasis in

Aquarius, has had cause to be baffled by
the vagaries of a seven-year cycle about
to end which upset her personal relation-
ships. She will soon have opportunities for
warmer ties which are not so unpredict-
able. The Aquarians like people, but find it

difficult to center their feelings on one per-
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Anna, Pier Angeli
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Joe, Michael Craig; Connolly,

Bernard Lee; Davis, Geoffrey Keen; Marfind ale,
Laurence Naismith; Thompson, Russell Napier;
Travers, Alfred Burke; Patricia, Penelope Hor-
ner; Eddie, Brian Bedford; Gladys, Brian Mur-
ray; Alitk, Oliver Reed; Chuck, David Jarrett.

CINDERFELLA — Paramount. Directed by
Frank Tashlin: Fella, Jerry Lewis; Fairy God-
father, Ed Wynn; Stepmother, Judith Anderson;
Princess, Anna Maria Alberghetti; Maximilian,
Henry Silva; Rupert, Robert Hutton; Count
Basie, Himself.

EXODUS—U.A. Directed by Otto Preminger:
Ari Ben Canaan, Paul Newman; Kitty, Eva
Marie Saint; Gen. Sutherland

, Ralph Richardson;
Maj. Caldwell, Peter Lawford; Barak Ben
Canaan, Lee J. Cobb; Dov Landau, Sal Mineo;
Taha, John Derek; Mandria, Hugh Griffith; Laka-
vitch, Gregory Ratoff; Dr. Lieberman

,

Felix Ayl-
mer; Akiva, David Opatoshu; Karen, Jill

Haworth; Von Storch, Marius Goring; Jordana,
Alexandra Stewart; David, Michael Wager;
Mordekai, Martin Benson; Yaov, George Maharis.

FACTS OF LIFE, THE—U.A. Directed by
Melvin Frank: Larry Gilbert, Bob Hope; Kitty
Weaver, Lucille Ball; Mary Gilbert, Ruth Hus-
sey; Jack Weaver, Don De Fore; Charlie Bnsbee,
Louis Nye; Doc Mason, Philip Ober; Connie
Mason, Marianne Stewart; Thompson, Peter
Leeds; Myrtle Bnsbee, Hollis Irving; Gilbert
Maid, Louise Beavers; Airlines Clerk, William
Lanteau; Hotel Clerk, Robert F. Simon; Husband
in Motel, Mike Mazurki.

GRASS IS GREENER, THE—U-T. Directed by
Stanley Donen: Victor Rhyall, Cary Grant; Hil-
ary Rhyall, Deborah Kerr; Charles Delacro,
Robert Mitchum; Hattie, Jean Simmons; Sellers,
Moray Watson.

JOURNEY TO THE LOST CITY—A-I. Direct-
ed by Fritz Lang: Seta, Debra Paget; Allan
Burton, Paul Christian; Prince Chandra, Walter
Reyer; Ramagani, Claus Holm.

LOVE GAME, THE—Films Around the World.
Directed by Philippe de Broca: Victor, Jean-
Pierre Cassel; Suzanne, Genevieve Cluny; Fran-
cois, Jean-Louis Maury; Female Customer, Maria
Pacomo; Male Customer, Robert Vattier; Ency-
clopedia Salesman, Mario David; Widower,
Claude Cerval.

NORTH TO ALASKA—20th. Directed by
Henry Hathaway: Sam McCord, John Wayne;
George Pratt, Stewart Granger; Billy, Fabian;
Michele, Capucine; Frankie Canon, Ernie Kovacs;
Boggs, Mickey Shaughnessy; Lars Nordquist,
Karl Swenson; Logger Boss, John Qualen; Com-
missioner, Joe Sawyer.

TUNES OF GLORY—U.A. Directed by Ronald
Neame: Lt. Col. Sinclair, Alec Guinness; Lt.
Col. Barrow, John Mills; Moraa, Susannah York;
Maj. Scott, Dennis Price; Cpl. Fraser, John
Fraser; Mary, Kay Walsh; Capt. Cairns, Gordon
Jackson.

VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED, THE—M.G.M.
Directed by Wolf Rilla: Gordon Zellaby, George
Sanders; Anthea Zellaby, Barbara Shelley; Maj.
Alan Bernard, Michael Gwynne; Dr. Willers,
Laurence Naismith; David, Martin Stephens.
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Beggar, Allan Edwall; Boy, Ove Porath; The
Bridge Keeper, Axel Slangus; Frida, Gundrun
Brost; Simon, Oscar Ljung.
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Crandall, Jack Lemmon; Ensign Tommy Han-
son, Rick Nelson; Cmdr. Vandewater, John
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son. They love their individual freedom so
much that marriage interferes with their
personal freedom . . . Adlai Stevenson and
Tallulah Bankhead are Aquarians . . . You
Aquarians should get ready to expand from
March through August, and again in No-
vember and December.

TAUREANS (April 20-May 20)
like to stand pat and be comfortable—like
Bing Crosby and Perry Como. But in the
past seven years Taureans have been
prodded out of the rut. In some cases,
breaks with the past have caused anguish.
This was true of two divorced last year

—

Glenn Ford from Eleanor Powell and
Stewart Granger from Jean Simmons. And
my advice to Glenn Ford, at least, would
be not to rush into another marriage at
this time. On the more optimistic side, both
he and Granger can look forward soon to
inspiring travel, creative expression and
exciting new interests . . . But for the rest
of you Taureans, if you haven’t yet made
the major change that is due you in the
cycle ending this year, you can’t put it off

much longer. Otherwise it may come at

you suddenly in one last big push ... as
for Sandra Dee, Mark Damon, Rick Nel-
son, Shirley MacLaine, Harry Belafonte.

SCORPIANS (October 23-No-

vemher 21) are in a long cycle that can

either make them very creative (yet at

times negative, lonely and vaguely dissat-

isfied) or physically depleted. They are
normally hard-headed and know just what
they want and where they’re going, but the
changes they’ve had, like tbe Taureans,
have left them less sure of themselves . . .

At most other times you Scorpians are
such determined people that you’d best
watch it or you’ll seem to walk over the
rights of others . . . Famous Scorpians to

note this include Burt Lancaster, Katha-
rine Hepburn, Anthony Franciosa, Grace
Kelly and Gene Tierney . . . for Rock Hud-
son, a native of the sign, the planets
strongly favor marriage.

LEO (July 23-August 22) is the

royal sign of the Zodiac, and for these
Kings and Queens born under it there have
been some hectic and exciting years which
are nearly ended. This was their once-in-
a-lifetime chance to break old patterns and
freely express individuality. It’s interesting

that both Esther Williams and Arlene Dahl
are Leos. However, Fernando Lamas is a
Capricornian, and has had to swim against

deep undertow for two years. Esther, en-
joy your chance to play the Queen to the
hilt, but your cycle is just about over, so

don’t wait too long. Mr. Lamas has the in-

clinations for love and marriage this year.

The Leos enjoy the limelight and have a
tendency to upstage everyone, so this cycle

has been a field day for such natives as
Lucille Ball, John Saxon, Richard Egan,
Molly Bee, Robert Taylor, Don Murray.

VIRGOS (August 23-September

22) will take over the limelight from the

Leos in the year ahead. Theirs will be a

big whirl—a seven year cycle of upheaval
that is already under way. In fact, some
Virgoans, like Vice President-elect Lyndon
Johnson, have already experienced the

changes that are coming up for natives of

this sign.

If you have wondered what makes Tues-
day Weld the way she is, the explanation
is that she’s caught much of the tempera-
mental influence of the planet Uranus in

Leo, and now will catch it in full strength

in the coming years. She’s certainly going
all out in individual expression. And don’t
be surprised that she often wants “to be
alone.” That is a trait of another Virgo,
Great Garbo.
The Virgos are going to be swept out into

the spotlight, so they may as well get used
to it. They will be part of the new show
and with the new cast, breaking prece-
dents, expressing originality and giving
science new brilliance and adventure.

|

Frankie Avalon with a solid concentration
of planets in Virgo can expect to go far if

he makes wise use of his talents. A word of
caution to Virgoans: Don’t mistake wild-
ness, unconventionality or temperamental
behavior for real originality.

SAGITTARIANS (November 22-

Deeemher 21) have just had their big

year—a cycle of Jupiter which should have
put them in a favorable position to go on
now to consolidate their gains. True they
do have a new cycle of changing conditions
coming up, but since they love excitement,
change and a challenge, they will no doubt
welcome these with their usual exuber-
ance. Frank Sinatra and Mary Martin are
typical Sagittarians. The scrappy “V for !

Victory” Winston Churchill is an example
of their liking for a sporting fight.

GEMINIANS (May 21-June 21)
have our next president in their ranks, so
we will want to know what to expect from
him. This is a dual sign, as is Pisces, so
don’t look for consistency. The Geminians
are the best salesmen with the hard sell,

the double feature, and dexterity with
words. Mr. Nixon should have known it is

almost impossible to out-talk a Geminian
when he is out to back you in a corner.
They love to be on the go, and they want
plenty of variety, and have the skill to

juggle two or more projects at the same
time. They thrive on distractions, new ideas
and travel. They can talk both ways at

once, and if you don’t like the first plan,

they can come up with a half a dozen
others. But their interest wanes quickly if

they have to listen. They love to be in the
know, they are great mixers with all kinds
of people, and enjoy wit and fun.

You can see why Marilyn Monroe has
been picking the wrong mates. She is a
Geminian but she picked two husbands
who didn’t care for fishbowl living. Oddly
enough both Arthur Miller, her estranged
husband, and the amusing Yves Montand
are Librans. The latter is a triple threat

charmer of this sign of charm.
Geminis—imaginative, full of curiosity,

inventive—include Tony Curtis, Pat Boone,
Roz Russell, James Darren, Jeanne Crain.

LIBRA (September 23-October

22) has The Scales for its symbol. It sig-

nifies that the diplomatic Librans like to

look at both sides of a question and keep
things balanced. They love peace so much
they often refrain from making a judgment
or decision which would tip the scales.

They have just gone through a long period

of doubts, anxiety and idealism, and yearn
to escape from involvement in a brash and
strident world. President Eisenhower, a Li-

bran, will welcome the relief from making
decisions. -

The Librans have had a critical time and
it is not entirely over. In September they

will have to take the initiative.

By September, Mars, the planet of war,

strife and action, will be in Libra—bring-

ing to a climax many problems for Arians,

Capricornians and Cancerians. This sparks

into action many leaders, countries and in-

dividuals. Hold on, here we go! The End
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NOBODY KNOWS
ABOUT JERRY

AND ME
Continued, from page 54

miles away from my old studio. Funny,
isn’t it, the way life can play tricks on you?
Two miles away from my old studio, and
they won’t let me past the front gate. I’d

give anything, anything if they’d just give

me a chance again. My life was stopped

—

stopped dead. And if it weren’t for Jerry, I

don’t know how I’d have gone on.

I keep remembering the day that I

walked off the lot at Universal Studios. I

didn’t want to leave. I was just a kid, and
everyone made such a fuss over me. I loved
singing and acting—and dressing up in all

the costumes that the studio designed for

me. I was a pampered prodigy, and, believe

me, I adored every minute of it! But my
agent thought it would be best for me to

leave and make a personal appearance
tour.

The tour was a success, but when I

wanted to go back to the studio and begin
working in pictures again, they wouldn’t
let me in. I’ll never forget how I had to get
an official pass to get past the guard at the
gate. The studio had changed hands, and I

was no longer welcomed there.
I was so hurt, and so lost. I didn’t know

where to turn. Since the day I had been
discovered for pictures, my life had been
like a fairy tale. Now that I think of it, I

must have been the envy of every young
girl who read about me or saw me on the
screen. But if they could have only known
how I felt during those horrible lost

months and years when I struggled to find
myself again.
When I had just about reached my low-

est ebb, a miracle happened. I met Dick
Blayton, the most wonderful, sensitive un-
derstanding guy I had ever known. We fell

in love, and living was a joy again. I felt

like a brand-new person—I was carefree,
happy and completely at peace. My career
no longer seemed important, all I could
think of was being Dick’s wife and raising
his kids.

He was a flyer in Korea, and almost at
the end of his tour of duty. We planned to
get married right after he flew his final

mission—just as soon as he could get
started as a commercial photographer
again. I was going to be Mrs. Richard
Blayton, and that was all I wanted and all

I cared about.
But he never returned from that mission.
I was home the night the telegram came

—home writing a letter to Dick full of de-
tails about the wedding.

I didn’t cry at first, not even when I saw
Daddy pick up my unfinished letter and
stuff it in his sweater pocket. Then I

couldn’t stop crying. I couldn’t believe that
our love had come to an end, and then I

felt as though the whole world had come
to an end. Dick was gone . . . his life was
finished, stopped . . . my life was fin-
ished. . . .

But my life wasn’t finished. I had to go
on living—waking up in the morning, eat-
ing, sleeping, listening to people talking,
seeing them drive by our house. That was
the hardest part of all—forcing myself to
pretend that I cared.
But little by little, of course, I did begin

to care again. Slowly the pretense faded,
and I began to pick up the threads of my
life. I thought about simple things at first,

and then more important matters came
into focus. My life began to take shape. But
what was I going to do?

If I had felt lost before I met Dick, now
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PERSONALITY

Continued from page 47

candid pictures of you. This will show
you how you look to others.

• promise your best friend you won’t get
angry if she tells you what she thinks
your faults are.

• don’t make a move. Look down at your
legs right now. Are you sitting gracefully?

• re-charge yourself ... fill your conver-
sation with knowledge of some new books.

• watch your favorite movie star on the
screen . . . the way she sits, moves, talks.
(The way the Debs did.) Take what fits

and adapt it to your own personality.

• two Hollywood beauty charm tricks that
help when you’re nervous: tip your chin
a little higher and try smiling with your
eyes.

• stop three times a day and ask yourself:
Is my personality pleasing right now?

• stop worrying, everybody has a person-
ality—including you. Now, to find out
more about yours, take the quiz on page 48.

Remember, you don’t have to be a nobody.
Like the Deb Stars, you, too, can seem
beautiful!

—

Evelyn Pain

When Carole Wells arrived at the Deb
Star Ball, no one knew she was nervous.

See her in “National Velvet” on TV.

CarolChrislensen :“1 spell beautyw-o-r-k.”
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I was really at the bottom of a pit. I racked
my brains trying to think what I might
have been doing if I’d never been an ac-
tress, if I’d never met Dick. Finally, when
I had begun to think that I would be com-
pletely useless to myself and my family, I

got a glimmer of hope. A nurse! I’d always
wanted to be a nurse! Why not became one
now? But, of course, it wasn’t practical for
me to go to nursing school. I couldn’t spare
the time. I couldn’t wait to get started. And
before I really had the chance to make any
plans, a dentist friend of the family made
my decision for me.
"The girl in my office is going away on a

few months’ leave of absence,” he said.
“Why don’t you come up and fill in for
her?”
But I soon found that being a dental as-

sistant was far from being a nurse. I kept
myself busy around the office, and I was
pretty good at it, too- But what was the
use of kidding myself? It wasn’t what I

really wanted.
I still remember the day I left as clearly

as if it were yesterday. A patient came into
the office at about three in the afternoon,
and after staring at me for several minutes
he finally spoke.
“Excuse me, but aren’t you Gloria

Jean?”
I don’t know what I expected him to say,

but I was almost afraid to answer. When I

managed a smile and a feeble “yes,” he
grinned, pleased with his discovery, and
asked, “Aren’t you ever going to make a
picture again?”

I froze right on the spot. I felt as though
I’d been accused of some horrible crime.
When I left the office two hours later, I left

for good.
The very next morning I went to an em-

ployment agency. But even there the man
who interviewed me recognized me, and
said, “Gloria Jean . . . well, my goodness,
why aren’t you back in pictures?”
What could I say? Couldn’t he under-

stand? You’d think that a man in his po-
sition would have known how hard it was
to get a ]ob, any job. It seemed that no one
understood. Dick would have, but . . . but
I was alone now. I’d have to solve my
problem in my own wav.
He finally suggested that a hostess job in

a cafe might work out right for me. It

seemed like a good idea, and I went home
to wait for a call. No call. No word. No
job. Not even much hope.

I began to dread going to the market,
the drug store, the bank. I knew people
were talking about me. I knew it would
happen, and I knew what they were say-
ing: “Gloria Jean’s lost her voice . . . she’s
gotten fat . . her curly red hair has fallen
out.” That’s what they were saying, but
how could I tell them they were wrong? I

wanted to tell them to stop it, that I’d act
again someday.
Sometimes they’d speak to me—stran-

gers, clerks, customers. “What are you do-
ing now?” they’d inquire. “Have you given
up your career?” I’d just smile evasively
and say anything I thought would shut
them up. I don’t know whether they meant
well or not. I didn’t care. All I knew was
that I was dying inside. I’d have given any-
thing at that point just to get my foot in-
side the door that had shut behind me.

I set out a few days later to see a man
who had been a supporting player in one
of my pictures. By this time he had become
an executive in bne of the major studios. I

was sure that he would be able to help me.
But the minute I stepped into his office

he greeted me with, “I suppose you want
work.”
“Why, why, yes, I do,” I replied, stunned.
“Well,” he said, standing up abruptly to

indicate that there would be no interview,
“talk to my producer.”
When I returned home that day, I went

into my bedroom, closed the door and just

sat. If crying would have helped, I’d have
cried. But this wasn’t something that was
completely shocking and unacceptable like
Dick’s death. This was something that was
fact, established fact, and I felt that nothing
could help it or change it. I think now that
that afternoon—those hours in my bed-
room—were the most awful of my life.

I’d been just hanging around the house
doing nothing, absolutely nothing, for al-
most a week when my sister Bonnie coaxed
me into going to a luncheon with her at
the Tahitian Restaurant.

It was a lovely afternoon, and I was be-
ginning to come out of my shell and enjoy
myself. Just as we were finishing dessert
and coffee, one of the owners came over to
me. He said he’d like to talk to me.
The upshot of our chat was a job for me

as—of all things—a part-time hostess in his
restaurant. I agreed to work for him im-
mediately, of course. I laughed to myself
when I remembered how I had waited for
that call from the employment agency. But
this I had done on my own, which made it

seem doubly worthwhile. I thought it was
a sign that my luck was changing, that
maybe I was in for a streak of good luck
now.
As I said, I wear a sarong for this job

which made working doubly exciting for
me at the beginning. When I got dressed in
costume to go to work, it seemed almost as
if I were an actress again dressing for a
scene. Of course, it was always the same
costume and the same scene, but I liked the
surroundings.
But I’m afraid that soon enough my old

longings came back. Seeing actors and ac-
tresses night after night began to get me
down. I watched the customers ask for au-
tographs night after night, every time they
saw a star. No one asked me, of course.

I guess I was feeling a little bitter the
night the reporter came in and said that he
wanted to interview me. I was so afraid
that it was a joke, some sort of a gag. But
it was no joke. The reporter was on the
level, and he wanted to do a story about
me. He knew who I was—or who I used to
be, I guess I should say.
And that’s how it happened—how it all

started with Jerry. He saw the item in the
paper and he called me.

I couldn’t sleep the night before our ap-
pointment. I kept wondering if he would
help me, if he’d really have a part and
think I was right for it. Or would I walk
out empty-handed again?
When I walked into his office the next

day and saw him smiling, I was speech-
less. I just stared at him and shook my
head. I can imagine what he must have
thought! But the important thing is that he
wanted to help me. He’s going to give me
a chance to get started on my career again.

Of course, it’ll just be a chance, the hard
work will have to come from me. But I’m
willing to work twenty-six hours a day if

I have to. And I’ve kept my job at the
Tahitian, too. I’m not taking any chances
on having to look for a new job in case
things don’t work out. But hostessing is a

pleasure now!
And as for Patti . . . well, I’ve wanted to

tell her how I feel about Jerry, but I just

didn’t know how. I think this is the best

way. I’m sure she realizes that he is one
of the kindest, most unselfish men in the
world. He’s the only other man I’ve ever
met that I would compare to Dick.

And about him being late for dinner that

night . . . I’m sorry about that. I never re-

alized that when I finally did start talking,

I didn’t stop for two hours! But please un-
derstand, Patti. After all, those were two of

the most important hours of my whole life.

—Gloria Jean as told to Vi Swisher

Be sure to see Gloria and Jerry in “The
Ladies Man” for Paramount. And Jerry is

also in Paramount’s comedy, “CinderFella.”



JEAN HARLOW
Continued from page 40

I suppose it is natural that Jean comes
back to me tonight in pictures. Vivid pic-

tures. The night I first saw her when Paul
Bern brought her to a party at Colleen

Moore’s. We laughed a little about her that

night, not realizing that she was painfully

shy and trying her poor young best to live

up to Jean Harlow. We didn’t mean to be
unkind, but we had seen her in “Hell’s An-
gels” and we didn’t know anything about
her and she was wearing such a very, very
seductive black dress and a big black hat

with a rakish feather and we said, “Paul
will go in for all the ‘bad girls’ of the

screen, won’t he?” None of us knew how
horrible a reason lay behind that habit of

Paul’s nor into what depths of hell it would
lead the shining young blonde he intro-

duced to us that night.

Then we came to know her well and
she began to be herself, and we found
her gay and sweet and terribly shy and a

little bewildered by this glamor girl, Jean
Harlow. But delighted, too. Laughing a
little, amazed at this sudden tremendous
success, terribly excited about it all,

reaching out hungrily, as any girl would,
for the applause and the fame and the

luxury, with a bright pride that she had
done all this herself—at nineteen—twen-
ty. That was the young Jean I knew then

—but other pictures haunt my memory of

her tonight. Jean, so quaintly staid and
grown-up, the day after her marriage to

Paul Bern. Determined to show Paul’s

friends that he had married not just a
glamor girl, but a girl who would be a

worthy wife. And later Jean, shaking
with stage fright the first time I inter-

viewed her over the radio, and talking

afterwards about her “morning marketing”
and the price of eggs and carrots. Very
pleased with herself, very domestic. The
look of shame for him and pity for him
in her eyes one night when Paul Bern
made a stupid, jealous scene for no reason
at all.

But that last picture of Jean, one day
in a garden high on a mountain top, talk-

ing of her love for Bill Powell, that is the
most vivid. I am glad it is. I like to re-
member her like that. The rainbow almost
in her grasp. I wish only—as I am sure
Bill Powell wishes now—that they hadn’t
been afraid, hadn’t been cautious, hadn’t
played safe—to be sure of their happiness
before they took it. If they could have
seen how short the time was for happi-
ness, I don’t think they would have waited.
And I wish Jean might have been a wife

—

a real wife—married to the man she loved
as she wanted to be, even if only for a
little while before the curtain fell.

(Editor’s note: Jean’s death was an odd
tragedy. At fourteen, she’d had polio and
though she recovered, the disease impaired
her cough reflex. She was not able to

cough up anything foreign that drained
into her system. She was working on a
movie when an infected tooth dripped its

poison into her body. This seems to be
what caused the uremic poisoning that
killed her.)

Paul Bern and the dragon of unfavorable
publicity robbed her of all that.

The suicide note

There has been so much said of the
“mystery” of Paul Bern’s suicide only two
months after he married Jean Harlow.
So much has been made of the suicide
note he left which read “Dearest Dear:
Unfortunately this is the only way to
make good the frightful wrong I have
done you and to wipe out my abject
humiliation. I love you. Paul. You under-
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stand last night was only a comedy.”
I have never been able to see any mys-

tery about it—nor anything mysterious
nor difficult to understand about that note
which lay beside his dead body.

I believe and told Jean that I believed
that she knew exactly what the note
meant. And I have always believed that

Paul, if he could have known what his

death and that note did to Jean, if he
could have come back when the frightful

mental anguish that drove him to death
was over, would have wanted it all told

no matter what it meant to him. For he
was the kindest man who ever lived and,
except in mental torment that wiped out
all thought, he could not have done so

cruel a thing to the girl he idolized.

And so now that they are both gone, it

seems a simple thing to read—though Jean
would allow a thousand misunderstandings
rather than speak one word that would
touch the name of her dead husband with
that “abject humiliation” of which he
wrote.
He had done her a “frightful wrong.”

For when he married her he had denied
her wifehood and motherhood and he
knew it and she did not. It was no fair

bargain, for Jean did not know.
I will tell you now, for her sake, why

I am so sure of that. You see it happened
that I did know. For Barbara LaMar

r

was the dearest friend I ever had—and
Paul Bern had once wanted to marry Bar-
bara. But he was fairer with Barbara, he
told her the truth, and asked her to form
with him a mental and spiritual marriage.
And Barbara, who was a wise and worldly
woman, told him then in loving words

—

for she did love him dearly—that even if

such a marriage were possible to her it

would never be to him—and had refused.

What he didn’t tell her

When he fell in love with Jean Harlow—
perhaps he remembered Barbara—he did
not tell her. Knowing, I was deeply con-
cerned, but I didn’t know Jean Harlow as
well then as I came to know her later. I

thought she must know. I thought it

wasn’t possible that Jean Harlow, as I had
seen her on the screen, could be ignorant
of anything so vital about a man with
whom she had been close friends for years.
I didn’t realize that Jean Harlow was sick
to death of the passion and desire of men
that poured upon her because of the parts
she played, the way she looked, and that
her whole soul bowed in gratitude to the
man who loved her for herself, for her
mind and spirit, and not for her body.
The love she had for him glowed with joy
because of his respect, his fineness, his
lack of demands. That made the truth
more bitter.

It was a frightful wrong to marry a
young, vital, normal girl who loved him

—

who wanted children, as he knew. To
shut her off from the thing to which every
woman has a right. But there were many
strange, deep, dark sides to the brilliant

mind and tortured heart of a man like

Paul. He had seen life for years through
dark mists of pain and frustration. His
soul must have been warped—into unbe-
lievable tenderness and pity for those in

trouble or pain, into bleeding pride and
longing.

And so, loving Jean, he reached out and
took at last the thing he wanted, hoping,
believing, making himself believe, that
somehow it would work out.

It was like Jean that when she knew the
truth she never faltered. This normal
young girl found herself stranded in a
morass of abnormality. Found herself
looking at the strangest, bleakest path
through life—years of life to come. But

p she was loyal and loving and tender, she
was tom with pity for the man who had
done her this frightful wrong. She didn’t

7 o

whimper. No one suspected that there was
anything wrong.
But Paul Bern didn’t realize, I am sure,

what his death would do to Jean.
She had to fight then for her success, her

good name, or be trampled completely by
life. And it was a bitter and desperate
fight. The shock nearly killed her. The
manner of his going was added horror

—

and the thought that, through no fault of
her own, it had been because of her that
life was no longer bearable to him. Then,
sharp as a knife in her back, was his be-
trayal of her—leaving her alone to face
the consequences of his act. Flinging her
to the world to be judged, discussed, pitied,

perhaps condemned. And for days and
nights she went back over it all, wonder-
ing what she could have done to prevent
it, wondering if she had failed in some
way, weeping her heart out in shame and
hurt and pity.

A prison of fear

And there was nothing left to her except
her work—and perhaps not that. Stars
had been killed on the screen by much
lesser scandals. Her studio protected
magnificently and Jean obeyed their com-
mands. She was not to go out to any
place of amusement for six months at least.

It is hard to understand unless you know
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Hollywood. But she lived in a prison
made by Paul’s suicide. By the fear of

scandal. By the fear of misunderstanding.
The public had forgiven her much. They
loved her—they wanted her. But she was
still Jean Harlow, who on the screen ex-
emplified the hard-boiled ruthless girl

who broke men’s hearts without thought.
She represented sex appeal and glamor
and wild freedom. It was impossible that

in some measure she shouldn’t be identi-

fied with the parts she played—and she
knew that and it hurt. But it was part

of success—and she knew that, too.

Every move she made was made in the
glare of that spotlight. If she made a
mistake—if she ever was involved in the
slightest little thing—who knew what
might happen?
Now remember Jean was only twenty-

two then. Remember her eagerness for

life. Remember that unhappiness had been
forced upon her. As great as was the
shock, she naturally and normally wanted,
after a few months, to laugh again, to go
where people were gathered, to have a
simple good time. But she could not. For
six solid months she literally never went
anywhere—just sat home, a vital fun-lov-
ing girl of twenty-two.
Naturally enough, as soon as she could

go out, she fancied herself in love again.

So she married her good friend—and Paul

Bern’s. Her marriage to Hal Rosson was
a marriage of escape. It would all be
easier if she were married. For every time
she spoke to a man, every time she went
out anywhere, every time she had a friend
—headlines reported it. There wasn’t a mo-
ment when she could have any normal,
everyday living—when she could do the
things that you and I can do.
Jean Harlow had success—and she had

her mother. Her mother was compensa-
tion for almost everything. But Jean was
a woman—and she wanted love and life

and she was too young to be satisfied with-
out them, too young and vital and imagi-
native and hungry.
You see, caution wasn’t natural to Jean.

She was always a gambler. Always reck-
lessly generous. But caution had been
forced upon her. And all her days after
Paul’s death were cautious days and this

cautious marriage with Rosson which
hadn’t enough vitality to support itself,

and which she never should have made,
was part of it all.

Work—and the kind things she could
do. Those kept her alive. And she was
always doing kind things. I know that
she once said to me, “If I never inten-
tionally hurt anyone I shan’t be afraid of

whatever comes.”
The world may know now where the

money came from that so mysteriously
appeared in Hollywood to send a sick

child to the country—to perform an opera-
tion—to buy a little home—to send a boy
to college. It was Jean’s money but al-

ways without a name—and always, al-

ways, with the one provision that it wasn’t
to be paid back to the giver but that

some day, if possible, it was to be “passed
on” to someone else in need. It may be
that many who read this will think for a
moment and know how much they owe
Jean Harlow.

“I want a chance”

“I want,” she said passionately to me,
in the last long talk we had, “I want to

play Marie Antoinette. I want real parts.

I’ve fought and fought—and begged and
begged. I’ve learned to act. I want a
chance—just one real chance.”
And she did fight for it—and it was a

bitter irony that the success and the career
which she fought for never flowered

—

never, in her own mind, was worthy of

the sacrifices she made for it. She would
have been so much happier if she could
have spent her time being simple, having
good food and laughter. She loved the
sun—but they made her stay out of it be-
cause she burned so easily. She loved food

but could not have what she wanted be-
cause of the necessity of preserving the
Harlow figure. And she loved Bill Powell.

“I want to write—really write well. I

want to write a good book,” she said.

“And I want babies. I want to be married,

as happy women are, and I want to have
children. I want to be to some child what
my mother has been to me. I want to

really love—the one man of my life. That
should come to every woman. I’ve had

—

many things. But the great things of life

I’ve never had—a man to love and to love

me, a child of my own, a book in which
to speak my heart. I want the rest of my
life to make up for the things I’ve missed
—do you think it will?”

And tonight I wish so very much that

when she and Bill Powell met they had
been reckless and utterly happy, and had
married and known sweet, decent, normal
happiness and trust.

Funny, thinking of her out there alone
tonight, whistling in the dark, I just can’t

help thinking she had that coming to her.

But she knows many things now that we
don’t know, and perhaps the years to come
will be for her, sweeter and fuller than
we ever dreamed. The End



A HEART IN EXILE

Continued, from page 42

Slender, dressed in a military uniform
that emphasizes his proud bearing, he

seems tall and invincible. Then, with the

first rays of morning light, a tiredness

around his shoulders, the tiredness of his

long wait, begins to show.
Below, in the narrow streets, silent

people wait—hundreds of them. They be-

gin to chant a prayer.

Upstairs, a twenty-two-year-old Queen
also prays. Isolated in her pain, she can
draw no comfort from the knowledge that

the delivery room in which she lies was
once dedicated by her husband’s former
wife, another Queen who also hoped that

one day she would be lying there. “Please,

please, Allah,” she prays, “make it a boy.”

Upon her prayer rested a country’s des-

tiny. The people of Iran prayed with her.

Half a world away

Half a world away, a small Hollywood
dinner party. A beautiful, dark-haired
woman dances. She laughs up at her escort,

movie actor Hugh O’Brian. Her laughter
seems to bring relief to the others in the
room. But if her heart is heavy, the young
woman offers no explanations. There is

no explanation for loneliness. . .

Three years ago, the day was gray, not
that it would have mattered to Queen So-
raya and the Shah of Iran. For they had
already learned to live with gray days, and
the days had been gray for a long, long
time. For months before, even when the
Shah did not talk about it, Soraya knew,
knew deep within her heart, that it was
but a matter of time; her marriage was
doomed.
Palace pressures were being brought to

bear upon the Shah. “Divorce her,” he was
told, and although he refused, in their

hearts they both knew their love must end.
The Shah could not fight them forever.
The pressures had nothing to do with

love. It did not matter that they loved each
other deeply, were more in love than when
they married seven years ago. In matters
of state, in decisions of diplomacy, love
does not matter. What mattered was So-
raya had not provided an heir.

This was her responsibility; from the be-
ginning she knew this. But when you’re in

love . . . and you’re young. . . .

Theirs had been a fairly-tale romance.
She was just eighteen, a schoolgirl in her
ways, wide-eyed and shy. The Shah was
thirty-two, tall, handsome, strong and wise.
He had ended his marriage to Queen
Fawzia, who had been sister of the King
of Egypt. It was no secret that this was a
marriage arranged for political reasons

—

though happy. When it ended, after only
one child, a daughter, was born, no one
was surprised. “In Iran,” they said, “only a
boy can succeed to the throne. It is the law
of our country.” But behind this statement,
the stories repeated themselves. “It was not
a marriage of love. . . . Just as King Farouk
pressured for the marriage, he pressured
for the end of his sister’s marriage . . . He
wants a divorce, he thinks it will look bet-
ter for him if two Moslem leaders divorce
. .

.” and so the rumors ran. Some true,

some not so true.

Soraya heard them; in the diplomatic
circle to which her father belonged, she
heard them say: “The Shah must find a
new queen. He must marry.” But how? At
first they presented to him beautiful, eligi-

ble girls, but when the Shah showed no
interest, they gradually stopped.
For the shy, dark-haired girl, overhear-

ing these stories, those girls were beyond
envy. At fifteen, one cannot dream so big a
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dream, and Soraya was fifteen. And per-
haps it was good, for what would that little

girl of fifteen have done if she knew a
dream could end so heart-breakingly?
She was not thinking of that, she was

so happy, that day, three years later, when
she, Soraya Esfandiari, the daughter of an
Iranian diplomat, became the Queen of
Iran.

“This time he marries for love,” the ru-
mors swiftly ran and for days after the
wedding, the entire kingdom celebrated
and offered prayers of thanks for the good
fortune of their young ruler.

The whispers begin

She was happy. More important, the
Shah was happy. It was a deep, passionate
union. But as the years passed and they
were not blessed with children, Soraya
knew! Knew without hearing the whispers
what was being said. Knew from the sad
look in the Shah’s eyes that his advisors
had been talking to him about it. Even
when, at first, the advisors didn’t come
right out and say it.

Instead, they said: “She shouldn’t travel
so much,” when they saw pictures of the
Shah and her at Sun Valley, on the Rivie-
ra, in Rome or Paris. “The Shah is a busy
man with many responsibilities. She should
settle down and make a home for him.”
They didn’t have to add: “. . . and have a
baby.”
She learned early to confide in only a

few and so only her closest friends knew
the secret reasons and the meaning behind
her many trips. For the others, they did
not know. And for Soraya and the Shah,
they learned that from a doctor’s office, all

countries look alike, especially when the
answer is the same.

It grew harder to smile and pretend that
it didn’t matter, that the next doctor,
surely, would say everything would be all

right, a baby would be born. But finally

they both had to face the problem.
Almost desperately, the Shah called to-

gether his advisors and pleaded: “Amend
the law. Permit a woman to succeed to the
throne, Soraya or Princess Shahnaz, Faw-
zia’s daughter.” Behind his words, a silent

plea: “Help me, help me save my mar-
riage.”

In answer, they quoted their prohpet,
Mohammed. “The tribe that constitutes a
woman as its ruler will not find redemp-
tion.” They could not, would not change
the law that had governed their land for

2,500 years.
The Shah didn’t tell her their decision,

but she could tell, the way a woman can
tell the thoughts of the one she loves, from
an expression in his eyes, from the way he
watches when he thinks she doesn’t notice,

from the way he reaches suddenly for her
hand and holds it tightly without speaking.
She knew him so well that she knew the
answer. And he knew she had guessed, and
he couldn’t help her.

She cried, remembered Fawzia, and
fought for her marriage. She, Soraya,
would disclaim all right to the throne, she
declared, if they would name the Shah’s
nephew as his successor.
But that, too, could not be done. “It must

be a direct descendant, the son of the rul-
ing Shah,” they said. No one added, every-
one knew: If there were no hereditary
successor to the throne, there could be a
struggle for power, and Iran might col-

lapse.

It seemed hopeless, but she was a woman
in love . . . and so she hoped. And in the
late afternoon, when the Shah would come
to find her and they would walk the quiet
tree-shaded paths in the palace gardens,
she was silent, fearful that the words might
burst out. The words, which must have
been always in her mind, repeated over
and over, but never spoken aloud. And he

thought them, too. He could abdicate, give
up his throne, live in exile. But the strug-
gle was bigger than a man, a husband who
loved his wife. His struggle was that of a
ruler, a leader of millions of people.

A desperate question

There was no answer. So they delayed.
The Shah put off his advisors, tried to gain
time. Then, one final, desperate effort to
keep her. Would she agree, he asked,
hesitantly, to his taking a second wife? It

was allowed under Moslem law. But So-
raya loved too deeply, she could not say
yes.

His country grew impatient. They had
waited seven and a half years, they could
wait no longer. A decision was demanded,
a decision that was no longer the Shah’s to

make.
On March 14, 1958, the Shah, bluntly, not

trying to hide his hurt, announced to his
country and to the world: “Ignoring my
personal feelings for the sake of my na-
tion’s interests, I have separated from my
beloved wife, loyal friend and sweetheart.”
He said no more, there was nothing more

to be said.

From Soraya, at first, there was silence.

Then, from Germany, where she had gone
to be with her parents, she spoke, simply,
honestly: “I shall always love the Shah.
But I have cried enough these last few
months. I am now going away for a short
holiday.”

RETARDED
CHILDREN
CAN BE HELPED

The country wept. The people had deeply
loved their beautiful young Queen, and
they made no pretense of their affection for

her now.
Whether Soraya and the Shah still had

hope that their personal problem could be
solved, neither said. But neither seemed
eager for a new romance. Soraya went on
her holiday, and the court tried, hope-
lessly, to find a new bride for the Shah.
But it wasn’t easy. He hardly seemed to

listen, not even to his own daughter, and
finally they gave up trying. What could
they do? “After all, the Shah is the Shah,”
the Prime Minister said. “No one can very
well go to him and say, ‘I know a nice girl

for you.’ ” And besides, they all knew that

for the Shah, no one could ever replace

Soraya.

A new queen

But Soraya must have known that one
fearful day another woman would have to

take her place as Queen. How she felt

later when she read the newspaper ac-
counts of her ex-husband meeting with a

young Iranian student named Farah and
the rumors of an engagement she never
revealed even to those closest to her.

The Shah had met Farah at a meeting
planned by his daughter and her husband.
She was a student at the L’Ecole Speciale
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d’Architecture in Paris and had gone one
day to the Iranian Embassy to discuss her
student allowance. There, by accident, she

met Ardeshir Zahedi, the Shah’s son-in-

law.
Zahedi was so impressed with Farah’s

beauty and intelligence that he arranged a
second interview with her so his wife, the

Shah’s daughter, could meet her. After that

meeting, Shahnaz and Farah become fast

friends and Shahnaz tried to persuade her
father to meet her. She finally broke down
his indifference, and to please his daughter,

he gave in. “But there must be no rumors,”
he warned. The meeting would take place

at his mother’s palace.

And on the date set, he arrived, a little

late, not really caring, at the Villa Shemi-
ran. Farah was already there.

Afterwards, Farah said: “I was very ex-
cited. My heart beat even faster when the
Shah arrived. At first, he paid scarcely any
attention to me. But after dinner he asked
me many questions. I was embarrassed,
and felt myself blushing.”
“Can you ride? Can you ski?” the Shah

asked, all the things he and Soraya had
done together.

Farah shook her head. “No, but I should
like to learn,” she answered and, for the
first time, the Shah smiled, not unkindly.
After that dinner, nothing was said.

Farah returned to Paris and to her studies.

She met the Shah once after that at a re-
ception given by the Shah in Paris for
Iranian students, and then, again eight
months later, at a third meeting in Te-
heran, where it was decided that she would
become the third wife of the Shah of Iran.

But before the engagement was to be
made public, the Shah wrote a letter to

Soraya, a short note, its contents private,

just the final words of a man to the woman
he had once loved, perhaps still did. And
with the letter, a promise. He would see
that for the rest of her life she would be
secure. It was rumored that there was a
settlement of $67,000, some said $140,000,

and $1,000 a week as long as she lived tax
free. And her jewels, over a million dollars
worth. A final gift, the gift of a man who
could no longer promise anything more
despite his continued love, a love he could
not seem to hide, not even from Farah, his

future wife.

Of this Farah never spoke, except once
in Paris on the eve of her wedding, when
she said wistfully to a newspaper woman:
“Will he ever love me as much as he loved
her?”
She did not expect an answer, no one

could give her one, not yet, for though the
Shah never spoke of his feelings and tried

to hide them, sometimes a gesture, a quick
reaction would give him away.
Like the day, some time after his mar-

riage to Farah when he was being inter-
viewed by a foreign magazine writer, and
the man asked: “Do you love Farah as
much as you loved Soraya?”
The Shah stared coldly at the man and

didn’t answer, but the writer persisted:
“Are you really in love with Farah?”

In a flat, harsh voice, the Shah answered:
“Yes,” and turned away and left, ending
the interview. An Iranian, present at the
time, said later: “Anyone could see what
His Majesty really meant.”

He didn’t forget

And it seemed obvious, too, to those close
to Soraya that, quietly, from behind the
scenes, the Shah continued to control her
life. “There was Orsini, wasn’t there?” they
said to prove it. Raimondo Orsini, the
handsome, young Roman Prince whom
Soraya had been seen with constantly in

December, just before the Shah’s marriage.
The couple had seemed serious at the time.
Orsini had even received permission from
the Vatican to marry Soraya provided she
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became a Catholic, and it was known that
Soraya had gone several times to talk with
the priest in the church near her villa.

Then, as the Christmas holidays—and the
Shah’s wedding—approached, while every-
one waited for the announcement of the
wedding, Soraya left Rome—alone.
What happened? No one knew for sure.

It may have been, as some said, that the
Shah did not think the Roman Prince Or-
sini was important enough for Soraya, or
as others rumored, perhaps he didn’t want
her to marry anyone at this time when his

own marriage to Farah was so near. Or
there might have been still another reason
—jealousy. One thing seemed sure: The
Shah was behind the breakup. “He still

cares,” they said.

Why else would Soraya’s mother, Count-
ess Eva Esfandiari, always travel with her.
She had important duties of her own as the
wife of Iran’s Ambassador to West Ger-
many. “It would have to be something
very important, something,” they sug-
gested, “like a command from the Shah,
to keep the Countess away from her
duties. It was that he wanted someone
always with Soraya, someone he could
trust, who would follow his orders in case
something . . . someone . . . interfered in
Soraya’s life,” they explained. “The Shah
doesn’t want that to happen just yet.”

Was it that the Shah and Soraya had
made a private promise to one another?
“For what other reason would Soraya
wait?” they asked, reviving the rumor
that had already once been denied by the
palace—that Farah had signed a divorce
agreement before the wedding in case she
did not produce a male heir. “The Shah
wants to be free in that case to return to

Soraya,” they said.

Whether these rumors were true or not,

they all came to an end on October 31st,

1960. For on that day, Queen Farah,
amidst the prayers of an entire king-
dom and a forty-one cannon salute, gave
birth to an eight-pound, thirteen-ounce
son named Reza Cyrus Ali.

Smiling through her tears, the young
mother, assured now of her position as
Queen, whispered: “I have done it! I have
done it!” and to her husband as he knelt
and kissed her forehead, “I did not give
you a good enough birthday present but I

think I have made up for it.”

Halfway around the world, the news still

unknown to her, Soraya waited alone in

Hollywood, California, and it was not until

the following day, while having lunch with
her friend Jane Del Amo, that the news
reached Soraya. It came suddenly, through
a telephone-call brought to her at her

table. At first she was not able to under-
stand what the voice on the other end of
the phone was saying.
“A comment on what?” she asked.
“Why, haven’t you heard?” the reporter

asked. “The Shah is the father of a son.”
Her voice steady, showing no emotion, no

reaction: she answered simply: “That is

wonderful. All I can say is that I am
delighted for the Shah and the Queen.”

If people expected tears, Soraya disap-
pointed them. Beside she had learned a
long time ago how to hide her feelings.

That night, just as she planned, she at-
tended a Halloween party, her first. Her
escort, of course, was Hugh O’Brian.
She had seen Hugh often since the night

they met at a party, shortly after she ar-
rived in Hollywood, and almost immediate-
ly they became friends. They liked the
same things—swimming, water-skiing,
dancing or just driving and often, when
Hugh was working, filming “Wyatt Earp,”
he would call her from the set and they
would talk. And soon, it was taken for

granted that Hugh would be her escort.

They began to go to small parties, private
dinners and local affairs. And when her
visit neared its end and she changed her
plans and decided to stay longer, everyone
said it was because of Hugh, and they be-
gan to talk of a romance between them.
The rumors flew and when, two days after

the Prince was born, Soraya and Jane Del
went on a holiday to Las Vegas and Hugh
followed, marriage talk began.
The couple was caught, finally, in the

lobby of the Sands Hotel, by the Las Vegas
reporters who had followed them every-
where. The marriage rumor was brought
into the open.
“Hugh, tell us,” a woman reporter asked.

“Do you and the Princess have any mar-
riage plans?”
Hugh smiled, then laughed, a little em-

barrassed, and finally turning to Soraya,
said, “You’d better ask the Princess.”

Soraya looked at the large group press-

ing in on her and, almost shyly, stood for

a moment next to Hugh without speaking.
There was a long pause, and then,

softly, Soraya answered, “Hugh and I are

just friends.” She turned then and walked
away, yet even as she spoke, there were
those present who felt she must have
known that now, for the first time, the past

was over, that a heart—even a Queen’s

—

cannot live forever in exile. The question

is: Will Hugh O’Brian be the one to make
her forget? -—J. Gast

You can see Hugh O’Brian in “Wyatt Earp”
on ABC -TV, Tuesday, 8:30-9:00 p.m. EST.

WatchTRUE STORY
on your NBC-affiliated television station on Saturdays

See your local paper for time and station. Exciting

stories of actual events and people, straight from the

files of TRUE STORY Magazine—narrated by Kathi

Norris.

And don’t miss Dr. G. McHugh’s survey in answer

to the question: “DO YOU MAKE THESE MIS-

TAKES ABOUT THE FACTS OF LIFE?” . . .

In February TRUE STORY Magazine

The Woman’s Guide to Better Living

Buy Your Copy Today Wherever Magazines Are Sold

Kathi Norris
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ALAMO, THE—U.A.; Technicolor, Todd-AO:
Producer-director-star John Wayne turns a

frontier legend into an epic as hulking and

likeable as his screen self. He’s Crockett; Wid-

mark is Bowie; Frankie Avalon sturdily tries

to hold the fort, too. (F) January

ANOTHER SKY—Harrison: As a reserved

Englishwoman arriving in Marrakech, Victoria

Grayson becomes infatuated with a young Arab

and plunges into a strange world. Slow-paced

and poetic; filmed in Morocco. (A) December

BREATH OF SCANDAL. A—Paramount;
Technicolor, VistaVision: Old-style Vienna ro-

mance between princess Sophia Loren and
Yankee businessman John Gavin. Chevalier

has the charm the film needs. (A) January

BUTTERFIELD 8—M-G-M; CinemaScope,
Metrocolor; Liz Taylor does her strongest act-

ing in this bitter case study of a New York
party girl, who hurts not only herself but her

married lover (Laurence Harvey) and her de-

spairing friend (Eddie Fisher). (A) December

DARK AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS, THE
—Warners, Technicolor: Robert Preston, Dor-

othy McGuire, teenager Shirley Knight por-

tray warmly the problems of an average family

in Oklahoma of the 1920"s. (A) November

G.I. BLUES—Paramount. Technicolor: Love
troubles plague Army pals stationed in Ger-

many, and—oh yes, one of ’em is that guy Pres-

ley, better than ever! His gal’s Juliet Prowse.
Laughs, ten songs. (A) January

GENERAL DELLA ROVERE—Continental

:

The Italian movie at its best, with director

Roberto Rossellini, actor Vittorio de Sica in

top form. As a debonair con artist in wartime
Italy, de Sica is forced by Nazis to impersonate
a hero. (A) January

HIGH TIME—20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe
Color: Amiable campus musical casts Bing
Crosby as a fifty ish freshman, Fabian as bis

roommate, Tuesday Weld as a kookie coed.

There’s one switch on the old college comedy:
These students actually study! (F) December

I’M ALL RIGHT, JACK—Columbia: Those
sly British turn labor-management relations

into a laugh-loaded shambles. As a shop stew-

ard, Peter Sellers creates a deadpan master-

piece, Ian Carmichael's a bumbler whose hon-
esty starts a riot. (A) July

INHERIT THE WIND—U. A.: Two great old

pros, Spencer Tracy and Fredric March, argue
over teacher Dick York's fate in a robust fiction

version of Tennessee’s “monkey trial’’ of the

1920‘s. Reporter Gene Kelly covers a hot story

—that still sizzles. (F) December

LET NO MAN WRITE MY EPITAPH! Co-
lumbia: James Darren scores in a sordid but
sentimental slum drama, as Shelley Winters’
son. Derelicts led by Burl Ives strive to save
the boy from crime. (A) November

MAGNIFICENT SEVEN, THE—U.A.; De
Luxe Color, Panavision: Yul Brynner looks at

home in a picturesque western, leading fellow

gunmen Steve McQueen, Horst Buchholz to

gallant Mexican adventure. (F) January

MIDNIGHT LACE—U-I, Eastman Color:

Doris Day looks lovely and scared stiff in an

eye-soothing, nerve-frazzling mystery. As wife

of London financier Rex Harrison, she’s bad-

gered by threatening phone calls. Myrna Loy’s

her American aunt. (F) December

NEVER ON SUNDAY—U.A.: Spirited Melina

Mercouri dominates this saucy comedy as a

Greek seaport trollop who’s happy with her

work—until stuffy tourist Jules Dassin tries to

reform her. (A) January

SONG WITHOUT END—Columbia: Cinema-
Scope, Eastman Color: Dirk Bogarde’s roman-

tic good looks suit the role of composer-pianist

Franz Liszt, whose life is seen as a piano con-

cert and costume pageant, with stormy personal

drama on the side. (A) September

SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech-

nirama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga

of ancient Rome. Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis

join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion

against the corrupt empire symbolized by

Laurence Olivier. (A) January

STUDS LONIGAN—U.A.: Honest but not too

well-organized realism. In Chicago of the

1920’s, young Christopher Knight keeps evad-

ing adult responsibility. (A) January

SUNDOWNERS, THE—Warners, Technicolor:

Happy, satisfying jaunt across Australia ranch

country, with wandering sheepherder Bob
Mitchum, wife Deborah Kerr, son Michael
Anderson, Jr. (F) January

SUNRISE AT CAMPOBELLO—Warners, Tech-
nicolor: Intimate closeup of the Roosevelt

family during his battle with polio. Ralph Bel-

lamy, as FDR, and Greer Garson, as his wife,

give fine emotional performances—and accu-

rate impersonations. (F) December

SURPRISE PACKAGE—Columbia: Yul Bryn-
ner and Mitzi Gaynor, as an American gangster

and girlfriend exiled to a Greek island, breeze
through a talky, funny thriller. Noel Coward's
a witty unemployed king. (A) November

SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON—Buena Vista;

Technicolor, Panavision: Disney jazzes up the

juvenile classic, as castaways John Mills, Doro-
thy McGuire, Jim MacArthur meet pirates and
Janet Munro. (F) January

3 WORLDS OF GULLIVER, THE—Columbia,
Eastman Color: Swift might not approve doc-

tor Kerwin Mathews’ travels, but kids’ll like

this mild fantasy. (F) January

WHERE THE HOT WIND BLOWS—M-G-M:
Sensation-filled, grimly amusing (for those not

easily shocked). In a decadent Italian fishing

village, Gina Lollobrigida evades Yves Mon-
tand’s clutches. (A) December

WORLD OF SUZIE WONG, THE—Paramount,
Technicolor: Impressive Hong Kong scenes

loom over the wistful romance of Bill Holden
and Nancy Kwan, who are sympathetic though
not perfectly cast as an American artist and a

Chinese bar girl. (A) January

OPPORTUNITIES

FOR YOU
For ad rates, write

9 S. Clinton, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (Pub.W—FEB. ’61

)

UP TO $500 For Your Child's Picture paid by advertisers.
Send small picture for approval. (All Ages). Returned. Print
child's, parent's name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, P2,
Hollywood, California .

EXCELLENT INCOME POSSIBLE mailing advertising for

G
rowing organization. Literature, lists, stamps given free,
nformation $1.00 (Refundable). Continental Mailers, Box
5523, Philadelphia 43, Pa.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED Precut moc-
casins and handbags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts,
Los A ngeles 46-B, California.

MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers.
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National,
81-WM, Knickerbocker Station, New York City.

HOMEWORKERS: EARN MONEY sewing precut ties for
us. We supply materials; instructions. No Selling I Home-
Sewing, Inc., Dept. 601 Bo x 2107, Cleveland 8, Ohio.
MAKE MONEY CLIPPING Newspapers. Write Newscraft,
PW-983-E. Main Columbus 5, Ohio.

WOMEN WANTED TO Assemble Jewelry At Home. Star
Jewelry Co., 60 W. Hays Banning, California.

SEW OUR APRONS for merchants. Materials supplied. Jiffy

Manufacturing , Lake Village 75, Arkansas
.

EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. RedykuFs*
Loganville, Wisconsin.
LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywearl No
house selling 1 Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana.

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy,
profitable . Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ar k.

HOME TYPINGI $65 week possiblel Details $1. Treasurer,
709 Webster, New Rochelle, N.Y.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
$25 DAY EASY With 60% Profit! Friends, neighbors will

thank you for demonstrating new beauty secrets and glamor-
ous ways to use famous Studio Girl Hollywood Cosmetics.
Information I send quickly qualifies you as Beauty Advisor.
$5.00 hour for spare time alone ... or $25 day full time. Send
name on postcard to me personally for free samples, details.
Harry Taylor, Studio Girl Cosmetics, Dept. 1612X, Glendale,
California.

ANYONE CAN SELL famous Hoover Uniforms for beauty
shops, waitresses, nurses, doctors, others. Miracle fabrics—
Nylon, Dacron, Wash 'N Wear Cottons. Exclusive styles, top
quality. Big income, real future. Equipment free. Hoover,
Dept. B-119, New York 11, N.Y.
TEAR OUT THIS Ad, and mail with name, address for big
box of home needs and cosmetics for Free Trial, to test in

your home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name.
Blair, De pt. 185EB , Lynchbu rg , Va.
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 Profit Evenings.
No delivering or collecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party
Plan Sensation 1 Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions,
Bensenville 11, Illinois.

EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-21, Chicago
32, Illinois.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTEDI BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination.
Songmakers 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36.

POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.
SONGWRITERS, NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send
songs, poems. Starcrest Recorders, 1350-B North Highland,
Hollywood 28, Calif.

POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32,
New York.

AMERICA'S LARGEST SONG Studio Wants Poems Imme
diately. No obligation. Five Star Music, 65 Beacon Bldg
Boston 8.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home. No classes. Texts fur
nished. Diploma awarded. If 17 or over and left school,
write for Free assignment and catalog. Wayne School of
LaSalle Extension University, A Correspondence Institution,
Dept. WC 311 , 419 S . Dear born, Chicago 5, III.

COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with
64-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma,
Information booklet free. American School, Dept. X274
Drexej_at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois,

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1
Atl anta, Geo rgia.

MEDICAL SECRETARY . . . HOME Study. Boston Institute
of Medical Secretaries, 725X Boylston Street, Boston, Mass,

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $50 TO $600 For Any Purpose. Confidential. 2 years
to repay. Write for free loan application. American Loan Plan,
City National Bldg., Dept. Q-1051, Omaha 2, Nebraska
BORROW $800 NOW. New Increased Loan Limit. Air Ma
Service. Anywhere. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building
Department 63-B, Louisville, Kentucky.
BORROW $100 TO $600 by mail. Quick, Easy, Private.
No Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil
Patric k Bld g., Dept, B-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska.

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell
1, Arkansas.
MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments
at home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40

STAMP COLLECTING
TERRIFIC STAMP BARGAIN! Israel— Iceland-Vatican As-
sortment-Plus Exotic Triangle Set—Also Fabulous British
Colonial Accumulation— Plus Large Stamp Book— All Four
Offers Free— Send 10c To Cover Postage. Empire Stamp
Corporation, Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada.

EMPLOYMENT OPPORTUNITIES
HIGH PAY OVERSEAS. Domestic Jobs. Men, Women. Gen-
erous Benefits. Companies Pay Transportation. For informa-
tion write: World Wide, Dept. A7, 149 N. Franklin St..
Hempstead, New York.

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS
LOANS ENTIRELY BY MAIL—$600 Or Less. Strictly con-
fidential. Repay in 24 monthly payments. Write: Budget
Finance Co., Dept. K-11, 114 S. 17, Omaha 2, Nebr.

OLD COINS & MONEY
WE BUY RARE American coins. Complete catalogue 50c.
Fairview, Box 1116-WK, New York City 8.
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SHORTHAND

No Symbols—No Machines

by Miss Janet Lakin

"After graduating from my
SPEEDWRITING shorthand
course, I accepted a job of my
choice—secretary in a large
advertising agency. The work
is full of fun, friends and in-

terest. It provides a good sal-

ary and excellent working con-
ditions."

No “Foreign Language" of Symbols—with

• FOR SPEED WITH ACCURACY ®-
Over 500,000 men and women have learned shorthand
the SPEEDWRITING way at home or through class-
room instruction in schools in over 400 cities through-
out the world. Today they are winning success every-
where—in business, industry and Civil Service.
SPEEDWRITING shorthand is easy to master—yet it is

accurate and speedy. 120 words per minute. Age is no
obstacle. Typing also available.
mm mm Write TODAY for FREE book which gives

1 1 full details—and FREE sample lesson thatl mm will show you how easily and quickly YOU
can learn SPEEDWRITING shorthand. Mail
the coupon NOW

© School of Speed writing
Dept. 302-1, 55 W. 42 St.
New York 36, N. Y.

Please send me details
and FREE sample lesson.

Home Study
If under 17, check

^ Guaranteed by
Good Housekeeping

y
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38th Year
Classroom Instruction

here for Special Booklet A

!
City.. ..Zone State..

SKINNY LEGS
Add Curves to Hips, Thighs, Knees, Calves, Ankles

Try new home method by leg authority. Offers tested,
proven scientific course, only 15 minutes a day. Contains
6tep-by-step illustrations of easy technique for shapelier,
filled-out, stronger legs, improved skin color and circu-

lation. Write for FREE book in plain
paper—also packed with actual before and
after photos.

MODERN METHODS, Dept. SL-768
296 Broadway N. Y. C. 7

FREE
BOOK

25 embossed, deep-sunk, panel-edge wallet photos 2V2
* 3V2" made from any photo or negative. Returned
unharmed with your gorgeous FREE enlargement
POSTPAID for only $1.25; or 60 Wallet Photos with

enlargement, $2.25. Satisfaction guaranteed.

FOTO PLUS CO. • BOX 10 • NEW YORK 1, N. Y.

Free English Assignment
No classes to attend! High school gradu-
ates get the better job opportunities...
enjoy bigger incomes . . .lack of high school
needn’t hold you back any longer. Now
you can get your high school diploma in spare
time. Many complete high school in 2 years.
Individual instruction and easy-to-follow
lessons speed up your training and avoid

wasting time. Take just the approved
subjects you need for a diploma. If you
have left school and are 1 7 or over send
coupon for catalog and Free Sample
Assignment in English Review.

Accredited Member, National
Home Study Council

— — — — — — — 1
Wayne School of LaSalle Extension University
A Correspondence Institution
419 So. Dearborn, Dept.2358W. Chicago 5, III.

Please send Catalog and Free Sample Assignment in

English Review.

Name
Address

~

L City ^.^Zone State^
._. B

Continued from page 57

flunked and had to make the whole year
up. It wasn’t that he wasn’t hip. He got
A on every biology test for two years; he
just wouldn’t turn in a biology work sheet.

Homework wasn’t for him.
The only ambition he had was to be
—a rabbi. This happened during the
year of instruction before his Bar Mitzvah.
He was crazy about religion. And the Bar
Mitzvah was beautiful, he still has some
of the fountain pens he got as gifts.

Life was rough

Life was pretty rough. One time he ran
away from home and hid in the lot across
the street. Once he ran away in a car he’d
just bought—with money borrowed from
the school janitor. He picked out a real bus,

a 1939 Studebaker, dechromed, leaded in,

price: one hundred and fifty dollars. He
knew he could pay the janitor back—he
still had his Bar Mitzvah bonds! So he
bought the car and when he finally drove
it home it was with a new approach, fait

accompli, the inevitable. He drove it for

two glorious weeks, then his Mother
grounded him. She’d been pretty upset
because he was still sixteen and in New
Jersey you have to be seventeen to get a
license. One day he drove up and there
was a fellow named Red talking to his

mother. Red was a policeman around town.
“You know, Red,” his Mother said,

plaintive as possible, “I worry about that
boy driving without a license. What do you
think?”
What would he think?
That car stood in the garage for six

months. He used to pick up his dates, take
them to the garage, sit in the car and listen

to the radio until the battery went dead.
Big deal.

But about this time, some of the phi-
losophy his mother’d been dishing out
about having ambition began to rub off.

The year before he’d started throwing the
javelin; and as luck would have it, here
was something he could do. If he kept
throwing the javelin, he’d be able to get to

college anyhow. He could show everyone!
He could do it!

And that’s just what happened. He had
forty-six scholarship offers to forty-six
colleges. He read all the info carefully,

and settled on the University of California

at Santa Barbara. The brochure spelled it

out like this: thirty girls to every guy, a
sort of Riviera setting right on the beach,
and plenty of money to earn easily.

It didn’t turn out quite that way. First

of all, there wasn’t much money and he
earned it the hard way, as a swimming
instructor. What made it tough—he didn’t

know how to swim and was scared to

death of the water. His dad couldn’t

swim and he’d always been scared; his

mother couldn't swim, and the one time
they’d taken him to the Collingswood pool
to learn—someone stepped on his head.
From then on water rhymed with terror.

So here he was, a swimming instructor
who couldn’t swim. He practiced every
night. Scared. He admits it. Again and
again and again, down into the water in

the dark until he began to be a halfway
decent swimmer. He was pretty intense,

about everything. The old life was behind
him, now he was gonna be Einstein. He
stayed up all night studying and drinking
coffee. He liked studying. He’d always
liked reading and now he was just reading
for himself, not for the teacher and not for

an A. He wanted to learn everything,
every word that had ever been written,

every idea that had ever been set in print.

Girls— he scared them
As for girls—the thirty girls to every

guy—he had one date—the last night of the
semester. Away from home like this, he
was afraid of meeting people. If they didn’t
say hello, he didn’t say hello. He thinks
maybe the girls who did like him were
afraid to say hello. He was kind of a
kook. He never combed his hair. He wore
it long, real long. But that last night of the
semester, he asked a girl for a date. Angel
Azar. Beautiful name! Beautiful Angel! He
took her to a movie, then to a coffee shop.
He thinks she was scared because when he
tried to help her into the chair, she sort
of jumped. Then a girl friend of hers came
into the shop. The girl friend wrote a
note, handed it to the waitress, the waitress
handed it to Angel.
“What’s in that note?” he said several

times, and finally he grabbed it and read:
“Be careful!”
Of whom, Ugy?
He had better luck with the girls down

in Los Angeles where he went for an
occasional weekend to visit his sister

Evelyn who had become Victoria King
and was Miss New Jersey in the Miss
Universe contest. They always got along
fine and he dated some of her contest
friends. He decided to leave Santa Barbara
and come down to L.A. He got in touch
with SC. They’d offered him a scholarship,
too; and after one lonely semester at Santa
Barbara he was ready for a change. The
coach at SC looked him over carefully. He
was as tall as he is now, five-foot-eleven,
but weighed 135. You might say puny,
scrawny and tattered. The coach sug-
gested he toss a few javelins. They went
great. He was signed. He was miserable.

If he didn’t know anyone at Santa
Barbara, this was the deep freeze. All the
other freshmen had been there six months.
They knew each other. He joined a fra-
ternity that turned out to be deadly. They
tried to chain him to the sink and keep him
washing dishes. It was too much. Like
goodbye. The only time he was for real
was when he was throwing the javelin.

There was only one unofficial meet that
semester, and he threw 223 feet, two feet

further than the freshman record. But
he kept trying to better that. One day
he tore all the ligaments in his elbow,
trying.

The doc said he’d have to lay off for a
year. This shattered his world.
His family had moved out West by now,

they were living together in North Holly-
wood. His mother didn’t think quitting
college adorable. They had quite a time.
And he still believes that all those emo-
tional blow-offs they had at home are
responsible for the person he is today
—the sensitivity, the emotional capacity
and sentiment. He doesn’t think sensitivity

is something you’re born with. He thinks
it’s acquired in strange ways. We’re all

born with emotions, but in his family,
where they weren’t restricted, and be-
cause his mother was super-sensitive, be-
cause she was either terribly happy or
unhappy, they were, too.

At this point his mother was hoping
he’d be a lawyer or a doctor.

He went to work in a warehouse un-
loading freight cars.

It was hard work and you didn’t have
time to think. You didn’t have time for
anything. The foreman would stand on
the ramp and say, “Okay, boys, toss ’em
to me . . . faster . . . faster. . .

.”

But a fellow who worked at the ware-
house was getting an audition at Warner
Brothers and he asked Ugy to go along.

He was a big kid, six-feet-five; he wanted
an inexperienced smaller guy to do the
scene with him, a terrific scene from “The
Home of the Brave.” His mother made him
get a haircut and scrub his ears.
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A new name
Like in the fairy tales.

Warner Brothers loved him.
“Brilliant,” they said.

“What a future,” they said.

But he couldn’t be Ugy, they said. He
thumbed a telephone book until he found
a name that very few seemed to have. Lan-
don. Mike Landon. Now he was an actor?

He went to their drama school to study
with Blair Cutting, and washed cars in

the parking lot. Then a terrible thing hap-
pened. Jack Warner discovered there was
a dramatic school at the studio. He didn’t

know he had one, he didn’t want one.
Dissolve. A casting executive called him in.

“Mike,” he said, “closing the school is

a break for you. We’re going to screen
test you next week. Don’t worry, it’s just a
formality. We’re crazy about you . . .

Now you won’t be starting big, you know,
just a hundred-and-twenty-five a week to

start . .
.”

PREVENT CRIPPLING DISEASES

PLEASE SAY YES TO THE

0 MARCH OF DIMES

the : N£w] march Of DIMES

I

BIRTH DEFECTS • ARTHRITIS • POLIO

He was making twenty-five.
He rushed out of the guy’s office, rushed

across the street to a pay telephone, called
his mother. ... He was hysterical. He was
bawling like a baby. He’d made good. She
and Dad could be proud. The end.
This was Friday. On Monday, they

wouldn’t let him into the studio. He was
like crazy. For four days he kept trying
to get in, trying to call this casting exec,
he was never in.

Two weeks later they met in a restau-
rant. You won’t believe this next bit of
dialogue.

“It was easier this way, kid. Wise up,”
he said.

He got a job selling blankets door to
door. Strictly a reflex action. He took it

because it was door to door and he needed

to talk to people, be with people, find out
they were human. It paid more than any
job he’d ever had.
Just about then, he met Dodie. A friend

of his had a date with a girl who was
over at Dodie’s, would he drive him over?
He met Dodie and her dog and this little

kid of hers. Mark, aged six. He’s crazy
about kids and this one is the greatest. He
ended up tucking him in bed that night.

“Listen,” he says, “if you want to be
my daddy, I’ll work on it.”

Is this funny? He’s nineteen and mar-
riage is the last thing in the world he’s

thinking about. Dodie was a very nice
girl, a pretty girl, he liked her and they
went out for a ride a few times and he took
her to a movie. “The African Lion,” but
. . . But what happened wasn’t “The
African Lion,” it was “The Enchanted Cot-
tage.” The fifth or sixth time he went over
to pick her up, she walked in in this beige
suit and—she’s a different girl. Her eyes
are bigger, bluer, her smile is sweeter,
warmer, she’s gorgeous, fantastic, he’d
never seen anything like it.

“Dodie!” he yelled, “I’m gonna marry
you!” He suddenly had love he never knew
he had. This girl put roses in his cheeks!
A week or so later they were waiting for

the Mister Toad ride at Disneyland and
had forty-five minutes to wait. That gave
them time to set the wedding plans. He was
really elated. Dodie was the most, and he
loved Mark so much. He’s one in a million.

How lucky could he get? He wasn’t wait-
ing a minute, not a darn minute.
The only thing that bugged him was his

parents’ attitude. Dad kept out of it pretty
much. Mother was horrified. What mother
thinks any girl is good enough for her son?
Besides, Dodie’s six years older than him,
and that staggered Mother. He didn’t get
the attitude then and still doesn’t. He
could never have been happy with a
younger girl. He wanted someone with a
lot on the ball. Dodie’s got it. After her
husband was killed in a car crash, she
knew what it was to work and run a house
and bring up a child alone. With her, he’s

had the first real happiness of his life.

Five years of it. After about two years,

Mother realized he was happy, realized he
was in love, and began to thaw. They’d
come through some tough sledding. And
when he decided again to take a crack at

show business it was because he wasn’t
scared any more, not of anything. He knew
he could make a good living as a salesman.
He kept right on selling blankets even after
he’d begun to get spots on dramatic shows.
To him success no longer means a goal you
strive toward. What’s important is every-
day living. Life is now, this minute. What
matters is being a family.
He understood this boy, Mark, because

he’s like he was when he was a kid. Mark
was hungry for a father’s discipline. And
he was hungry for love and responsibility.
Mark’s the greatest. He told Dodie the
other day, he said:

“Mom, I’ve known you longer than
Daddy but I love you the same. It’s like

I’m walking down the street in a strange
town and I know no one. Then suddenly
I see Daddy and my heart flies right out
of my chest into his arms.”

Is that something? And now, they have
the new baby, Josh, nine months old. What
more could a guy ask for!

And his mother is happier now than she’s

ever been. The other night she was over
for dinner, and she was playing with Josh.
He’s really what sold Mother on the mar-
riage. They weren’t going to be fly-by-
nighters! The baby was what she expected,
standard equipment. And you know what
she says about him?

“He’s adorable.” —Jane Ardmore

You can see Michael Landon on “Bonanza”
on NBC-TV, Saturday, 7:30-8:30 p.m., EST.

PERMANENT DARKENER
FOR LASHES AND BROWS^
• NOT AN ANALINE DYE!

• V APPLICATION LASTS 4 to 5 WEEKSI
Takes just seconds to apply . . . stays on 4 to

5 weeksl "Dark-Eyes" is the perfect way to

make eyelashes and brows completely natural

looking .. .and it will not harden or break

theml "Dark-Eyes" is NOT A MASCARA!
Will not stick to eyelash curler. Eliminates

I
the bother of dally eye make-up.

It is PERMANENT, SWIMPROOF,
SMUDGEPROOF, TEARPROOF, and
SMEARPROOFI

25c
SEND TODAY

for

TRIM SIZE
NO DELAY—
your trial order

shipped in 24

hours

!

"DARK-EYES" COMPANY, Dept. P-21
3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, III.

I enclose 25c (coin or stamps—tax included) for

TRIAL SIZE pkg. of "Dark-Eyes" with directions.

cheik shade: Light Brown Q Brown Q Blatk

$1.25 (plus lax) at hading drug,

dept, and variety thain stores.
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IMPROVE YOUR FIGURE-$1.98
Stretch your way to a trimmer YOU with
new, sturdy rubber STRETCH-A-WAY.
Make any room your private gym in which
to use this scientific exerciser. Complete
with special chart to show you the safe
method of toning muscles. Improve your
figure—tummy, thighs, hip and bust meas-
urements—this natural way! Keep fit and
trim. Stores away in any drawer. Cuaranteed
to do the job or your money back! Only $1.98,
postage paid. Order STRETCH-A-WAY from
Sunset House, 414 Sunset Building, Beverly
Hills, California.



Why Don’t Boys

Date Outside

Their Crowd?
What reasons do the hoys give for

staying within their crowd? One
boy says he stopped dating “out-

side” because “it meant I had to

give up my friends or travel with

her friends or date all alone." A
revealing survey in the colorful,

new issue of TEENS TODAY
Magazine provides some surpris-

ing answers for all teenagers.

Don’t miss it.

sa*

WHY SOYS
DON’T
DATE
OUTSIDE

TALENT

For the Latest on W hat Teenag-

ers Talk About and Do, Read:

BEST WAYS TO
CRAM FOR EXAMS

•

OFFBEAT
VALENTINE VERSE

TEST YOUR TALENT IN
WRITING AND ART

p

86

Plus Many More Exciting, Help-

ful Features in February . . .

TEENS
TODAY

Only 25c note at your

favorite newsstand
i n

I TEENS TODAY WG-261
205 E. 42nd St.. New York 17. N. Y.

Rush me a copy of the January, 1961, issue

of TEENS TODAY. I enclose 25<f.

J
Name

Please Print

I Address

j
City State

Exodus
STIRRING BALLAD OF PATRIOTISM; ADULT

Those of you who enjoyed Leon

Uris" best-seller will find this big, im-

pressive movie even more accurate

and absorbing. It’s solid story-telling,

full of “What happens next?’’ excite-

ment. And there’s an added attraction

of seeing the actual sight of places

with majestically echoing names like

“the land of Canaan,” because Pro-

ducer-director Otto Preminger went

right to the spot to show how the new

state of Israel fought for recognition,

in 1947-48.

No matter what nationality is con-

cerned. characters in a patriotic story

are bound to be uncomplicated. The

most important fact about each one is

simply: “Is he with us or against us?”

Paul Newman is a brave, resourceful

Israeli hero; Eva Marie Saint, a sym-

pathetic American heroine. Ralph

Richardson’s a good Englishman;

Peter Lawford’s a bad one-—a laugh-

ing stock. John Derek’s a good Arab.

But Sal Mineo does have complex

emotions to deal with, and he settles

down here to some serious acting.

He and Jill Haworth give you a pic-

ture you won’t forget—of teenagers

who spent their childhood under the

terrifying shadow of the Nazis.

U.A.; SUPER-PANAVISION 70, TECHNICOLOR

The Wackiest Ship in the Army
LIVELY ROMP IN THE SOUTH PACIFIC; FA MILY

Rick’s the dreamiest guy in the

crew (in glorious color!), but Jack’s

the funniest. That’s the final score in

a comedy-adventure that takes a not

very grim view of World War II. Be-

cause Lieutenant Lemmon used to be

a yachtsman ’way back in civilian

days, he’s given command of a sail-

ing ship on a risky voyage for Army

Intelligence. Aboard the battered

sloop, his “efficient” Navy crew is as

clumsy a lot of landlubbers as ever

forgot to duck the boom when the

ship came about. Ensign Nelson joins

in the horseplay cheerfully enough

and tosses off one song ashore. But

we liked him best when the movie

switched from laughs to action, and

all hands got together to start dodg-

ing Japs in the jungle.

COLUMBIA; CINEMASCOPE, EASTMAN COLOR

The Grass Is Greener
BRIGHT STARS SWAP SMART LINES; ADULT

My. aren’t we elegant! If you’ve

been longing for a lovely, glossy, old-

fashioned drawing-room comedy, this

is your dish. You’ve never seen a

sticky domestic situation carried off in

such terribly civilized style. As a

poor, hard up English lord and lady,

Cary Grant and Deborah Kerr are

just getting by, growing mushrooms

downstairs and selling tickets upstairs

to tourists who tramp all over their

castle. One of the sightseers, Ameri-

can millionaire Robert Mitchum.

walks in with camera in hand and

walks out—believe it or not—with



Cary and Jean—the talk’s elegant,

Deborah’s affections, luring her off

to a fling in London. Not cricket,

old boy! But Cary does try to take.it

like a gentleman—up to a point. The

three stars are debonair and charm-

ing, and Jean Simmons makes a daz-

zling fourth, as a family "friend

who wouldn’t at all mind seeing the

Grant-Kerr marriage break up. This

is a new Jean, delightfully impudent,

with startling high-fashion makeup

and simply smashing clothes. Her

kookie antics help to jazz up what

seems at times endless talk-talk-talk.

(The picture is taken from a London

stage hit—but sometimes not far

enough.) u-i ;
technirama, technicolor

The Fads of Life
HILARIOUS, TENDER DOMESTIC COMEDY: ADULT

The mere idea of co-starring Bob

Hope and Lucille Ball suggests a load

of laughs, and they’re delivered, all

right—but with an unexpected twist.

Bob and wife Ruth Hussey, Lucy and

husband Don De Fore are placid

suburbanites, sometimes bored, but

generally contented—until Bob and

Lucy are thrown together on a Mexi-

can vacation. To their own astonish-

ment, they fall in love. Behind all the

gags is a gentle hint at a fact of life

and a good moral: Real-life adultery

is no laughing matter. u.a.

The Virgin Spring
CRIM AND BEAUTIFUL MEDIEVAL LEGEND; ADULT

After the great success of Ingmar

Bergman’s “Wild Strawberries/’

many of the Swedish director’s older

films were brought over here. This is

actually a new' one, far stronger than

the revivals. It’s based on an ancient

Swedish folk song dealing with the

rape and murder of a young girl, the

awful revenge that her nobleman

father takes, the miracle that follows.

This is no knighthood-in-flowTer stuff.

It’s the real Middle Ages that Berg-

man has put on film: dirt, misery

and ignorance; golden innocence;

the mystic faith that sent the great

cathedrals soaring upward. But if you

look closely you 11 realize that the

director sees these people from a

modern viewpoint. The maiden (Bir-

gitta Pettersson
) ,

her father (Max

von Sydow) and the bitter slavey

(Gunnel Lindblom) haven't the

slightest idea what’s going on in their

own heads. These days, we under-

stand ourselves a little better—or do

we? JANUS; SWEDISH DIALOGUE, ENGLISH TITLES

W here the Boys Are
it's FUN TO BE YOUNG—OR IS IT?; ADULT

Come Easter-vacation time (it says

bere), college students really relax!

And you’ll have a ball with the girl-

hunting guys and husband-hunting

girls who invade Fort Lauderdale,

Florida—at this time of year. The

whole picture’s a terrific showcase for

young talent and whatever type you

go for, you'll find a favorite here. Do-

lores Hart is beautiful, poised and

brainy, (George Hamilton really tests

( Please turn the page )

look Younger, Slimmer,
Prettier in Roaman's

fashions . . .

specially designed to

fit and flatter You.
Dresses ($3.99 up)

Coats,
Sportswear,

Lingerie,

Foundations,
Shoes.

SAVE MONEY,.
TOO ;

RUSH me new^
FREE Catalog I

5th AVE. at 39th St. I

Dept. 601, New York 18, N.Y. I

State

I Best songs recorded FREE with

7-piece orchestra.

We write music. Send poems, FREE examination.

SONGMAKERS Dept. PH. 1472 Broadway. N.Y.C. 36

WANTED

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

I Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
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MOVIES continued

her expert line of defense). All tall

gals will sympathize with likable

Paula Prentiss, who thinks she’s

solved her problem when she meets

lanky Jim Hutton. And Connie

Francis, even before she starts to sing,

is an absolute darling, funny as can

be when she decides she’ll simply

have to give up hockey if she wants

to get a man. (Hers turns out to be

Frank Gorshin, a far-out jazz mu-

sician.) With the sad case of Yvette

Mimieux, the picture shifts gears too

fast, from straight comedy to near-

tragedy, but the out-of-place episodes

at least give Yvette a chance to prove

something—that she can act. The

movie throws around some daring

talk, but finally comes out in favor of

Virtue. M-C-M; CINEMASCOPE, METROCOLOR

Tunes of Glory
WELL-ACTED, OFFBEAT TALE OF ARMY LIFE; FAMILY

Rivalries inside a British Army
barracks in Scotland might sound

like a pretty special subject, but di-

rector Ronald Neame snaps us to at-

tention by aiming for the unexpected

instead of the obvious. Take the open-

ing situation, for instance: An in-

formal, beloved old pro has to step

down when a new man—a demon for

the rules!—is moved in over his head.

Familiar plot? Not the way it turns

out here, with Alec Guinness and John

Mills turning in rare and brilliant

performances. u.a., technicolor

North to Alaska
RAMBUNCTIOUS FRONTIER COMEDY; ADULT

John Wayne and Stewart Granger

stomp around the frozen North, and

here you get a thriller when villain

Ernie Kovacs shows up and you

wonder how you can take any of this

seriously. Well, relax and enjoy your-

self. This big, breezy yarn is intended

strictly for laughs. It’s a story chiefly

about three guys and a girl. The girl

is beautiful Capucine, who looked

pretty chilly in “Song Without End,”

but defrosts here to play a spirited

dance-hall dame. The three guys:

gold miner Wayne who gets all con-

fused; partner Granger who makes a

big boob of himself; and kid brother

Fabian, who goes calf-eyed and even

tries a few passes. Why, Tiger!

20th ; CINEM ASCOPE, DE LUXE COLOR

The Village of the Damned
BETTER-THAN -AVERAGE SCIENCE-FICTION; ADULT

Most thrillers about invasions from

outer space seem to be aimed at the

small fry, but this one certainly

isn't—considering the invasion route.

It starts on a quiet afternoon, when
sleep suddenly overtakes the whole

English village where scientist George

Sanders lives. Everybody wakes up

just as suddenly, and weeks go by

before anybody even realizes the town

has been invaded. The plot’s too in-

genious to give away—we’ll just say

it gets creepier and creepier as it goes

along its way. m-g-m, metroscope

CinderFella
SCREW BALL MUSICAL FANTASY ; FAMILY

The further Jerry Lewis goes with

his producing career, the more he

begs fans to cry over star Jerry, in-

stead of just laughing at him. Now
he’s the poor stepchild in a nutty up-

to-date version of the fairytale, with

Judith Anderson as his nasty step-

mom, Henry Silva and Robert Hut-

ton as his spoiled stepbrothers. When
fairy godfather Ed Wynn makes with

the magic, Jerry’s pretty funny as the

dashing beau of the ball, sweeping

princess Anna Maria Alberghetti

right off her dainty feet. In other

scenes, it seems he can’t decide wheth-

er to be the beloved moron or a gen-

uine romantic hero. Anyhow, the

sets are knockouts and the songs are

effective. PARAMOUNT, TECHNICOLOR

Journey to the Lost City

HANDSOME MUSEUM PIECE; FAMILY

If you just watch the backgrounds,

you’ll catch some beautiful views of

Indian palaces and temples—the real

thing. But what goes on in front of

them belongs in a silent-days’ serial,

with dancing girl Debra Paget and

architect Paul Christian dodging

tigers, lepers and bad guys all over

the place. You know, it kind of gave

us a jolt to find that the time is sup-

posed to be the present.

AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL, COLORSCOPE

The Angry Silence

SHOCKING LABOR-RELATIONS DRAMA ;
ADULT

If you saw the comedy “I’m All

Right, Jack,” you’ll remember the

scenes where the hero refuses to go

on strike with his fellow workers and

gets “sent to Coventry” (meaning

that his ex-pals just pretend he isn't

there I . Now the British cover the

same situation from a serious angle,

with Richard Attenborough as the

brave individualist who’s given the

silent treatment. Pier Angeli gives a

strong emotional performance as his

unglamorous wife. valiant

Hell Is a City
GOOD, FAST COPS-AND-ROBBERS STUFF; ADULT

If it weren’t for the British accents,

you'd almost take this for an Ameri-

can crime thriller. There’s no linger-

ing around over foggy atmosphere

and picturesque London scenes. The

background is Manchester, a grimy

industrial city. And detective Stanley

Baker—no pipe-puffing genius—is
j
ust

a hard-working cop who’s hot on the

trail of killer John Crawford and the

rest of the gang that stole the day’s

take from a bookie joint. It’s all very

crisp, tough and convincing, with

just enough seasoning of sex. Good
Show! COLUMBIA

Hand in Hand
GENTLE PLEA FOR TOLERANCE; FAMILY

A couple of sweet youngsters have

to carry this mild picture about child-

hood in an English suburb. Little

Philip Needs is a Roman Catholic

and his beloved playmate Loretta

Parry is Jewish, but the kids hardly

notice the difference—except in an

amusing argument over the ceremony

of burying a deceased pet mouse.

Trouble finally does come up, but the

solution is pretty weak. “South Pa-

cific” said it better with one song,

“You Have to Be Carefully Taught.”

COLUMBIA

Please Turn Over
CHEERFUL SATIRE ON BEST-SELLERS; ADULT

British comedy isn’t always as

subtle as most moviegoers think. This

one reaches hard for its laughs, but

gets quite a few, with the adventures

of pretty Julia Lockwood, an inno-

cent young thing who secretly writes

a sort of English “Peyton Place.” Her

respectable neighborhood is jarred by

the family scandals (all imaginary)

that she reveals in her book. But the

disaster, just as you’d guess, has its

sunny side, with happy endings for

a pair of real love stories. Columbia



You’ll never have

an inferiority

complexion

again!

NEW
Cutitone

New skin-toned, medicated, astringent formula for instant blemish control

Conceals imperfections . . . you can
actually feel it heal!

Recent medical discoveries reveal that

not just one but two types of skin glands
— oil glands and perspiration glands—
are chiefly responsible for teen-age
pimples and acne. NEW CUTITONE —
created by Cuticura — is the first and
only medication specifically formulated
to deal with both these problems.

CUTITONE checks the overflow of oil

and the excess perspiration that

spreads and aggravates infection. An
exclusive, astringent ingredient called

*Alchloral works instantly, with gentle

controlling action!

Swiftly CUTITONE goes to work to

promote new, healthy tissue growth—
tighten enlarged pore openings—pro-
tect against further infection with a

continuous antiseptic action.

You know CUTITONE is working be-

cause you can actually feel it work.
But you can’t see anything—because
your blemishes are softly, subtly con-

cealed !

Eight leading skin specialists re-

port outstanding results in clinical

tests of 313 cases. And in comparative
tests with leading blemish prepara-
tions 9 out of 10 teen agers preferred
CUTITONE!

Pleasantly scented, greaseless, skin-

toned CUTITONE with astringent
*Alchloral is the modern answer to the
age-old problem of teen-age skin . . . the
first to give teen agers real freedom
from this embarrassment. Ask at drug
counters for CUTITONE by Cuticura.

SKINTONED

(utitone
For treatment of ACNE PIMPLES

*Alchloral is Cuticura’s own name for

Aluminum Chlorhydroxy Allantoinato

The last word in acne treatment by Cuticura . . . world’s best known name in skin care.



menthol fresh

rich tobacco taste

modern filter, too

m - Yes, Salem is the soft smoke, the cool smoke,
the refreshing smoke, and it combines this springtime freshness with rich tobacco taste. Spe-

cial High Porosity paper "air-softens" every puff to make Salem the most refreshing smoke
of all. No wonder it’s America's fastest-growing cigarette. Smoke refreshed. ..smoke Salem!

•> V \ Created by R. J. Reynolds Tobocco Company
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Even a peacock could envy colors by CUTE\9

A peacock in all his pride never had as many colors as Cntex polish and lip-

stick! For instance, “Fashion Coral,” the toast of women on five continents.

And all the other glorious pinks and reds and corals by Cutex that make you

a woman of many moods! Wear “Clear Red” and be a siren of the sultry

Sixties. Wear “Pink Cameo” and be your most elegant self. Cutex has a color

for every facet of your personality and every costume in your closet. Try them!
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HOME IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS

AND I WILL RUSH TO YOU...

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete information right

now. There is no cost or obligation and no salesman to call upon you. You
can make your own decision to be a Nurse in the privacy of your own home.
We will send you without obligation your FREE sample lesson pages, and
your FREE folder “Nursing Facts.”

LEARN PRACTICAL NURSING AT

THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change your whole life. You can
enjoy security, independence and freedom from money worries . . . there is

no recession in nursing. In good times or bad, people become ill, babies are

born and your services are always needed. You can earn up to $65.00 a week
as a Practical Nurse and some of our students earn much more! In just a
few short weeks from now, you should be able to accept your first cases.

YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT . . . Good common sense

and a desire to help others are far more important than additional years in

school. Practical nursing offers young women and men an exciting chal-

lenging future . . . yet the services of mature and older women are also

desperately needed now!

HUNDREDS OF ADDITIONAL PRACTICAL NURSES WILL SOON BE NEEDED to care
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to begin a new life of happiness, contentment and prestige is before you. See
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or as a Ward Orderly.
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MJoAIN KfcUlL, Soph., Peters
Township H. S., McMurray, Pa.,

says: “When I first had pimples,

I scrubbed and scrubbed and used
special skin creams, but it just

wasn’t enough. Then a doctor sug-

gested Clearasil. Right away my
skin began to improve and now
my complexion is clear again!”

Scientific Clearasil Medication . .

.

GETS INSIDE

PIMPLES
to ClearThem Fast!
What you see on the outside of your skin is

only the top of a pimple. The real trouble is

inside, because a pimple is actually a clogged,

inflamed pore. That is why Skin Specialists

agree the vital medical action you need is the

Clearasil action, which brings the scientific

medications down inside pimples, where anti-

septic and drying actions are needed.

HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST

1. Gets Inside Pimples—‘Keratolydc’ ac-

tion dissolves and opens affected pimple

cap so clogged pore can clear quickly . . .

and active medications can get inside.

2. Stops Bacteria. Antiseptic medication

penetrates to any lower infection, stops

growth of bacteria. Encourages quick

growth of healthy, smooth skin.

3. Dries up Pimples Fast— Oil-absorbing

action works to dry up pimples fast, re-

move excess oil that can clog pores, cause

pimples. Helps prevent further outbreak.

Skin-colored . . . hides pimples while it works.

clearasil also softens and loosens blackheads,

so they "float’ out with normal washing.

Proved by Skin Specialists. In tests on over

300 patients, 9 out of 10 cases

completely cleared up or definitely

improved while using clearasil.

Guaranteed to work for you or

money back. In Tube 69$ and 98^.

Lotion squeeze-bottle only

$1.25 ( no fed. tax)
. —

-Y-

At all drug

counters..
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T HE STORY of a man called Cimarron, and of Sabra, the girl who

gave herself to him so recklessly ... a story written in a woman’s

kisses. The story of a land-raw, rich and new — and of the thou-

sands who came to plunder it... a story written in a man’s courage!

*, GUNN FORD • M/UUA SCHELL-ANNE BAXTER-ARTHUR O’CONNELL
RUSS TAMBLYN • MERCEDES McCAMBRIDGE • VIC MORROW • ROBERT KEITH • CHARLES McGRAW • henry (harry) Morgan • david opaioshu • aline MbcMahon • lili darvas • edgar buchanan

Screen

Ploy by

Based on

the Novel bym rum Directed by Produced by

P
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SHORT CUT TO COMFORT

FOR "UNCOMFORTABLE DAYS"

...BREVEEZ BRIEF

Neatestway toconfidence! Withwater-

proof panel in knit -to -fit all acetate

tricot. Pinless fasteners. White, $1.00.

TUAT'Q

HOLLYWOOD
FOR YOU

PROFILED: John Wayne

John Wayne was a prop man for

Fox in 1927. He became an actor

when lie did what director John

Ford couldn’t get any actors to do

—

jump from a boat into choppy seas.

(“I was earning $35 a week.”) For

his latest, “North to Alaska,” he got

$666 ,666 .

He was born Marion Michael

Morrison in 1907 in Winterset, Ohio.

He was re-named John Wayne by

director Raoul Walsh when they

made “The Big Trail.” (“I guess he

couldn’t see any guy named Marion

playing the fastest gun in the West.”)

He is known as Duke to his friends. When he was a youngster living in

Glendale, Calif., he had a dog named Duke. Neighbors who didn’t know his

name, knew his dog’s. (“I was really named for a dog.”)

He is six feet four inches, weighs 220 pounds, has blue eyes and thinning

brown hair. He is a surprisingly graceful man. He dances well and moves

with an ease that’s surprising with his massive physique. Yet he is a hard man
to move with ideas. For example he feels that when fans go to see a John

Wayne picture they want to see John Wayne. (“I’m Wayne the cowboy no

matter what character I play and how I’m dressed. I don’t act—I react.”)

He has been married to—and divorced from—Josephine Saenz and Espe-

ranza Bauer, both Latin beauties. He is now married to Pilar Palette, a

Peruvian beauty and former actress. (“I have no particular preference for

Latin girls. It just happened that way.”) She says, “When he first shook my
hand I felt as if 1 had been hit by a telephone pole.” When asked how tall she

is he answers, “I’m not sure, but when she’s mad she looks six feet six.”

He has four children from the Saenz marriage. He and Pilar have a daugh-

ter. Aissa Marie, four and a half. He talks baby talk to her. Their home is

white frame and fieldstone in the San Fernando Valley.

He loves to drink with his friends—straight whiskey. (“I have yet to be put

under the table by any of them.”) He smokes a great deal. He sleeps in a

king-size bed. He hates to dance. Has always loved to hunt and fish, especially

with the late Ward Bond. Of a group of old friends, only John Ford and Wayne

are left. That’s life—and Hollywood—for you. Sidney Skolsky

With Pilar and Aissa. (“Special preference for Latin girls? It just happens?’

)
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your hands look old before you do! “Old hands’’ can happen to anyone because

housework, hot water, wind and weather all do daily damage, aging your hands

before their time. Pond’s won’t let this happen to you! Pond’s makes this promise:

all-new Angel Skin, used faithfully and frequently every day, will work positive

wonders in warding off that hated “old hands’’ look. Penetressence is the reason.

Penetressence is Pond’s own lovely secret ... an exclusive concentrate of age-

defying moisturizers, softeners, and secret essences that go deep down where

aging begins! Your hands respond instantly. Penetressence is the reason young

hands begin with:

all-newAw&tstkwi
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OK? Even on "those days?’

CERTAINLY!
It’s a superstition to believe that washing

your hair during your period will stop

the flow.

The same thing holds for showering

or bathing. In fact a warm tub will make
you feel neater, sweeter, better.

A second question: need you remove
Tampax during bathing?

Of course not. Tampax® internal san-

itary protection acts protectively, does

not absorb any water from the outside,

prevents odor from forming.

And when you do change Tampax,
it flushes away neatly.

Many a girl has thought to herself

that it’s simply more consid-

erate to use Tampax. This is on
top of all the advantages it holds

for you: no chafing or irritation,

freedom, poise, invisibility when in place.

Chances are that you will turn to

Tampax some day. Why not do it now

—

this very month— and start enjoying the

better way?

Your choice of 3 absorbencies (Reg-

ular, Super, Junior) wherever such prod-

ucts are sold. In packages of 10 and 40.

Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.

FIFTIETH ANNIVERSARY

Your 50th Anniversary Issue was great

!

It makes me humble to think how many
great people have devoted their lives to

bring pleasure to the world.

Paul Anica

I enjoyed mostly your 50th Anniversary

issue. It was such a big change to see

different faces of all the past stars. Please

print more of them. It’s like getting

more for your money.

Joan Hulse

Montclair, N. J.

Your 50th Anniversary Issue of Photoplay

was a constructive job for motion pictures

and everyone concerned deserves con-

gratulations.

Glenn Ford

The movies’ Golden Years came alive

again in your Golden Anniversary issue.

Jane Powell

Photoplay’s 50th Anniversary Issue makes

good reading about a medium “that

wouldn’t last.” Here’s to another lively

fifty years.

Hugh O’Brian

May I take this opportunity to congratu-

late you on the 50th Anniversary of

Photoplay. I have read every single issue

of the magazine for well over thirty-five

years, which takes us back to the time

when such people as James Quirk served

as editor and May Allison was known

as the “Telephone Girl.” I have always

kept a backlog of at least two years of

issues of Photoplay since I often use it

as reference and authority to settle some

friendly argument. . . . Would you believe

it if I told you I still have the December

1940 issue of Photoplay with the gorgeous

cover of Judy Garland?

You can see by tliis tliat I am far from

a teenager. I’ll give you a clue: I was

old enough to vote for Woodrow Wilson

in 1916!
Robert Birkelo

Burkank, Calif.

I just wanted to write and tell you how
much I loved your December issue on

all the stars of yesteryear. I am eighteen

and was born after that era was gone but

I’ve seen many of their pictures on tele-

vision. It would be wonderful to have

a star of yesteryear be remembered every

month in Photoplay, because that’s an era

that hasn’t been matched yet!

Carol Cantonf.

Syracuse, N. Y.

We agree, so turn to page 22 .—Ed.

I want to thank you very much for pub-

lishing your 50th Anniversary issue. Not

only I but my mother and father en-

joyed seeing the stars of yesterday. Seeing

them brought back many memories to

both of them.

I hope I will be able to see the next

50th Anniversary Issue, as I am only

thirteen years of age. I enjoyed it more

than I can say.

Alexis Mogor
Bell, Calif.

Your December issue of Photoplay was

such a delightful change. I enjoyed read-

ing about the screen stars of the thirties,

forties and fifties so very much.

I am still in my teens so naturally I

don’t remember all these stars. I would

sometimes read about someone who was

another Valentino, or who resembled

this or that person. This would make me

wonder what they looked like and how

they compared to today’s stars. So thank

you for having a section on them.

Fannie Lee Locicamy

Clinton, N. C.

Just a short note to let you know how

much I enjoyed your 50th Anniversary

Issue. My co-workers and I enjoyed nam-

ing the stars of yesterday and trying to

see who knew them all.

One thought came to my mind when

I looked at the picture of Sonja Henie

that you ran on page 53. Don’t you think

Sherry Jackson, of the younger set, re-

sembles this picture very much? I won-

der if this occurred to anyone else.

Marion Lesher

Miami, Fla.

Now that you mention it, she does.—

E

d.

DEAR EDITOR:

When a girl likes a boy, how can she get

him to take her out if she doesn’t date
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very much in the first place? Is there

a secret to getting a boy to ask you out?

—Janet, Delaware

Dear Janet:

Just how it’s done is hard to say. It a

little friendliness and a smile don’t work

—well, we’re stumped.—

E

d.

CALLING ALL FANS

The following dubs are looking for

new members. If you’re interested, just

write to the address given.

Paul Anka: Emma Salisbury, 37 1 2-25tli St.,

San Francisco 10, Calif.; Roberta Pendle-

ton, 126 Claywood Dr., Brentwood, N. Y.

Stephen Boyd: Arlene Horowitz, 2180

Wallace Ave., New York 62, N. Y.

Anita Bryant: Tom Dumovich, Jr., 3104

W. Ball Rd., Anaheim, Calif.

Carol Burnett : Patricia Barney, 151 Green-

point Ave., Brooklyn 22, N. Y.

Freddie Cannon: John Rich, 324-A N.

Isabel St., Glendale, Calif.

Noreen Corcoran: Ginger Wilsun, 1305

Tyson Ave., Philadelphia, Pa.

Everly Brothers: Carol Riccitelli, 6 Thorn-

ton St., Johnston 9, R. I.

The Fleetwoods: Rick Wheeldon, Inti.

Rep., Dolton Records, 622 Union St.,

Seattle, Wash.

Brian Hyland: Elaine Minehart, 15767

Pinehurst, Detroit 38, Mich.

Jerry Lewis: Arlene Salik, 597 E. 95th

St., Brooklyn, N. Y.

Elvis Presley: Renae Roos, Box 22, Sauk-

ville, Wis.
*

Bobby Rydell: June Boyatt, 1322 N. Ala-

bama, Indianapolis, Ind.; Linda Taylor,

5703-30th Ave., Hyattsville, Md. ; Nancy

Vantrepott, 1114 Wood Ave., Muskegon,

Mich.; Joyce Heath, Frame Drive, Belpre,

Ohio: Marilyn Bodkin, 3115 Colony Lane,

Plymouth Meeting, Pa.

Nick Todd: Arlene Vogt, 398 Dana St.,

Bridgeport 10, Conn.

Conway Twitty: Janet E. Vincent, Box

317, Farmington, Debt.; Ann Bridgen,

773 Division St., Kingston, Out.

Ingrid Bergman: Marla Rae Morrison,

RFD 1, Grand Rapids, Ohio.

Mark Damon: Diane Wilson, 35 Plain-

field Ave., East Rockaway, L. I., N. Y.

Rod Taylor: Barbara Traska, 3120 Tide-

water Drive, Norfolk 9, Virginia.

Everly Brothers, Johnny Mathis: Judy &
Christine Rothmeeller, 845 W. Wolfram,

Chicago 14, 111.

Barbara Hale, Raymond Burr: Jo Ann
Seiler, 339 E. Spruce St., Sault Ste. Marie,

Mich.

John Derek, Roger Moore: Julie Squires,

741 NE 2nd PI., Hialeah, Fla.

( Please turn the page

)

pan-stik
the make-up that

creams dry skin
to soft new beauty...

Only Pan-Stik make-up can create a flawless complexion and—at

the same time— bathe your skin in soft, dewy beauty. It moisturizes

and smooths, softens and soothes with precious oils that hold mois-

ture in— keep dryness out. Only Pan-Stik strokes on make-up from

a swivel stick. Choose from 8 complexion-matched shades. $1.75.

Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret we cannot
answer or return unpublished letters. To start

fan clubs or write stars, contact their studios.

max Factor
* PAN-STIK (TRADEMARK) MEANS MAX FACTOR CREAM -TYPE MAKE-UP • ©1961, MAX FACTOR & CO.
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AT LAST!
a new discovery

AVAILABLE ONLY AT BEAUTY SALONS

Now — you can get the beautiful wave

you have always wanted! A new kind of

professional permanent wave has been

created that . .

.

actually helps end

“Dry Hair Worries” forever !

Moisture wave
with amazing Moisture/Wraps!

This miracle wave works its magic on almost

every type of hair. There’s a special formula

prescribed just for you!

And imagine ! — your hair will have more

spring and bounce— more elasticity and body

than it ever had with any ordinary permanent.

A Moisture Wave never, never relaxes!

The skill of your professional hairdresser—com-

bined with new Zotos Moisture Wave— will

give you the “permanent” thrill of your life.

P

Call your hairdresser for an appointment today!

—

i

Use a color rinse?

Ask your hairdresser for wonderful new

Zotos Colorelte, Applied as you. sic up

comfortably— no rinsing at all.

I

I

I

I

Help—my budget! Howr can I buy one

pair of new shoes this spring and have

them match the assortment of colors and

styles in my wardrobe?

Janice Albricht

Stowe, Vt.

There's a wonderful pump this spring with

a perforated hand trim in the same color. It

has more fashion news than a plain pump
yet is basic. Try it in hone, my suggestion.

By Valentine, (see A)

—

Fashion Editor

I want to use gold accessories with a

pale blue silk dress. Can you suggest any-

thing besides a plain gold pump?
Margaret Watson
Birmingham, Ala.

Valentine makes a dyable milk glass fabric

pump with gold heels and binding. You
could have the gold-speckled fabric dyed to

match your dress, (see C)

—

Fashion Editor

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:

I do love black patent leather shoes but

how will they look with a burlap and

natural leather bag I just bought?

Sara Lewis

Jackson, Miss.

Valentine sells a black patent strap pump
with a big wooden button on the strap and

wooden heels, (see B) A wood stain of

natural leather is perfect with your bag.

Tip: Wear black gloves.

—

Fashion Editor

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:

Most of the young mothers in my sub-

urban area wear moccasins, but I’m so

short I need heels. Do you know of a

moccasin-type casual with heels?

Frances Goodman
St. Louis, Mo.

Jacqueline makes a shoe such as you

describe. The toe is squared and it has a

14/8 square stacked heel. It has the easy

comlort and look of a suburban moccasin,

(see D below)—Fashion Editor

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:

I am a teenager and would like some basic

information on buying shoes.

Sunny Burnet

New York, N. Y.

I feel quite strongly that your type of life

should decide how you spend your shoe

allowance. If you wear casuals—sweaters,

skirts, slacks—spend more money on flats

than high heels that you seldom use. And

vice versa.

Teenagers have a hard time getting used

to high heels and there is nothing worse

looking than a tottering woman. Start off

with a medium heel pump and wait until

you manage these before trying spikes.

—Fashion Editor

DEAR FASHION EDITOR:

Are high heels correct with slacks?

Barbara Smith

Allentown, Pa.

Indeed—they are not! Remember: slacks

with flats. —Fashion Editor
8



599—Pinafores—little girls love them.

This one is trimmed with ruffles, embroi-

dered bands. Pattern in sizes 2-8 in-

cluded. Transfer of bands, directions. 25k

780—Laughing pear, wink-

ing pitcher, bright-eyed ap-

ples to embroider on kitch-

en towels. Transfer of 7

7474—For a young boy, use horse motifs

as pictures, to trim pillows, curtains and

clothing. Cut motifs of felt or embroider

them. Ten transfers of varied sizes. 25 tf.

Send order (with coins) to Photoplay, Needle-
work Service, P.O. Box 123, Old Chelsea Sta.,

New York 11, N. Y. Add 5$ for lst-rlass mail-
ing. For fashion ideas, send 25(' lor Needle-
cralt Book. For full-color Spring and Summer
Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send 35k.

FIRM, FIGURE-MOLDING CO

H i
If

1 H
. 1

llalUU
MAKES ALL OTHER RUBBER GIRDLES OBSOLETE

50,000 AIR PORES

urtii i wi fui i

LINED WITH SOFT HELANCA

Magicool, by Perinadift, is the coolest, softest, most controlling rubber girdle

you have ever worn. Made of a new miracle molding material called Elastomer

D rubber, Magicool is air-cooled with 50,000 tiny pores and lined with soft

Helanca that’s wonderfully comfortable next to your skin.

Easy to slip on and oH. Magicool will never

split or puncture— and wonder of wonders—
you can machine-wash atid dry Magicool as

often as you wish (you wouldn’t dare try that

with other rubber girdles) ! Girdle, $8.95, feather-

light Bra, $3.95. Try Magicool today.

: Registered Trade Marks of A. Stein & Company . Another fine ['( " Kayper Roth product .Pcrma • lift and Magicool a



SARA HAMILTON COVERS HOLLYWOOD:

What gives with Elvis and Nancy?

^ Harry Karl adopting Eddie's children?

June Allyson and Dick Powell's secret



Elvis to Marry?
"We've got love on this set. And we’ve got

a marriage coming up," I was told as I walked

onto the sound stage where "Wild in the Coun-

try” was shooting. And love, indeed, was in

full bloom as Glenn Ford, just back from Paris,

stood off on the sidelines deep in conversation

with Hope Lange whose eyes never left his

face. And the marriage, I was assured, was to

be Elvis' to Nancy Sharpe, the wardrobe girl

who is never far from his sight on the set. "Yes,

I know these rumors have been around before,"

my friend insisted, "but this time it's for real.

You can see for yourself." And I did notice

that Nancy, a very pretty blue-eyed blonde,

hovered near while Elvis and Millie Perkins

went through a long scene together. When Elvis

strolled over to speak to Tuesday Weld be-

tween takes, Nancy was right behind. And I

began to sense El was taking cues from Nancy

as he and I posed for pictures. Well, if it's the

kind of love that leads to marriage, it couldn't

happen to a nicer guy. For instance, it was a

Monday when I visited the set, unaware that

it was a no-visitors day. Yet when a VIP from

the studio telephoned ahead to say I was a

special friend, Elvis made me more than wel-

come. Now, why was Elvis the winner of the

Hollywood Women's Press Club's sour apple

award for non-cooperation? A rather silly choice

for my money. And after viewing Elvis in "Flam-

ing Star," I'm sold on the lad as an actor. So

please, Mr. Pat Patterson, may I join your Pres-

ley fan club as an honorary member? Inci-

dentally, Debbie Reynolds, the most pub-

licized girl of the year, also won a sour apple

award. The winners of golden apples for the

best cooperation of the year were Janet Leigh,

Jack Lemmon and Nanette Fabray. Con-

gratulations!

Why Can’t Tuesday
Speak Her Piece?

Tuesday Weld was tossing a package of

cigarettes into the air and catching it like a

baseball, when I strolled in her direction on the

"Wild in the Country" set. A serious and sedate

young woman, she spoke of Richard Beymer,
who's in "West Side Story," and seemed very

proud of his achievement. "How is it with you

and Dick?" I asked. With her hands, she in-

dicated a this-way-and-that-way attitude. Her

answers were discreet and guarded, I noticed,

but I knew that Tuesday seldom, if ever, greets

the press, so I guess I should've been flattered

that she had answered my questions at all. She

feels very much put-upon, and in several in-

stances I agree with her heartily. But the re-

sult is sad. Driven within herself, Tuesday has

become a loner—an individual who goes her

own way and asks no leave nor license of any-

one. Has Hollywood really done this thing to

Tuesday? I wonder. Or did her own indifference

as a child invite the blight that has chilled her

heart? Well, whatever the cause, Tuesday Weld
has become Hollywood’s ancient enigma—at 17.

And somehow I think she'll always be this way.

. . . Hugh O'Brian and ex-Queen Soraya
make a stunning couple, don't they? It's about

time she found happiness again. She’ll be seeing

Hugh in Europe and who knows? Maybe Hugh's

been waiting for a queen all these years.

This is the boy Cupid’s aiming at, says

Sara, paying Elvis a visit on the set.

evitable breach from coming. What's to happen

now? Dick will always have his work to consume

his time and interest, but what about June? That

seems to be the question of the hour in Holly-

wood today. What's in the future for June Ally-

son? What will she do all alone after fifteen

years of marriage?

Brando Lost Out
Connie Stevens had me in stitches with her

recent do-it-yourself decorating schemes. All

excited, Connie designed a brass bed, the

sort she's always longed for. Big and beautiful

and brassy. The only catch was the big bed

wouldn't go into the small house and she's back

where she started from—looking for a big house

for herself, her dad—and the bed. . . . On the

arm of Rod Taylor, France Nuyen strolled

into the Kowloon Restaurant wearing a Chinese

sheath dress split far above the knee, such as

Nancy Kwan wears in "Suzie Wong." "Only I

wore mine long before Nancy did," said France.

And Brando? "I never think of him," says

France, her eyes fastened on the handsome

Taylor. . . . Since her breakup with Dick Quine,

Kim Novak has been dating frequently in New
York with Peter Duchin and Fernando Parra,

the brother of Maureen O'Hara's long-time

boyfriend.

( Please turn the page)

The Powells—
Secret’s Out

The June Allyson-Dick

Powell marriage is at an end.

Their marital difficulties, one of

Hollywood's best-kept secrets,

was no surprise to me. I've

known Dick for many years, and

watched, heartsick, as his mar-

riage grew more and more

shaky. Recently, his work has be-

come almost his entire life. And
this was certainly one of the

reasons June and Dick drifted

apart. "June needs a lot of Fernando Parra—can he be the one for Kim?
reassuring," Dick once said.

"She needs to know she's loved

more than anyone I've ever known." But, sadly,

businessman Powell simply didn't have the time

to tell June over and over that he loved her. This

was only one of their problems, though. June's

immaturity, her difficulty in managing a home,

plus Dick's consuming interest in work and his

rumored grasp on the dollar—all contributed to

the final breakup. There was a constant conten-

tion between them over money—Dick was all for

cutting corners, and June craved luxuries once in

a while. As someone pointed out, it was her

money that she wanted to spend, but without

Dick's careful supervision, would June be able

to reap between one and five million dollars

in a settlement? I doubt it.

Dick took the lead in business matters, and

June followed. He also made the decisions con-

cerning the various homes they have owned

during their marriage. As the clouds of gossip

began to form about the small blond head of

June Allyson, Dick remained steadfast, worked

doggedly and said nothing. June, too, found some

release in work—she has her own TV show for

Dick's company. But that didn't help. Even their

two wonderful children couldn't keep the in-
Queen Soraya and Hugh—still an item.

p
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A Heartbreaking
Triangle

"I have been through hell the last six months,"

Dolores Michaels told me at the beautiful

party given by Arlene Dahl and her handsome

bridegroom Chris Holmes. Quietly and with no

theatrics, Dolores spoke of her love for Don
Murray and the hopelessness of it all, with

neither Don nor his estranged wife, Hope
Lange, seeming to want a divorce. "I'm dating

other men now," Dolores shrugged. But she

seems as much in love with Don as ever. Frank-

ly, I'm beginning to believe with Don and Hope
it's a case of eating their cake and having it,

too. In a Lily Dache gold mesh slack suit,

Arlene looked a dream as she greeted Ginger
Rogers and her new beau, Bill Egan, beautiful

Martha Hyer and Diana Lynn. But leave it to

Roz Russell to toss a bombshell. "Well, at last,

Sara Hamilton the mystery woman," she cried.

At my look of stunned surprise, she said, "Well,

I'm always meeting up with your friends in

Europe or Jamaica but I seldom see you." Some-

times I think Roz and Auntie Mame are one and

the same person! But, of course, the real mystery

of the evening was Barbara Rush who has be-

come so chic, so Frenchy, so lovely I failed to

recognize her. "What's happened to her?" I

asked Barbara's husband Warren Cowan, who
only beamed with pleasure. Pale and lovely

Stella Stevens chatted with Bill Orr, head of

Warners' TV department, and the beautiful Joan
Cohn made a most dramatic entrance with

Laurence Harvey, the "lion" of Hollywood's

social set. In a bright red pleated chiffon coat

to match the dress beneath, Mrs. Cohn, the ex-

Mrs. Harry Karl, was a vision. And, in fact,

the whole evening was a great success due to

Arlene and Chris.

Mother-ln-LawTrouble
"It was mother-in-law trouble that separated

Luciana and me,” handsome Bret Halsey told

me on the "Return to Peyton Place" set. "I told

Luciana it was her mother or me, and she chose

her mother." Minutes later Luciana Paluzzi was

in Bret's arms for a passionate love scene before

the camera. But the minute director Jose
Ferrer called "cut," the two went off in separate

directions. "It's my child I worry about," Bret

confided later over a cup of coffee. "It isn't

bom yet, but I worry about it." Poor, lost, mis-

guided love. It does exact its punishment, doesn't

it? By the way, Jose and wife Rosemary
Clooney may be getting the bassinet out soon

for their sixth child. . . . With the aura of win-

ning laurels still about her, Olympic Games
champion Carol Heiss skimmed and floated

and swirled over the ice on Stage 15 for her

first movie role in "Snow White and the Three

Stooges." And what a breathtaking scene with

a fairy castle in the distance

and glittering snow peaks all

around. "They dyed my blond

hair black," Carol moaned,

"because Snow White has al-

ways been a brunette.” No
matter the shade, this champion
is the prettiest one yet. Those

three zany Stooges were off in

their dressing room rehearsing

their lines, but their chatter

between scenes was convulsing.

What a picture this one prom-

ises to be.

There never was a more

gracious host and hostess than

Tony Curtis and Janet Leigh

at their lovely party at the

Screen Directors' Guild. First,

they showed us Tony's new pic-

ture, "The Impostor," with a sup-

per dance afterwards. Around

the candlelit tables sat Janet

and Tony's friends who kept

chuckling over scenes in the

picture. "It's the best acting

job you've done yet," I told

Tony, and meant it. Tony, I

noticed, is one of those lucky

people who, like Cary Grant,

grows handsomer with age.

And, of course, Janet, in her

gold lame sheath, looked beau-

tiful. Jack Lemmon, quite

alone, seemed tense and taut,

and no wonder. Jack is the

busiest and most sought-after

actor in the business these

days, but his long-time off and

on romance with Felicia Farr

would keep anybody tense.

Rosemary Clooney and Jose Ferrer are still keeping

p all Hollywood guessing. Is it five-going-on-six,

or just plain five now? They're quite a family!
12

What's Ava trying so hard to hide?

Around Town
"Come over Saturday evening," Nancy Sin-

atra Sr. telephoned. "I’m going to run several

movies and we'll have a light supper after-

wards." Nancy still lives in the beautiful big

house she shared with Frank, and has made a

wonderful life for herself with her many loyal

friends. Director Walter Lang with his wife

"Fieldsie," Cesar Romero and the David
Janssens made up our little group. The Jans-

sens, who are two of Hollywood's most delight-

ful people, drove me home after a very pleasant

evening. . . . "I'm coming to get you for dinner

tomorrow night," my special little friend Alana
Ladd telephoned. "I'm going to Rome to join

Mother and Dad, and we're having a farewell."

And because I feel a part of the Ladd family,

I joined Carol Lee and her husband John
Veitch, Allen Ladd Jr. and his bride, and my
best beau David Ladd in wishing Alana bon

voyage. Alan and Sue had been making "Ora-

zio" in Italy and were planning to go on to

Spain for "The Last Hundred Hours." ... It

was a quiet evening at home when the familiar

voice of Veronique Peck came over the tele-

phone. "Gregory and I think of you so often,"

said the lovely Mrs. Peck, "and I'm calling to

ask you to visit us next week in Palm Springs.”

. . . The Steve McQeens welcomed an eight-

pound, five-ounce boy. Congratulations! . . .

Betty Hutton and jazz musician Pete Candoli

married in Las Vegas after knowing each other

for twelve years. . . . "Wagon Train" star, Bob

Horton, married lovely Marilynn Bradley.

They too, wed in Las Vegas. . . . All Hollywood

was saddened by the news of Barry Fitzgerald's

death. He was a fine actor, indeed. . . .

Judi Meredith and oil millionaire Robert

Westbrook announced that they had been se-

cretly married since December. They flew to Las

Vegas for the double-ring ceremony. . . . Molly

Bee indefinitely postponed her wedding to

Sandy Kevin. . . . The Guy Madisons are defi-

nitely planning to divorce.



It's Andy Williams who takes the Mailbox

Award this month with more tans eager for news

of Andy than of any other star. I hope they saw

their favorite on "Person to Person" and en-

joyed him as much as I did. . . . From Tab
Hunter comes a note thanking me for my faith

in him during that dog beating episode. I never

did believe those charges. . A word from

Sal Mineo who was so good in "Exodus," but

Sal's handwriting leaves his New York address

a mystery to me. . . . Mrs. Ray Powers and

Gwendolyn Clay of Halifax, loved our anni-

versary issue, and want to hear more about

the old favorites. ... A most intelligent letter

from Helen Zottarelli of Cleveland who also

yearns for news of silent stars, and Erique A.

Gallego of Puerto Rico writes about his fa-

vorites. ... A registered letter from Jo Jo

Dison thanks me for mentioning the late Johnny
Horton and includes several color shots of the

handsome Johnny, who lost his life in a recent

auto accident. . . .

The town has gone mad for those half-moon

curls over each cheek, but Doris Day wears

them best. Somehow they look just right on her.

. . . Lauren Bacall strolled arm-in-arm with

Jason Robards Jr. all over town while Jason

made "By Love Possessed." And if it isn't love

with these two, then I've never seen it. . . .

Mailbox Corner

Andy Williams . . . the fans are eager.

George Hamilton was very much present at

the party Susan Kohner gave for Pier Angeli
after the premiere of Pier's new picture "The

Angry Silence.” But I do think all this talk of

"Why Doesn’t George Wed Susan?” could drive

them apart. After all, they're both young and

both eager to establish themselves as stars. So

why pick on them now? . . . Paul Anka confesses

he missed Annette Funicello while she was on

location in England. . . . Ava Gardner, who's

been traveling in disguise these days, has been

seeing a lot of Crescendo owner, Gene Nor-

man. Her friends say it's serious, but Ava and

Gene insist they're "just friends." We ll see. . . .

Esther Williams seems to prefer Fernando
Lamas' company to that of her children—even

in the holiday season. . . . Jimmy Durante need

no longer bid goodnight to the fabled "Mrs.

Calabash, wherever you are." Jimmy found her

when he wed Marjorie Little, his sweetheart of

sixteen years. . . . Jean Simmons and Richard
Brooks are thrilled with the news that their

first child will be born in August. . . . Sammy
Davis Jr. and May Britt are also expecting

their first child, though May's not feeling well.

. . . Marilyn Monroe's been seen around New
York quite a bit lately looking awfully pale

without any makeup. Who's she with most often?

Actors Studio head, Lee Strasberg.

(Please turn the page )

Marilyn and Arthur with Vivien and Laurence Olivier—they were happy once. . . .

When Does a
Honeymoon End?

"It's love, pure unadulterated love." Carol
Lynley fairly danced with happiness, her arms

arching gracefully to the melody of the words.

I had told her how slender and beautiful she

had become, and how much I thought she resem-

bled Carole Lombard. "It's love," she repeated.

"I met Mike Selsman over two years ago, but

we didn't start going together until a year ago,"

she continued. "Then about four months ago we
decided to get married." Carol had only a two-

day honeymoon after her quick, quiet marriage

by a justice of the peace. Her mother, who'd

wanted Carol to wait, remained in New York

and the birth certificate Carol asked her to send

never did arrive. She had to use her movie con-

tract to prove her age. Incidentally, now that

she's married, the rumor is Carol may break that

contract to devote more time to being a wife. . . .

"I'm so happy I'm floating." Sandra Dee's
voice came over the phone like a Lawrence Welk
bubble. "This marriage is so right, Sara, and I’m

so happy." And Mrs. Bobby Darin has my best

wishes with her always. I think she knows that.

. . . "Our marriage grows better every day,"

a beaming, beautiful Arlene Dahl told me
while lunching at Romanoff's. "Chris and I just

took one look at each other; we knew this was

it." I admired her chic fur coat. "Chris gave it

to me, and it's the first coat I haven't bought

for myself," she beamed with happiness.

jimmy loves Margie . . . but lie doesn't

believe in rushing things too fast.

Esther s been spending a lot of

time with Fernando these days,
p

but what, about her kids at home?
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continued

Will Harry Adopt
Eddie’s Children?

Eddie hurried Dr. Kannamer to Liz ’ side. Walter Wanger saw Liz, left worried.

Looking pale, Liz bundled against the cold as she left the hospital. Eddie tried to smile, but he looked near collapse himself.

p

BgjMMIBj
Liz and Eddie returned to Califor-

nia just a few days after Debbie's

wedding to Harry Karl. Liz looked

very well, considering that a few

weeks before she had been carried by

stretcher from her hotel to the Lon-

don clinic. Let's hope Liz’ ordeal

which you see in these pictures, is

finally over. She's back in England

now and everybody on the "Cleo-

patra" set is keeping their fingers

crossed. Though Liz and Eddie are

pleased at Debbie's marriage, one

move by Harry to adopt Eddie and

Debbie's two children and Eddie will

raise the roof. You can count on that.

Another interesting note: Debbie's

diamond engagement ring may be as

big as a walnut, but Harry's reported

million-dollar settlement on his bride

is a mite exaggerated. And as for

Debbie giving up thirty thousand dol-

lars a year alimony from Eddie when

she became Mrs. Karl—that, too, is ru-

mored as something of a myth because

Eddie hasn't been in the money lately.

Well, that's all for this month—Sara.
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LAST MINUTE
NEWS FLASH

by CAL YORK

JIMMY DARREN

TUESDAY WELD

DOUG McCLURE

Don't believe everything you read about Sandra

Dee and her mother kissing and making up.

The situation got hotter when Sandy turned

down an invitation to spend the holidays with

her mother to fly to Florida and Bobby Darin.

Never invite Eddie Fisher and Harry Karl to

the same steam room. While Eddie and Liz

were in Palm Springs, he showed up at swank

Desert Spa Baths for the mineral-rubdown

treatment, glanced at the guest register and

discovered Karl was on hand. Eddie turned

around and walked out.

^ Troy Donahue is on cloud eight. He introduced

Lili Kardell to his mother. And I understand

Lili, divorced only recently, can hear the wed-

ding bells ringing already.

^
Tuesday Weld is eating out her heart. She

can't believe that Dick Beymer said all of those

things about her to a writer. The real reason

they broke up was because Dick would never

take her out in public, because he felt she got

all the attention. So she got tired sitting home
and watching TV with him. And what's this

about Tuesday's feud with Carol Lynley?

^
Aren't Jimmy Darren and Evy Norlund expect-

ing again? By the way, Jimmy was hauled into

court recently and his ex-wife granted an in-

crease in support payments for his first child.

^ Frank Sinatra agreed to be on hand for the

Barbara Luna-Doug McClure nuptials. They'll

announce the date soon—or never. Sinatra's

latest seems to be young Jo Morrow.

^ Edith Head gifted Debbie Reynolds with the

wedding gown she wears in "Pleasure of His

Company." Debbie's saving it for Carrie.

Friends predict a June wedding for Esther

Williams and Fernando Lamas. And Jeff

Chandler is still carrying the torch for her.

Asa Maynor got over Edd Byrnes quickly

enough and she splits her dates now between

Peter Brown and Jody McCrea.

Sherry Jackson admits she's still willing to date

Elvis, but on her terms and not his. This in-

cludes calling for her at her house.

Young Bobby Driscoll, who got into trouble

with dope addiction, has solved his problems.

He makes a comeback in "Sunday's Rebel."

Lucky that Gary Clarke was around when three

drunks broke into Connie Stevens' motel room
on the Monterey location of "Susan Slade." He
held all three of them off until help came. And
what do Gary's dates with Shari Sheeley mean?

ESTHER WILLIAMS

JEFF CHANDLER

TROY DONAHUE

CONNIE STEVENS

Now... World-Famous

Graphologist

DOROTHY SARA

REVEALS FASCINATING FACTS
ABOUT YOUR CHARACTER, PERSON-

ALITY AND ABILITY!

IN A SEALED ENVELOPE, you will

receive the confidential facts about

your personality, character, and

ability that only your handwriting

can disclose. You learn how to use

this valuable new information to

attract more people ... to make

more people like you!

Just cut out the word "Mirado”

from a box of Eagle Mirado pen-

cils. Attach it to the coupon below.

Fill out and mail the coupon with

only 10c enclosed for postage and

handling.

EVERY OFFICE HAS,

OR SHOULD HAVE

EAGLEMIRADO®
the world’s largest-selling pencil-

unmatched for smoothness, point

strength and durability — guaran-

teed by famous Eagle “Quality Con-

trol.”

Fill out and mail this coupon!
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DOROTHY SARA, BOX C, EAGLE PENCIL
COMPANY, Danbury, Connecticut

(WRITE: "THIS IS THE WAT I WRITE" ON THE LINES

ABOVE, OR ON A SEPARATE SHEET OF PAPER.)

Name

Address-

City _Zone_ .State.

Be sure the word “Mirado"
(from a Mirado box) is attached!

Enclose only 10c for postage and handling.
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The exciting TRUE story of the world's most
fabulous impostor...and his amazing escapades

with love—as six different people!

Based on the incredible facts

of the sensational best-seller

about master masquerader

Fred Demara . . .whose story

was featured three different

times in
LIFE!

co-starring

Withthee^^
music of

6

as

“Father

Devlin”

...as a “navy surgeon’

he learned to

“operate” on

land as v

as sea!

as a “school teacher”

.as a “Marine”

he made military

history... with a

WAC Lieutenant!

Screenplay by LIAM O’BRIEN • Directed by ROBERT MULLIGAN Produced by ROBERT ARTHUR • A UNIVERSAL-INTERNATIONAL PICTURE

SOON AT MOTION PICTURE THEATRES THROUGHOUT THF NATION'
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Let’s begin with one of Miss Taylor’s

recent illnesses, the episode diagnosed

as “meningism.” I followed the epi-

sode closely and was shocked by the

stories indicating that “meningism”

is some form of a nervous break-

down, or simply a fancy name for a

psychological collapse. This diagno-

sis and line of speculation is medical-

ly unsound and completely untrue. . .

.

“Meningism” is a recognized medi-

cal illness, a painful and frightening

physical disease. It is not imaginary

and not mental. One story accused

Miss Taylor of “faking,” and I

wanted to retort: She is not pre-

tending—the suffering is real . . .

and terrible.

WHAT IS

‘MENINGISM”?

If the amateur psychologists had

taken the trouble to look “menin-

gism” up in a good medical diction-

ary, they would have easily found out

that it is an irritation of the mem-

branes shielding the brain. It is seri-

ous ; it is painful ; it is most difficult to

diagnose because the symptoms of the

disease so closely resemble another,

often fatal illness
—

“meningitis.” The

reason, I suspect, that so many con-

flicting reports and rumors came out

of the London Clinic was that the

doctors there probably thought at

first that it might be meningitis, a

dreadful disease.

This, of course, is not the first time

unauthorized amateur diagnoses have

.

km



been made that were untrue, mislead-

ing, and sensational about Miss Tay-

lor’s illnesses. Again and again in her

files I find the label “hypochondriac”

to characterize her ailments. A sci-

entific analysis will prove this wrong.

Much has been made of Miss Tay-

lor’s alleged “unhappy childhood.”

Some people have put forward the

MEDICAL

HISTORY

following theory: Miss Taylor’s child-

hood was very unhappy; Miss Taylor

had no life of her own and was a

slave to the studio; Miss Taylor was

pushed into an acting career and was

overprotected and overdriven. Be-

cause she did not know how to rebel

against her mother’s domination and

her studio’s demands, she discovered

another way to get her own way: she

produced illnesses, thereby getting

sympathy, expressions of affection

and love, and, incidentally, lightening

her work load. . . . All this is neat and

ingenious; and all of it is untrue.

Forgetting, for a moment, the distor-

tions about her mother and her

studio’s role in her life, it is impor-

tant to point out that during her

childhood and adolescence—the time

in which she was supposedly most

pressured

—

she did not have one seri-

ous illness.

It wasn’t until she was nineteen,

and out from under the supposed

domination of her mother, that she

suffered from what might be labeled

a “serious illness.” She was living

away from home

—

not with her

mother-—when she became ill with

“colitis.” “Colitis” is a painful in-

flammation of the large intestine that

gives the patient severe internal

spasms. Miss Taylor wras forced for

a while to live on a diet of baby foods

—-but she did get over it, and in short

time. She seems to have great recu-

perative powers, as her medical history

shows for the past few years illnesses

such as appendicitis, abscessed teeth,

influenza, frequent colds, a ruptured

disc in her spine, throat nodules and,

most recently, meningism. All phys-

ical illnesses but ... It was Michael

Todd, her late husband, who exploded

the most persistent lie about Miss

Taylor’s physical condition. For

years she’d complained of pains in

her back, dreadful crippling pains.

The doctors themselves said little,

which is as it should be in the medical

profession. But then came unauthor-

ized reports that it was all mental, all

her imagination. But Mr. Todd in-

sisted she be operated on. . . . She

did have ruptured spinal discs. The

surgery did clear up her condition.

Today Miss Taylor must often

MISS TAYLOR’S

OPERATION

wear a brace. But her back is better

because of the medical treatment.

It is true that Miss Taylor has

spent more time in the hospital than

most people do. But it is also true

that she is in a profession whose

members, on an average, are under

more tensions than most people.

INHUMAN
PRESSURE

The hours are long and irregular;

they move quickly from country to

country; they find little lime to re-

lax, less time to have for their own.

Their resistance, one might say, is

lower than most people’s.

The pattern of Miss Taylor’s ill-

nesses is that there is no pattern. Some

people have said she always becomes

ill before starting a new picture, but

the records I have studied indicate

that this isn’t true. She became ill be-

fore she was to start “Cleopatra” but

this is not strange. She had been fol-

THE “STRANGE”

ILLNESS

lowing a strenuous schedule and mak-

ing one picture after another the ten-

sions probably lowered her resistance

and made her more susceptible. . . .

The fact is her illnesses are real,

painful, and not “strange” at all.

I would make this prognosis: Al-

most anyone afflicted with the same

pressures as Miss Taylor would suffer

from illnesses. The fact is, they do.

They simply do not make the news-

papers. The End
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I didn't invent it but I'd

say I discovered it" WEST

Mae said this to Photoplay in 1936—we reprint it now, our

third in a series of the best in Photoplay’s past fifty years.

Mae West said, “Sex, I don’t want to take any credit for in-

venting it— but I have discovered it! I don’t need a

psychologist to tell me what a man’s thinkin’ when we been

dancing and he suddenly suggests a walk in the garden

under a full yellow moon. If he’s good-lookin’, normal

and in full possession of his faculties, it’s a cinch he’s

goin’ to want to take me in his arms and kiss me.

I’d be worried about him if he didn’t—think

about it. Of course, I may have ideas of

my own. And just because a girl

has a come-on look doesn’t

mean that every man she

dances with is good for

a kiss. When I kiss I

mean it—and that brings me

to a phrase that I’ve used often in

pictures—but oftener in life: ‘Is he or is

he not just my type?’ That’s what you’ve got to

ask yourself before you go into a clinch—and let a

lot of heartaches meet you more than half-way. And

just what is your type—bein’ that I’m talkin’ about you

today. There’s been plenty of talk about me. There’ll be

more. . . . It’s up to every woman to find out just what her type

is. I’ve been around and I’ve noticed that ‘Marry in haste, repent

in Reno’ is something more than a railroad man’s dream. But

don’t worry—I’m not goin’ to preach to you. Everyone has the

right to run her own love life—even if (Continued on page 72)

MAE’S

LOVE
PROVERBS

A girl who’s got curves has

been known to win on points!

0,0
Tall, dark ’n’ handsome—gals

have a weakness for strong men

!

0/0
Love is madness—-and many a

woman’s crazy to get married!

0,0
The harder a girl is to get—the

easier she finds it is to get ’em!

0,0
A woman in love can’t be reason-

able—or she wouldn’t he in love!

0^0
Men, marrying for a helpmate,

often manage to pick a mismate!

0,0
When a man alibis, he usually

has a good reason—a blonde!

A man in love is like a clipped

coupon—it’s time to cash in

!

0/0
Men are all alike—except the

one you’ve met who’s different!

OyO
Many a man picks up a girl

—

only to find he’s fallen himself!

OyO
Men admire devotion in their

wives—beauty in other women!

0/0
To kiss and make up is fun; too

much makeup can ruin a kiss!

0/0
Talk’s nice, but remember—ac-

tions speak louder than words!





YOU NEVER KNOW TILL ITS

TAB HUNTER is finding out that

you never know your friends till it’s too late,

that sometimes when you reach out to people for

help they will turn their backs on you. Why did

they do this to him? We talked to three people who

know Tab Hunter. What they say and how they

feel are drastically different. Since only one story

can be true, we ask you to read their three state-

ments. Then make up your own mind about Tab.

“I was the one who reported the business about

his dog to the Humane Society. You might say I

opened the can of peas, and once they started

coming out ... I saw it all from my window up-

stairs on the second floor. When the strike was on

at the studios, he was a lost soul; he didn’t have a

thing to do. My feeling is—it was his way of tak-

ing out his loneliness and frustration. The dog

incident, that is.

“Now, I’ve got no grudge against Tab. I don’t

dislike people just because they happen to make

more money than I do. That’d be ridiculous. I say

more power to him, movie people pay the price

for what they’ve got and it’s not worth it. They’re

in a class apart. Their lives belong to everybody

but themselves. You should see the traffic down his

little street since the case in court. People in

droves! He’s a real spectacle.

“Actually he’s a quiet man. No wild parties—

I

don’t think he’s got anybody to invite to a party.

Movie people have nothing to do with him. I’ve

never seen any of them (Continued on page 84 )
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ushed and fast—there

were no bridesmaids, no

flower girls, no wedding

cake . The wedding ring was

borrowed. And there was no

mother of the bride looking

proudly on. It was not the

kind of wedding Sandra Dee

had ever dreamed she'd

have. Nor was the runaway

honeymoon the kind a girl

might hope for. What did

she feel as she sat close to

Bobby Darin in the back

seat of a black limousine on

a cold New Jersey morning?

( Please turn the page)
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8:10 Still wearing the same dress she was married in
,
Sandy held tightly

to Bobby’s hand when they arrived at the airport. 8:20 They checked in

at the ticket window
,
then they sat down to wait till takeoff. The terminal

was chilly. 8:35 Neither smiled. Sandy rummaged for a sweater. Bobby

looked concerned. Before coming to the airport
,
they’d had an hour to



themselves. “Don’t tell anyone where we were,” Bobby said. 9:00 They

hurried across the field to the boarding ramp alone. No one had come to see

them off. 9:30 They were both tired. When the stewardess called her Mrs.

Darin, Sandy smiled for the first time. 1:20The plane landed in Los Angeles.

“I’m so happy,” Sandy told a friend who was waiting, but she was crying.

(Please turn the page)



1:35 Bobby took San-

dy's arm and led her

over to a black limou-

sine. Then they drove

off to the house he’d

rented. The honeymoon

began. Behind them
,
in

Neiv York, was Sandy’s

mother. By now, she

must know they’

d

eloped. Why did they do

it? Why all the rush,

why all the tears? Here

is the exclusive story .

behind the runaway

honeymoon.

(Continued on page 74 )
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But

Mommy

always

says



When the front doorbell rang that morning, Shirley

Boone was upstairs, so busy she didn’t hear it. But the

biggest of the little girls was downstairs. Cheryl Lynn

knew she wasn’t supposed to open the door without a

grownup around to see who it was—but she did it.

Cherry found herself looking up quite a ways at a young

man. He looked very tall to her, and so handsome.

“Is your daddy home?” he asked. He spoke in a soft

way.

“Uh uh,” Cherry said.

He smiled, and it was such a shiny smile, with such

beautiful white teeth showing, that he dazzled her.

“What does ‘uh uh’ mean?” he asked. “Yes or no?”

The smile got into his eyes, too, and it made her feel

bashful.

“No,” she murmured shyly, “my daddy isn’t home.”

“Well then, is your mother home?”

“Uh huh.”

The young man looked surprised.

“Your mother isn’t home either?”

“No!” she cried. “Uh huh is yes. Uh uh is no. My
mommy is so home.”

“Now we’re getting somewheres,” he said. “May I

please speak to your mommy?”

“Uh uh.” This time Cherry shook her head besides,

so he knew it was no.

“Oh, listen . . .” he began, sort of helpless. But Cherry

explained again. “Mommy is getting dressed.” She added,

“We had to clean the whole house. We just moved here.”

Suddenly she turned into the little lady her mother

liked her to be for company. “Won’t you come in and

wait?’’ she invited politely.

“Oh, that’s very nice of you,” he replied just as politely.

Cherry walked him into the living room and they sat

on the sofa. He looked around and said, “My, this is one

of the prettiest houses on the road. Aren’t you a lucky

girl to move here?”

“We have five bathrooms,” she said. “We can play in

the tub as long as we want.”

Just then the guest caught sight of another small face

peeping in at the door.

“That’s Lindy,” Cherry told him. “She’s next littler

than me.”

“Come on over, Lindy,” he invited. She moved in

slowly, then he saw two more even littler girls behind her.

Both carrying very big dolls. They sidled over and put

their dolls on the sofa next to the guest.

“They’re Debby and Laury,” Cherry said.

“Who?” he asked. “The dolls—or the two little dolls?”

All the children laughed. The littlest ones laughed be-

cause their big sister did. They sounded like so many

miniature silver bells.

“Oh, you’re such a funny man,” Debby giggled.

“Oh, you’re such a funny man,” the baby mimicked

her. “Let’s play dolls.”

“Well fine,” he agreed. “I’ll be the daddy.”

“No,” Cherry said firmly, “Daddy is the daddy. You

be you.”

“Me?”

“Uh huh,” she nodded shyly. “I know who you are.

You’re Fabian.”

The young man threw back his head and laughed.

“You’ve got me mixed with somebody else,” he said.

“I’m your neighbor . . .” but now Lindy forgot her com-

pany manners and interrupted excitedly.

“You are so Fabian,” she insisted. “You’re teasing.”



Just then Shirley walked into the room. She seemed

flustered. Cherry thought to herself, uh oh, I forgot to

tell Mommy we have company. It never occurred to her

that Mommy was fussed because her hair wasn’t combed,

and she was wearing the muu muu that Daddy had

brought from Hawaii.

“Mrs. Boone?” the visitor said in his soft voice. “How

do you do, ma’am. I live just down the road a piece, so

I dropped by to say welcome to our neighborhood.”

“Oh,” Shirley said, “that’s very neighborly of you.”

“Mommy,” Cherry whispered hoarsely, tugging at her

muu muu, “Mommy, he’s Fabian! Remember—he came

to our party?”

But Mommy wasn’t listening. She was saying, sort of

breathless, “You’re the first one who’s called on us since

we moved in . . . and I’m so glad you did . . . and

. . . please won’t you put up with my girls another

minute? I—I’ll only be a minute.” She darted out.

When she came back her hair was nice, she’d changed to

a sweater and skirt, and carried a heaped plate of cookies.

The girls were lined up and entertaining their visitor

with “Yellow Polka Dot Bikini.” When he joined in, from

that moment on, the four girls were in love. And maybe

the big man was, too, because when it was time for him

to go he said, “You know something, Mrs. Boone? I’m

thinking, I’ve just got to get married and get me some

sweet kids like these.”

Then he was gone. The children ran to the window and

watched him drive off in a big black shiny Rolls Royce.

“Goodbye, Fabian,” they cried and all four waved.

Before he disappeared he looked back at the faces by

the window and he waved too.

“Oh, Mommy,” Cherry whispered adoringly, “isn’t Fab-

'teighbor.

ian handsome? And doesn’t he sing lovely?” she sighed.

That was when Shirley told them, “That’s not Fabian,

girls, that’s Elvis Presley, our new neighbor.”

“Gee!” Linda breathed. “Aren’t we lucky!”

Shirley couldn’t help smiling at their rapture.

“Well, girls,” she said, “when you were so sad about

leaving your friends in New Jersey, you didn’t know who

you’d have for a neighbor in Hollywood, did you?”

That night when Pat came home, the girls were in bed,

but they waited up to tell him the story with the surprise

ending. They wouldn’t let him read their usual bedtime

story, they wouldn’t go to sleep, they only wanted to tell

him about the visitor. But of course they wouldn’t tell him

right off—he had to guess.

“Three guesses. Daddy,” Linda said. “Who was it?”

Pat thought very hard, with his hands to his head and

a deep frown to help him think.

He asked, “The president of the United States?”

“You’re only teasing,” Cherry laughed. “The President

doesn’t come to visit people in their houses.”

Lindy whispered, “Daddy dear, should I give you a

hint?” She whispered loudly, “He sings, too.”

“Oh, he does, does he?” said Pat, thinking even harder.

“Well then—was it Frank Sinatra?”

“No!” all four girls shook their heads.

“Then I give up.”

“I’ll tell you who it was,” Shirley said, trying to keep a

straight face. “It was Fabian.”

“Oh, no, Mommy,” Linda exclaimed. “You know it was

Elvis.” And Cherry said, “Mommy, how could you ever

get Elvis mixed up with Fabian?”

Shirley grinned.

“I can’t imagine,” she said. The End
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Vici and Roger Smith’s story could be

yours.. After you read it, you’ll under-

stand why- by NANCY ANDERSON

Roger’s side of the bed was empty.

Vici, turning restlessly, threw an arm
across his pillow. Slowly, in her sleep,

she became aware of the emptiness,

that she was afraid. ... “What’s hap-

pening to us,” she sobbed. The clock

softly struck two. She heard both

strokes distinctly—one, two—counting
them. Stirring into wakefulness, she

switched on the bed light and pulled

herself to a sitting position. She could

see now that Roger’s side of the bed

was unmussed.

Where was he? What was he doing?

“Can’t we ever be together,” she

thought, “even at two in the morning?”

She remembered the promises they’d

exchanged—so recently. She switched

off the light and lay quietly, her arms

stiffly at her sides, her eyes staring

wide-open in the dark.

(Continued on page 76 )



WHO’D HAVE THOUGHT CAROL WOULD BE A BRIDE SO FAST? But she’d changed

so, we should have guessed that it was love It started long ago {p Her face

was smeared with cold cream, what little eye shadow she wore was smudged and

she’d eaten off most of her lipstick QP She wore an old smock, and her long

blond hair was tied up in a towel <0 A soft spring breeze came through the

small open window of her dressing room, backstage at the Broadway production

of “Blue Denim” And that’s when Carol first set eyes on Mike It all

happened so fast that Cupid was caught napping ^p A knock came on the

door O It was Warren Berlinger, also in the show, who wanted her to meet

(Continued, on page 82)
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Dion gets my vote as “Boy With the Mostest” says

They only gave me 250 words! Can I tell all I know

about Dion? I’ll try! If he weren’t a singer, he

could be a photographer. Or maybe a lifeguard. Or a

painter or sculptor. He can do all those things. . . . He
sings sad songs from way inside because he knows

—

he’s sad, too. Like in his camera hobby. “When I’m

photographing old men and women,” he told me, “and

they’re trying hard to do something they’re slow at

—

maybe because their hands shake— I feel so sad for

them I have to take the picture quick because my tears

get on the lens and I can’t see a thing.” . . . He’s a shy

boy and I dig it because we’re alike. Except I’m sixteen
40



our reporter of the month. . . . cute Brenda Lee

and he’s twenty. And I’m a

shrimp, but he’s big— oh I

don’t know, seven foot tall or

something. Well, okay, maybe

five foot ten. Nice looking,

too, with lots of wavy brown

hair. . . . He likes feminine

girls, soft colors like lilac,

and hates a lot of makeup . . .

wears dark tones himself and

doesn’t own a big sweater

collection. . . .To him, Sinatra’s definitely the King,

and he was crazy for Hank Williams. . . . He admires

Peggy Lee and Ella Fitzgerald too. . . .You’d think he

wouldn’t have a care in the world, but that shyness bugs

him. Once he said, “I’m improving, I used to be worse.

I’d go to a party, waltz in grinning like mad so they’d

see I’m a nice confident type. Hah! Then I’d find me
a spot away from the crowd and sit hoping someone’d

come talk to me. I like to talk to people, but all I can

do is sing how I feel about them. Some day I’ll get this

whole thing licked and then when I do, I’ll just go out

and talk and talk to people everywhere.” The End
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Ever get stranded sitting at a dance—alone—and

not catching so much as a glance from one man in

the room? Cindy Robbins found herself in this

predicament when three handsome guys, Rod Tay-

lor, Doug McClure and Mark Damon, stood right

behind her, but acted as if they didn’t even know she

was alive. If this has happened to you, which do you

believe : that landing a man for your very own is all

a matter of luck? ... or that for every girl there’s a

special Valentine somewhere in this world, and all

you need is to find each other? ... or that there are

ways to make him yours? If you believe the last, the

methods suggested here may be just what you need to

land—and hold—that guy you’ve had your eye on!

The boy, of course, was flattered at the attention

of this gay girl with a ponytail. You must have

guessed the rest. As the hat was being wrapped, he

thanked Jana for her help, introduced himself and

asked her for a date. And Jana had to control her

excitement when the boy said, “My name’s Fabian

Forte. What’s yours?”

(P.S.: Fabe was having an important audition the

next morning and his manager had suggested a hat

would lend dignity.)

(P.S. again: Fabe and Jana really clicked and

have had quite a few wonderful dates together as a

result of Jana’s philosophy: Be Where Boys Are

—

in a men’s shop.)

1. BE WHERE BOYS ARE—“As obvious as this

sounds, it’s oh-so-true,” Jana Taylor told us. How

do you make it happen? Well, Jana met a swell boy

this way and, to top it off, he turned out to be a well-

known personality (whose name we won’t reveal

—

for a few minutes)

!

Jana helps after school in her dad’s smart men’s

shop, and so she’s used to meeting lots of males. One

day she noticed a teenage boy wandering from one

display to another, obviously looking for a hat. At

first he’d hesitantly watch the other customers try-

ing them on, then muster up the nerve to slip one on

himself. When he came near Jana’s post, he asked

her politely, “Do you like this one?” and then

quickly added, “I’m just looking.”

Jana smiled at him. “Yes,” she nodded, “that

style is one of my favorites.” It was a conservative

clergy-gray felt. The boy looked vaguely familiar to

her, and she liked his looks and shy manner. The

boy smiled back, stood up tall and stiffly allowed her

to adjust the brim. “I think it’s your type,” she ap-

proved. “Why don’t I get the department manager to

make sure it’s the right size?” And with this she

disappeared toward the back of the store.

2. DON’T BE AFRAID TO GET A THIRD PARTY

TO INTRODUCE YOU—“That’s how I got my

man,” the tall, slim, blonde proudly confided, and

began to reminisce about the first glimpse of her

husband-to-be, a movie star we’ll just call B for now.

She saw him in—of all places—Montecatini, Italy.

She was a USO stenographer in New York during

the war, who’d decided, for a lark, to replace an ail-

ing dancer and join an entertainment unit headed

for Italy (although Norma admits, “My only dance

training was at high-school dances”).

She was sent to Montecatini and spotted B as he

was marching down the street at the end of a long

day, covered with dirt and fatigue. “I liked his looks

and knew right away that I wanted to meet him. I

felt a bit shy, at first, but decided that was silly and

asked a colonel friend of mine to introduce me,” she

tells. “He agreed, and so we met, dated and the fol-

lowing day my troupe and I were shipped out to our

next spot, Caserta.”

Yet, after only one date, B had fallen for Norma,

and promptly proceeded to go AWOL to find her.

He succeeded, and they had 30 minutes together

before the MP’s found (Continued on page 70)
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LURKS A YEN FOR A WOLF OR TWO

That’s what Fabe and Frankie

learned. They read a hook be-

tween them. About girls. Full

of great advice. It said, “Girls

flip for wolves. So exert all

your powers, boys. Polish up

that line, smo-o-th that style.

Stop trembling. Go out there

and howl. Show her who’s lurk-

ing— a wolf.” So
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They were doing the dishes— Nancy washing,

Tommy drying. “You know,” he said, “I couldn't

marry someone less than perfect— but I’m get-

ting used to it.”...When Nancy didn't laugh, he

poked her in the ribs.... “Hey,” he said, almost

dropping the dish, “you putting on weight?”...

“I am?” Nancy seemed surprised. “That's my big

arr|}ition in life—to break a hundred pounds.”

...“All you're doing is break me and my budget,

eating so much,” Tommy said. ..“I don't know

what it is,” she told him, “but I'm hungry all the
%

time— sometimes even in the middle of the
?>-

night.” Nancy grew thoughtful. Without speak-

W
ing, she handed him another dish. “What’s the

matter, hon?”Tommyasked after several dishes.

Nancy looked at him. “Promise you won’t be

angry?” she asked. He nodded. ...“You wanted

I



1

To me, says Nancy, marriage is

a give-and-take proposition, like

I give Tommy the sofa and /

take the floor. What could be

fairer? We can drearn,can't we?

Marriage, says Tommy, seems to be

helping your wife decide what her

favorite dress is—meaning mine. This

privilege cant be taken lightly. I get

myself comfortably settled, put lesser

matters out of my mind, fold my arms

like an expert and tell Nancy, “Okay.”

Tommy says Nancy is right, mar-

riage is for sure a fifty-fifty deal.

Like when they moved into their

honeymoon apartment, Nancy

lugged the cartons while Tommy
took care of his fragile guitar.



But then again,

marriage isn’t

all dishes

and groceries

and babies . .

.

\
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me to tell everything,” she

said, “so I’m telling you.

Remember the other day

when we came home from

shopping? And we had a

lot of heavy packages?

Well, you didn’t even try

to take them away from

me. You just let me carry

them by myself. Before we

were married you never

(Continued, on page 78)

Nope, marriage isn’t only about wash-

ing dishes, toting groceries and can

three live as cheaply at two? It also

has lighter, brighter, funnier moments.



The movie
Who wouldn’t want to dress like a movie star?

Who can? . . .You can . . . And you don’t need a

different dress every day of the year. “I prob-

ably have less clothes than a Photoplay reader,”

insists new star Cindy Wood. What’s the trick?

Planning. And here, on these four pages, we

(Cindy, Photoplay’s fashion editor Kate Palumbo

and I) will show you how you can copy

what the movie stars do: Learn to use

one basic dress— three ways. Once

you do, I personally promise you, no

one will know your dresses don’t dif-

fer. (1) First step: Get a basic—don’t

groan! Who ever told you a basic is

boring? Just look at page 54 at the

Simplicity sheath Cindy’s wearing. It

will look just as flattering on you. (In fact, all

of us are shopping in Simplicity basics.) (2) Who

“Eyes closed. Can you guess the fabric?” Kate, right,

asks me, left. I couldn’t! Cindy’s in the center.

basic accessories



star look
said a basic better be black? Not true, just

make sure it’s a solid. And I’ll tell you a simple

trick I find the stars often use: make up the

same pattern but in different colors—the ac-

cessories stay the same. (3) Your new shopping

motto: spend time looking; take time buying.

(4) Collect accessories. Concentrate on the basic

five (see below)— or six if you like hats (you

should). Tip: When you find a style that flat-

ters you, make it yours—with color variations.

Audrey Hepburn has one favorite hat made in

20 colors. (5) Learn how to match your acces-

sories according to the hour (see next pages).

(6) Jewelry is an accent, so don’t put it where

you don’t want attention. (7) Do experiment,

but when in doubt, leave it out. (8) You now know

everything. So turn the page. If you have any

questions, let me know. —Evelyn Pain, Editor

Photographer Vivien Crozier poses

Cindy. Turn the page, see the results.



sum

Simplicity

Pattern #3793

is available

at your favorite

stores throughout

the country.

The basic dress—somewhere

it’s gotten the reputation of

being dull. Well, it shouldn’t.

Look at Cindy’s chic dress.

A.M. To the basic

dress we add a

striped scarf, 3 sliver

leather belts, shortie

gloves, white hat.

Bag is big, useful.

Black—must a basic always

be black? (No, only solid.)

Try flattering blue-grey

(which we chose for Cindy)

.

Gloves and

hat are available at

Lord and Taylor

in New York.

Noon: A new look

with a change of

gloves (long); belt

(soft); frosted

beads (dressy)

;

handbag (demure).

No fluff. That’s how you tell

a basic. No collar, no cuffs;

no buttons, bows or puffs.

The secret: add your own.

P.M. We concentrate

on elegance. Match-

ing stole; exotic

necklace; dress-up

kid gloves; small

gold clutch and

no belt.

All other

accessories at

Bloomingdale’s

in New York.

Shoes

by Capezio.



FOR MORE INFORMATION ON THE ACCESSORIES, TURN TO PAGE 81





ick sat slumped over in his chair,

numb with shock and disbelief. His
' buddy, Zeke, was gone. Dead.

Drowned in a boating accident. Rick
stared at the floor, seeing Zeke’s face,

emembering. . . .

Ted “Zeke” Budney, only twenty-three,

he kid he had met in Arizona when he’d

;one on location for “Rio Bravo,” the kid

vho’d taught him to rope and trick ride

md who’d come to Hollywood and worked
>n the Nelson TV show, was gone. They
lad been almost inseparable the past two
fears. They shared their work, riding,

sports. They double-dated. They were close

riends in every sense of the word.
Rick sat very still for a long while,

rhen he began thinking of another death
—Johnny Horton’s. He’d heard the news
m his car radio, he knew his friend, Shari
Sheely, must have heard it, too. He drove
ight over to her house.

-x- -x- *

“How can this be?” they asked each
>ther. Johnny was so vital, so alive. “He
vorked so hard for years,” Shari said,

‘and now just when he was beginning to

nake it big, he’s gone.”

“Yes, he was a great musician,” Rick
inswered. “I’ve talked to a lot of country
ind western people, and all of them said
he same thing—Johnny was tops. After
Battle of New Orleans’ and ‘Sink the
Bismarck’ he really had it made ... in fact

- heard he had just signed a contract
vith Paramount a few weeks before the

accident. He was so young. It’s so unfair.”

Shari nodded. “It sort of gives me the

creeps,” she said, “to think that Johnny’s
wife, Billie used to be married to Hank
Williams. Remember, he died the same
way, in an auto crash? And he was only

twenty-nine, but he’d already written over

a thousand songs. Poor Billie. Then after

Hank died, she was lucky enough to be
able to find happiness again with Johnny
. . . and they had two kids . . . and now
he’s gone, too. Is that fair?

“But we just can’t answer that ques-
tion.” she said.

“Rick, who are we to say what’s fair,

what’s just or unjust? You know, 1 used
to ask ‘why,’ but I don’t anymore. It’s no
use. You can ask and ask but there are

no answers—at least not for us to dis-

cover. The only one who knows the answer
is God. And how can we ask Him to ex-

plain His ways to us? Like the Bible says,

‘Thy Kingdom come, Thy will be done on
earth as it is in Heaven.’ I’ve come to ac-

cept this. I used to think that all bad
people got punished, and that if you were
good and worked hard, things had to

come out all right. I still believe this, but

who are we to know just exactly what is

right, what is fair or unfair?”
Rick listened to her words, and he knew

that she meant everything she said. She’d
lived through the tragedy of death—Eddie
Cochran’s death. Eddie and she were going
to be married, and when he was killed,

she must have asked herself a thousand
times: “Is this fair?” . . . “Why Eddie?”

. . . “Why us?” ... “I guess it was the

same . . . with Eddie,” he said gently.

“That’s just what I mean, Rick,” Shari
said. “I don’t want to sound like I’m any
worldly-wise philosopher, but ever since

I lost Eddie and almost died myself . . .

well, I just don’t have any more fear of

getting hurt. I’ve spent a lot of time think-

ing about life and death and the unknown
things that lie ahead.

Everything ended

“You know, it’s funny, but I never used
to be able to think about death. I mean
I couldn’t imagine what it might be like

to die—or to see anyone die. No one close

to me had died when I was a kid, and I

just never thought about it much. And
then with Eddie . . . well, I just refused

to believe it at first. He was so young. We
had so many plans. I just couldn’t believe

that everything had ended.

“But I had a lot of time to think after

the accident, Rick. Eight weeks in that

hospital over in England with nothing to

do but think. And it hurt, too. I don’t know
which was worse—my own pain, or think-

ing about Eddie. I tried to understand, to

find a meaning, an explanation. And the

conclusion I’ve come to is that life—every-

body’s life—is made up of an unexplain-

able pattern of events which none of us

knows until He decides to tell us.

“The day I walked out of the hospital,

I asked myself why was I alive and Eddie
dead. It was so (Please turn the page)
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ironic. When they investigated the crash,

they discovered that where Eddie was
sitting, the middle of the back seat, the

chances of him being seriously hurt were
only about a thousand-to-one. Yet when
they brought me into the hospital they

gave me only a fifty-fifty chance to pull

through. They even sent for a priest to

give me the last rites. Everybody thought

I was going to die—except God. I don’t

know why, with half a chance, the scales of

life tipped in my favor, while Eddie, with

a thousand chances, didn’t come through.

He was only twenty-one but he’d already

proved his worthiness. Maybe he was ready

for Heaven. . . .

“You know, Rick, suddenly I realize

how foolish most kids our age are. How
foolish we’ve been, too. Somehow when
you’re a teenager, or just turned twenty,

life seems like one big, long rainbow.

Youth seems to be immune from death

—

until it hits close to home and you realize

that age isn’t the determining factor. That
doesn’t mean you have to sit home and
dwell on death. But you have to conduct

your life every day so that if it turns out

to be your last, you won’t have left the

important things undone . . . you may
think I’m crazy, but I have a burning
desire to get up on a stage somewhere
with a microphone hooked up to kids all

over the world and say tc them, ‘Don’t try

to live your life taking short cuts. Don’t

P try to find the easy way out. Take what
comes. Accept it. Live your life decently

and fully, please, and do the things you

should do. Don’t put off doing those things

you want to do, but do them right away.’

I want to say: ‘Look, I know, I lost some-
one young and dear and I almost lost my-
self, and I want to save you from finding

out the hard way that it is later than you
think.’

“I feel that when death brushes you it’s

as if someone is saying, ‘This is a warning.

You’re being given a second chance, so set

your life in order. Try, try as hard as you
know how, because none of us, young or

old, knows when our time will come.’

There’s another thing I’ve learned, and
that’s how small and petty it is to gripe

and groan when little things go wrong.
Instead, every day, we should thank God
for the blessings we have rather than com-
plain about those we don’t have.

“This may sound very pompous, Rick,

but I don’t mean it to. I know that I still

have a lot to learn, but I think I’ve grown
up some since . . . well, since all this has
happened to me. I’m going to tell you
something, Rick, and I think it’ll help you

understand what I’m trying to say. I met a

girl in the hospital in England. Bea. She’s

in her twenties, and she’s been in that

hospital for sixteen years. She has polio,

and she’s all alone. Her parents are dead.

She loves God

“When I first got well enougn to realize

her situation, I thought to myself, ‘My
God, how can that poor creature just lie

there day after day never getting up.’ I

thought she would be better off dead.
Then, when I was strong enough, the

nurses wheeled me out into the hallway to

see her. That’s where her bed is—in a

corridor—because that’s where she wanted
it. You know why? Because the corridor

faces a window, and from the window Bea
can see a piece of sky and a tree and
she watches the birds hopping around
on the branches.

“She spends her time knitting baby
clothes for the expectant mothers that

come into the hospital, or she writes en-

couraging notes to other patients. I won-
dered how God could let someone suffer

like that. But then I realized that she

was happier then anyone I knew. She loves

God so, she loves every blade of grass,

every bird. When I left the hospital, I

stopped by her bed. She took my hand and
said, ‘Sharon, don’t mourn for Eddie. To
live you first must die and then you live

for eternity.’ I bent down and kissed her

and she gave me a poem that someone had
given her when she first was taken ill. It’s

called ‘Lean Hard,’ and in it God speaks:

I know thy burden child

I shaped it . . .

Raised it in my own hand without

weight or dimension . . .

And even as I laid it on to you
I said, ‘This burden shall be mine . .

.’

“How can we complain about anything
after hearing a story like that?”

Around the next corner

“I guess you’re right, Shari,” Rick
nodded in agreement, “but still it’s so hard
not to ask ‘why’ when things happen like

they did to Eddie or Johnny. Don’t you ever

feel helpless sometimes, not knowing what’s

going to be just around the next corner?

Every time something happens to people

we know . . . well, it does make you stop

and think and . .
.”

“I know what you mean, Rick. There’s

just so much tragedy all around us, but

there’s also so much you and I will never

hear about that’s going on right this min-

ute. I guess somewhere right now some-
thing bad has happened to somebody and
someone else is asking ‘why.’ Everyone
asks ‘why’ when something bad happens.

But I’ve learned the hard way that there

is no answer except to believe in God.
“I just keep thinking that God chose to

take Eddie, and He chose to let me live.

He must have had a reason, Rick. And
I’m going to try to be the best person I

know how so He’ll know that I’m grateful

for the chance I’ve been given. He’ll just

have to know, Rick . . . I’m sure He
does . .

* * *

Rick straightened in his chair and looked

out the window at the bright sky. He
thought of Bea lying in that hospital bed

in England—a patch of sky was her whole
world. But for him, Rick Nelson, the world

was large and wonderful. There were so

many things he could do, so many things

he would do. But he would never forget

Zeke. He ran his hand over his eyes, stood

up and walked to the door. —Marcia Borie

See Rick in “The Wackiest Ship in the

Army” for Col. and in “Ozzie and Harriet”

on ABC-TV, Wednesday, 8:30 P.M. EST.
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Behind the year’s most

talked-about romance,

is an even stranger

story of love...

Who is this pixie-like girl with the haunt-

ing eyes? She's the star who’s such a big

hit in “The World of Susie Wong.” She’s

Jacqui Chan, who played a big part too,

in the life of Tony Armstrong-]ones.

p

It was late afternoon and the dress rehearsal seemed to have gone on for nours,

In only a few days, “The King and I” would open, and Jacqui Chan was nervous.
a

This was her first big part, the role of principal dancer, and it was important to her.

As she stood in the wings waiting for her cue, she seemed calm, but her long, tapered
J

fingers restlessly pleating the edge of her costume gave her away.
Then she looked up and saw, for the first time, the young man. He was watching

j

her. Suddenly, he smiled, a wide, flashing smile, and for some reason, she felt re-

laxed and confident.

She didn’t know who he was. hut during the next days she grew used to seeing him,
,

slim and boyish, dressed usually in a bulky black sweater, his face always half-

hidden by his camera. She noticed that his eyes were bright blue and shy.

No one introduced them but it was easy to find out who he was. Everyone knew t

him. One actor said he was one of the most talented young photographers in Lon-
1

1

don. and that he had even designed sets for some plays. The plays hadn’t been
]

successful, but his designs were good.
(

She laughed when they told her the story of how he went to formal dinners
wearing an old sports jacket and all the other things he did deliberately to shock

f

stuffy people. She thought he sounded like fun, and one day during a rehearsal break
,

he came over to where she was sitting. He seemed to know all about her, too, and
|

asked if she would model for him.

With a shrug of her shoulders she tried to hide, as she always did, her real feelings

and said : “Oh. I guess so.”

It was that simple, the way her romance with Tony Armstrong-.] ones began.
They saw each other often after that. Tony took many pictures of her, the un-

usual kind of pictures he was becoming famous for, pictures that brought Jacqui
to the attention of his theatrical friends and helped her career.

People got used to seeing them together

When they weren't working, they took long drives outside of London—Tony loved

to drive fast—or went to the theater and concerts or to exhibitions of Tony’s photo-

graphs. People got used to seeing them together.

She got along well with his friends and enjoyed the dinners Tony was always
giving. Sometimes twenty people—mostly models and people from the theater

—

would sit crowded on the floor of his small, candle-lit apartment.

But for Jacqui, the best times were the foggy, gray afternoons when they would sit

quietly in his apartment, just the two of them, sunk deep in the low chairs, their

stockinged feet propped against the warm brick of the fireplace. They would sip

tea and the hours would pass. Somehow, even when they didn't talk, there was a

closeness, an understanding.

Tony had a way of getting people to talk about themselves, maybe because he was
really interested in them. She found herself telling him about her life, about the

island of Trinidad where she had been horn on a hot July day in 1935, and where
she had lived until she was fifteen. She told him about her mother, who was Chinese,

and her father who was Chinese and Russian. He was a photographer, too, very

famous and successful. She had always been a tomboy and loved to play with her

two brothers, but sometimes she would slip away from them and sit and listen to her

father and his artist friends talk about the theater. She couldn’t remember, now.
when she first decided she wanted to go on the stage, but she was seven when she

started to take dancing lessons.

Friends kept asking: “When’s the wedding?”

Tony understood how important acting was to her. He felt the same way about

his work. Even while he was studying at Eton, he spent more time on photography

than he did on his studies. His father, a wealthy and prominent lawyer, hadn’t ap-

proved of photography as a career, but Tony was stubborn. Even though he didn’t

have much money at first, he wouldn’t give it up. Now that he was successful, he

hadn’t changed at all. He still enjoyed sitting around with his old friends talking

about the theater and joking. But Jacqui knew that he could be moody, too, and

that he had a sharp temper. She would sit quietly until he got over it.

Pretty soon she was known as “Tony’s girl” and no one was surprised when she

was at the airport the day Tony flew back from New York. It was only natural that

she should he there and that Tony should rush over to her and greet her with a kiss.

They had been going together for almost three years and their friends kidded them

about being in love. In March, they joined some friends for a skiing holiday in

Switzerland and a few days in Venice. When they arrived home, tanned and happy,

the first thing they were asked was: “When are you two going to get married?”

Jacqui shook her head and answered seriously: “Our careers come first.”

“The World of Susie Wong” opened in London as a play and Jacqui was in it.

She had the role of Lily, a small part but a good one, and she also understudied

the actress who played Susie. Later, when they made the play into a film, she was

cast as Gwenny Lee and the part was expanded just for her.

She was excited about her career, even though it meant she had to work hard
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and couldn’t see Tony very much. Somehow there never seemed to be enough time

for them to be together any more. Tony was busy, too. He had several magazine

assignments covering society functions. He told her how he had met Princess Mar-

garet at a few of the halls, and then it was announced that he had been appointed

one of the official court photographers.
#

After that she would hear that he had been invited to Buckingham Palace to take

photographs, or that he had spent weekends with the Royal family in the country.

She didn’t know—almost no one did—about the growing romance between Tony

and Princess Margaret. It wasn’t Tony’s fault that he couldn't tell his friends. It

was a Court order. No one must know.

But the Princess must have found out about Jacqui on one of her visits to Tony’s

studio, when she would spend hours looking through his portfolios of pictures.

She must have wondered about the beautiful Chinese girl who appeared so often in

the photographs. And once, when she was with a large group of people, one of

Tony’s acquaintances began to tease him about Jacqui. “You know," he said, “Tony

once hooked the entire front row at a pantomime because Jacqui had the lead.

They never suspected that Tony and Margaret might be in love. No one did. Not

even the woman who saw them dining together in a small restaurant in Soho and

recognized the Princess. She came right up to their table, then blushed and apolo-

gized. “Forgive me,” she said, embarrassed. “I’m nearsighted, hut for a moment I

thought you were Princess Margaret. There is a striking resemblance."

The Princess smiled graciously and said : “Thank you. I am very flattered.”

Their engagement took everyone by surprise. At nine o’clock on the morning of

the day the announcement was to be made, Tony was in his studio with several of

his assistants when the phone rang. After he had hung up, he stood for a moment
with his back toward the room. Then, slowly, he turned.

Suddenly Tony announced: “I’m engaged, chaps”

“Well, I’m engaged, chaps.” he said, his face white and strained.

“Congratulations!” someone called. “To whom?"
“Princess Margaret!” he answered and went into his bedroom and started filling

two suitcases with some clothes and camera equipment.

He left the apartment and drove straight to Windsor Castle where Margaret and
her family were waiting. It was from there, later that night, that the engagement
was made public.

Jacqui was in her dressing room removing her stage makeup when a stagehand

called her to the telephone. It was a newspaper reporter with the news of Tony’s

engagement. She refused to comment and hurried hack to the privacy of her dress-

ing room, but already several reporters were waiting for her.

During the next weeks, they hounded her. hut she managed to elude them. She
would make no comment except to say: “Tony was a charming friend. I am happy
for him as one is always happy for one’s friends when they get married."

Quietly, determined, she pursued her career, and suddenly it seemed success was
hers. She was offered parts in the films “Kowloon” and “Flower Drum Song” and
recorded her first song, “But No One Knows.” Recently, with her long hair cut short

in a chic, sophisticated style, she made her debut as a night-club singer.

It was at London’s Society Restaurant, a small, fashionable night club on Jermyn
Street popular with the people who move in Princess Margaret’s circle. Many came
out of curiosity, hut before they left they applauded the slender girl with the deli-

cate and haunting voice.

Could there have been a different ending?

But though Jacqui still refuses to discuss him, she is pursued by the rumors that

all is not happy between Tony and Margaret.
They made him give up his work so of course he’s bored, people say, and he feels

cut off from his old friends. One photographer-friend told how Tony called him one
night and said wistfully: “You must be having it very nice. I wish I could come to

see you, but I can’t go anywhere.”
Others say Tony—and Margaret, too—feels that the Royal family doesn't treat him

as an equal, nor have they given him a title or official duties. But it is also reported
that just before the wedding, the Queen offered to make him a Viscount and Tony had
answered: “Well, that’s terribly kind of everyone, but no. Not now.” They say Mar-
garet was furious with him for refusing.

And lately it is whispered that Tony is in rebellion, that he won't follow court

protocol and that he has shocked everyone by appearing at black-tie affairs in a tweed
jacket. His friends smile and say it sounds like the old Tony. He could never be
forced to do anything he didn’t really want to do. That’s why they are sure Tony
would never have married, even a Princess, if he hadn’t truly loved her.

What Jacqui is thinking . . . she hides her feelings from everyone ... no one
knows. Would things have been different if she had not placed her career first? She
will never know now, but perhaps some day someone will write and make a film about
her love story. Then, strangely, Jacqui Chan may star in her greatest role. The End

Princess Margaret and Tony Arm-

strong-]ones—their engagement and

marriage made headlines all over the

world. But no one knew the story of

Tony’s love before his Princess.



Brenda thought it was coincidence, seeing Fabe. Then he kissed her!

1

Before she knew what was happening, they

gave her the orchids. “Do the leaves go up or

down?” Fabe wondered. Brenda wasn’t sure.

Brenda Lees

SWEET SIXTEEN
PARTY

‘7 was just walking along with Hugh

O’Brian and Dub Albritton,” she told

Dodie Stevens. “Then l saw the sign

out front: ‘Happy birthday, Brenda!’
”

“Did you see the food?” she asked

Dorsey Burnete’s little son Billy. ‘7

wonder who thought up that idea. Im-

agine—do-it-yourself banana splits!”

“Let’s sit this one out,” Fabe said. She

watched the dancers, all the great

friends she’d made in Hollywood—
like Shelley Fabares, Sherry Jackson.
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They really had Brenda Lee fooled,

but all day nobody said a word about

It was her birthday, her sixteenth,

it. She was sure they didn’t know,

or else they’d forgotten. When she walked past the Crescendo, she wasn’t

expecting a thing. The party was the best kept secret in Hollywood.

“Were you really surprised?” Dodie

asked. “And how!” Brenda told her.

She wondered if ids true about Dodie

and Bobby Rydell,
but she didn’t ask.

She kept hopping from table to table

all night, so nervous that she’d even

forget people’s names. But Asa May-

nor knew Fabe's pal. Bob Marcucci.

After everybody else had gone, she

and Dodie talked over the party. “It

was all so wonderful ” she said, “the

most exciting birthday / ever had.”
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ianne Lennon will never forget

that last broadcast. When she

came on the set for rehearsal in

her bride’s dress—not her real

bridal gown with its Chantilly

lace yoke, but a more bouffant,

frilly one—she found all the cameramen,
electricians, the grips and props, every one

of them wearing a white shirt and tie. “I

couldn’t imagine why,” she says now, “until

they joined the band crowding about to wish

me well in my married life with Dick, and
to give me my beautiful gifts—a mixer and
a can opener, both electric. The boys were
all so happy for me. and so was Mr. Welk

—

he’s a family man himself.” That night

the four Lennon Sisters sang together for

the last time. And Dianne breathed a sigh

of relief. The last few months had been hec-

tic but they were over and done with.

Nowadays, very early every morning. Di-

anne drinks her first cup of coffee with Dick

and then waves from behind ruffled curtains

as he backs out the narrow driveway. It’s

7 :30 and he’s on his way to work as a cable

splicer for the phone company. Now she’s

alone in the house. She walks around drink-

ing her second cup of coffee, inspects the

new bathroom counter Dick’s building,

looks lovingly at all their new and nearly

new furniture. Then the girl who could

have been a star and could now be rushing

off to rehearsals and wardrobe fittings,

p climbs into her blue denim pedal pushers.

She starts her housework. She waxes her

kitchen and dusts, once a week she washes

and irons clothes. She visits at home and
gets hack in time to make dinner—pork
chops or chicken-fried steak or spare ribs,

she’s even tried a roast or two and tacos

and enchiladas. She and Dick go to mass
on Sunday, they love to visit people, they

have fun bowling. And at Thanksgiving
time when the other Lennon sisters went
East for the Perry Como show and Mom
Lennon wanted to go along for the first

time, Dianne and Dick moved in with the

children and played mom and dad. “We
had our eleven children quick,” Dianne says

laughing. . . . Christmas they ate one din-

ner at the Lennons and another at the

Gasses, his folks . . . Valentine’s Day they

dined at the Sea Lion Inn where Dick had
given Dianne her engagement ring.

t
his is home, where they grew up
—Venice, California. “I wouldn’t

live anyplace else in the world,”

Dianne says. “All my married
friends live within walking dis-

tance except Cleo Capp who
moved to Buena Park. That’s an hour’s drive

away—how does she stand it? We’re just

three blocks from Mom and Dad’s; the

police station is just down the street, our

school is around the corner. When it lets

out there's a real explosion and they come
running down the street—kids I've known
since they were born, and my brothers and

sisters. Danny, Pat and Bill, my kid broth-

ers, stop in every day and I’d better have
cookies on hand. Our friends Patty and
Jimmy Dunnigan are two blocks away,
we’re god-parents of their Erin Maureen, a

doll with pink cheeks, blue eyes and gold

hair. I’m godmother of the little girl whose
parents run the grocery store where we’ve

traded all my life. I’m godmother to five

little neighborhood girls and I was god-

mother to my little sister Mary who died.

. . . I’ve never been alone in my life and
that’s why living in Venice is a joy. You
can’t look out a window without seeing

friends. And best of all, do you know what I

see out my front window? The house where
Grandma Lennon lived when I was a little

girl. When we had our big get-togethers

there and everybody baked. Grandma’s cup-

cakes were the poorest looking. The aunts

all made better looking cakes, but Grand-
ma’s tasted best and we made a beeline for

them. I loved Grandma. I wish she were
still there. I’m so glad I’m here.” . . . She
thinks that going away anyplace is only

good for one thing—it makes you so happy
to come home again. They loved returning

from anywhere to their little house that

Dick had grown up in, then bought from

his folks for Dianne and him. And now she

could be deep in a bout of housecleaning,

but she never forgot coming home to it

from their honeymoon trip. The day before

leaving, she’d pressed curtains and he hung
them. They’d arranged the furniture, made
up the bed, hung the copper pots in the



pretty kitchen. And put away the dishes

and silver, with a special place of honor
for the silver Lazy Susan from the Welks.
Now home was ready. And all the people
who’d asked on her last tour, “It isn’t true

that you’re going to quit singing, is it, Di-

anne?” now had their answer.

ow that Dianne lives the same
kind of life as any woman who’d
maybe envied her glamorous ca-

reer, she looks hack on show
business with affection but no
regrets. “It was wonderful,” she

freely admits. “I saw so much of America.
I made many new friends—friends I know
I will keep. And there were exciting mo-
ments like ‘The Sound of Music’ on Broad-
way, the most wonderful theater I’d ever
seen. The four of us and Daddy just sat

there with tears in our eyes watching Mary
Martin as the lovely nun. Oh, and the scene
where the thunderstorm was raging and she
had all the children together in bed! I may
never go to see another musical, this was so

perfect. I’ve seen so much I would never
have seen, been given so much warmth and
affection. You should see the pretty aprons
I wear to cook Dick’s dinner. I have cam-
bric aprons, organdy aprons, and crocheted
aprons—you name it and I’ve got it, all gifts

from fans wlio’ve become our friends. My
lovely white negligee was a gift from a lady

in Indiana who watched us on the air. She
lias no family and she considers us her fam-

ily. I love that—and yet, like everything in

that big outside world, it made me appreci-

ate all the more what I’ve always had—my
own family! You know, you grow up in a

family, you love it but you take them for

granted. It was being exposed to the rest of

the world that gave me a truer value to put

on my mother and father, my eleven broth-

ers and sisters and my own self. But most
of all to Dick.

“I know that’s not how everybody feels.

Women sit home and think how glamorous
to be in show business—or some other ca-

reer—anything hut getting stuck being a

housewife. But believe me. the people they

envy don’t have what I want most—the time

for just plain daily living like Dick and I

have—a life together. Dick never tried to

influence me one way or the other, he would
never say a word. But I knew long ago what
I wanted. I felt it when we were both in

New York a year ago last Thanksgiving. We
had plenty of fun—on our kind of date.

You know, we skated in the rink at Rocke-
feller Plaza, we went window shopping and
sightseeing to the famous places like Times
Square and Wall Street. And we sneaked
away by ourselves to see a movie

—
‘Pillow

Talk,’ it was. But do you know something?
People get so excited about the glamorous
New York life, but I can’t see it. If we went
now, the best part would be coming home
to all we have right here in Venice

—

home and marriage.”

This is what the priest had told Dianne
and Dick about marriage when he’d talked

to them together. “Marriage,” he said then,

“is the union of a hundred percent man
and a hundred percent woman. Man is

suited to be head of the house by virtue of

his logical mind, strength and natural ag-

gressiveness. Woman provides the devotion,

self-sacrifice and tenderness. What does a

man want more than respect and recogni-

tion? What does a woman want more than

love?” He quoted to them the counsel of St.

Paul, “Wives, obey your husbands, hus-

bands, love your wives.” And told them
“Marriage is a growth process—thanks to

grace, sex becomes the instrument of two
people’s growing love for each other.” He
said. “The greater your love in marriage,

the greater your love for all mankind.”

nd Dianne says, “Being in love

is wonderful. But I couldn’t have

watched my parents handle their

daily living without seeing how
marriage takes humor and faith,

tolerance and understanding too.

All of this I must give Dick, I want to. I

need to be a woman married to the man I

love, raising a houseful of children, and I

have neither the time nor interest to do

anything else. I can’t he two different people p

and be happy. I’m a housewife—and that’s

most important.” —Jane Ardmore
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What’s on tonight?

You’ve got to go out

to see the best! Look for

these new pictures

at your favorite theater

PEPE
Columbia; CinemaScope, Technicolor (Family)

WHO'S IN IT? Cantinflas, Shirley Jones,

Dan Dailey, loads of “guests.”

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Hollywood adven-

tures of a lovable Mexican, his “son” (a

horse!), a has-been director and a girl.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Cantinflas in a de-

lightful bit with a self-opening door and
a hot dance with Debbie Reynolds . . .

Shirley’s j.d. ballet . . . those star surprises,

like Bobby Darin and Tony and Janet.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Fun in jumbo

helpings, with just enough love and sniffly

scenes and gorgeous settings. But oooh,

is it long!—three hours, plus.

THE MARRIAGE-GO-ROUND
20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Adult)

WHO'S IN IT? Susan Hayward, James
Mason, Julie Newmar, Robert Paige.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A lovely big Swede
with liberal sex ideas invades the happy
home of two married professors.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Six-footer Julie in

a swim-suit or a towel (look out, Brigitte)

. . . Susan and James trying to be civilized

about the whole deal.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? It’s pretty slick

and amusing, with saucy talk (but too

much of it) . We don’t think Julie’s sensible

face matches the stupefyin’ body she

showed off in “Li’l Abner,” too.

ANGEL BABY
Columbia (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? George Hamilton. Salome

Jens, Mercedes McCambridge.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? True love and

prudery, true faith and rigged miracles

among the Southern revivalists.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The youth and fire

of George and Salome . . . the expert work
of Joan Blondell and Henry Jones, as a

likable pair of sometime drunks.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? We really be-

lieved in Salome as a plain hillbilly gal

—

with a glow—even if the story occasionally

gets too hysterical to play in the same
league with “Elmer Gantry.”

THE GREAT IMPOSTOR
U-I (Family.)

WHO'S IN IT? Tony Curtis. Karl Malden,

Arthur O’Connell, Joan Blackman.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The impossible

(but real) life of Ferdinand Demara, who
posed as anybody he wanted to be.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Tony coping with

tough convicts . . . Tony playing dentist

to an angry sea captain ... in fact, Tony’s
all-around versatility to suit the part.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Refreshingly,

deliciously different. We found ourselves

chuckling and being horrified and wishing

we could get away from it all, too—if we
could only get away with it.

FLAMING STAR
20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Elvis Presley, Steve For-

rest. Barbara Eden. Dolores del Rio, John
Mclntire.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Part white, part

Indian, a courageous family is caught in

the middle as frontier war breaks out.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Mostly Elvis, doing

a nice hoedown tune or acting grim . . .

also, the story’s tolerance angle.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? As a western,

it’s good enough. But pretty nearly any

good-looking young actor could play the

half-Indian hero. With no love scenes and

only one song, why waste El?
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BALLAD OF A SOLDIER
Kingsley International; Released in both Russian

—

and English-Dialogue Versions (Family)

WHO'S IN IT? Vladimir Ivashov, Shanna

Prokhorenko.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A teenaged Russian

soldier, hurrying home on leave, sees how
World War II has hit his country.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The poetic affection

for places and people that director Grigori

Chukhrai shows . . . the young lovers’

first meeting—in a freight car!

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Fine movie,

with no political bias—except sorrow over

war. Vladimir and Shanna make a couple
that would touch anybody’s heart.

ONE HUNDRED AND ONE
DALMATIANS
Buena Vista, Technicolor (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Cartoon characters, with

the voices of Rod Taylor. Betty Lou Ger-

son, J. Pat O’Malley and others.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? English dogdom

pitches in to help two Dalmatians save

their puppies from wicked dog-nappers.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? London and coun-

tryside scenes done with Disney artistry

. . . the eerie “twilight bark’’ . . . the gruff

old soldier who leads the canine campaign.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? It’s a ball for

any human who’s ever been owned by a

dog—or for any kid who’d like to be. Pity

we can't take the family pooch along.

THE BIG DEAL
Umpo; Italian Dialogue, English Titles (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Vittorio Gassman. Rossana

Rory, Toto, Marcello Mastroianni.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A bunch of Italian

amateurs plot the world’s most inefficient

burglary. Love’s a distraction.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? A roof-top lecture

on the art of safe-cracking . . . “Synchro-
nize your watches, men”—but nobody has

a watch!

WHAT’S THE, VERDICT? Hilarious rib

on “Rififi” or any of our own businesslike

crime thrillers. The acting is a good co-

operative job with no special stars, though
Vittorio is romantic as usual.

MAKE MINE MINK
Continental (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Terry-Thomas, Athene

Seyler, Hattie Jacques.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Another gang of

amateur robbers—British, more respect-

able, just as bumbling, more successful.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Terribly military

Terry-T. giving his genteel landlady and
her female lodgers a briefing on their first

fur-shop hold-up.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? The laughs are

there, if only the movie-makers wouldn’t
hit us over the head with them. Remember
“The Lavender Hill Mob”? That English
comedy was quieter—and funnier.

THE SAND CASTLE
Noel (Family)

WHO'S IN IT? Barry Cardwell, Laurie

Cardwell, Alec Wilder.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Just a typical day

at the beach, with a small boy building

a dream out of sand and making grownups
forget their own games.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? An elderly grande

dame beaching-it in style and comfort . . .

nuns playing baseball.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Lovingly made

but strictly non-professional, with no sense

of timing. It might have worked as a silent;

the amateur actors’ voices are a giveaway,

painfully awkward.

LITTLE ANGEL
Murray, Eastman Colorscope (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Maria Gracia, Jorge

Martinez de Hoyos.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The first days of

school and the mysteries of faith bewilder

a little girl on a Mexican farm.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The impish charm of

kindergarten kids . . . the bright-colored

beauty of Mexico’s famous Shrine of St.

Mary of Guadalupe.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? We might

blame the stiffness of this Mexican film on
its dubbed-in English dialogue, because the

picture suddenly sparks to life when the
p

children sing a cheerful song in Spanish.
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OF CURRENT PICTURES

ANGEL BABY—Columbia. Directed by Paul
Wendkos: Paul Strand, George Hamilton; Jen-
ny Brooks, Salome Jens; Molly Hayes, Joan Blon-
dell; Ben Hayes, Henry Jones; Hoke Adams,
Burt Reynolds; Otis Finch, Dudley Remus; Sam
Wilcox, Roger Clark.

BALLAD OF A SOLDIER—Kingsley Inter-
national. Directed by Grigori Chukhrai: Alyosha,
Vladimir Ivashov; Shura, Shanna Prokkorenko;
Alyosha's Mother, Antonina Maximova; General,
Nikolai Kruchkov; Invalid, Evgeni Urbanski.

BIG DEAL, THE—UMPO. Directed by Mario
Monicelli: Peppe, Vittorio Gassman; Mario,
Renato Salvatori ; Norma, Rossana Rory; Nico-
lette, Carla Gravina; Carmelita, Claudia Cardi-
nal; Cosimo, Memmo Carotenuto; Tiberio, Mar-
cello Mastroianni; Dante, Toto.

FLAMING STAR—20th. Directed by Don
Siegel: Pacer, Elvis Presley; Clint, Steve For-
rest; Neddy, Dolores del Rio; Sam, John Mc-
Intire; Ros Pierce, Barbara Eden; Angus Pierce,
Richard Jaeckel; Tom, L. Q. Jones; Will, Doug-
las Dick; Dorothy, Anne Benton; Buffalo Horn,
Rudolph Acosta; Dred Pierce, Karl Swenson;
Ben Ford, Monte Burkhardt; Two Moons, Perry
Lopez; Doc Phillips, Ford Rainey; Bird’s Wing,
Sharon Bercutt.

GREAT IMPOSTOR, THE—U-I. Directed by
Robert Mulligan: Ferdinand Demara, Jr., Tony
Curtis; Father Devlin, Karl Malden; Capt.
Glover, Edmond O'Brien; Chandler, Arthur
O’Connell; Ferdinand Demara, Sr., Gary Mer-
rill; Cathy Lacey, Joan Blackman; Abbot Dan-
ner, Raymond Massey; A Farmer, Doodles
Weaver; Mother Demara, Jeanette Nolan; Eula-
lie, Sue Ann Langdon; Thompson, Mike Kellin;
Hotchkiss, Richard Sargent; Demara, Jr., as a

boy, Robert Crawford; WAC Lt., Cindi Wood;
Hun Kim, Philip Ahn; Lt. Headley, Ward
Ramsey.

LITTLE ANGEL—Murray. Directed by Roberto
Rodriguez: Marita, Maria Garcia; Anselmo,
Jorge Martinez de Hoyos.

MAKE MINE MINK—Continental. Directed by
Robert Asher: Maj. Rayne, Terry-Thomas

;
Dame

Beatrice Appleby, Athene Seyler; Nanette Parry,
Hattie Jacques; Lily, Billie Whitelaw; Elisabeth
Pinkerton, Elspeth Duxbury; Mme. Spolinski,

Irene Handl; Jim Benham, Jack Hedley; Inspec-
tor Pape, Raymond Huntley; Freddie Warring-
ton, Kenneth Williams; Burglar, Noel Purcell;
Spanager, Sydney Tafler; Mrs. Spanager, Joan
Heal; Gertrude, Penny Morrell; Drunk, Freddie
Brinton.

MARRIAGE-GO-ROUND, THE—20th. Directed
by Walter Lang: Content, Susan Hayward; Paul,
James Mason; Katrin, Julie Newmar; Dr. Ross,
Robert Paige; Flo, June Clayworth; Henry, Joe
Kirkwood, Jr.; Mamie, Mary Patton; Crew Cut,
Trax Colton; Professor, Everett Glass; Sultan,
Ben Astar.

ONE HUNDRED AND ONE DALMATIANS—Buena Vista. Directed by Wolfgang Reither-
man, Hamilton S. Luske, Clyde Geronimi: Voices
of Rod Taylor, J. Pat O’Malley, Betty Lou Ger-
son, Martha Wentworth, Micky Maga, Barbara
Beaird, Mimi Gibson, Sandra Abbott, Ben
Wright, Cate Bauer, Dave Frankham, Fred Wor-

1 lock, Thurl Ravenscroft, Bill Lee, Max Smith,
Bob Stevens, Lisa Davis, Tom Conway, Tudor
Owen, George Pelting, Paul Wexler, Mary
Wickes, Barbara I.uddy, Lisa Daniels, Ramsey
Hill, Sylvia Marriott, Queenie Leonard, Mar-
jorie Bennett, Helene Stanley, Don Barclay, Dal
McKennon, Jeanne Bruns.

PEPE—Columbia. Directed by George Sidney:
Pepe, Cantinflas; Ted Holt, Dan Dailey; Susie
Murphy, Shirley Jones; Customs Inspector,
Ernie Kovacs; Maurice Chevalier, Bing Crosby,
Bobby Darin, Sammy Davis, Jr., Jimmy Durante,
Zsa Zsa Gabor, Judy Garland (voice only), Greer
Garson, Hedda Hopper, Peter Lawford, Janet
Leigh, Jack Lemmon, Tony Curtis, Kim Novak,
Andre Previn, Donna Reed. Debbie Reynolds,
Edward G. Robinson, Frank Sinatra, Michael
Callan, Joey Bishop, Billie Burke, Ann B. Davis,
William Demarest, Jack Entratter, Hank Henry,
Cesar Romero, Charles Coburn, Themselves.

SAND CASTLE, THE—Noel. Directed by
Jerome Hill: Boy, Barry Cardwell; Girl, Laurie
Cardwell; Artist, George Dunham; Fisherman,
Alec Wilder; Shade Lady, Maybelle Nash; Sun

P Lady, Erica Speyer; Young Man, Charles Rydell;
Young Girl, Allegra Ahern; Fat Man, Lester
Judson; Frogman, Martin Russ; Priest, Ghislain
Dussart; Voice of the Shell, Mabel Mercer.

For fuller reviews see PHOTOPLAY lor the

months indicated. For full reviews this month,

see page 66. (a—adult F—family)

ALAMO, THE—U.A.; Technicolor, Todd-AO:
Producer-director-star John Wayne turns a

frontier legend into an epic as hulking and
likable as his screen self. He’s Crockett; Wid-
mark is Bowie; Frankie Avalon sturdily tries

to hold the fort, too. (F) January

ANGRY SILENCE, THE—Valiant : Shocking
drama of labor relations in England. Co-work-

ers make an outcast of brave Richard Atten-

borough, who won’t join them on strike. Pier

Angeli’s his wife. (A) February

BREATH OF SCANDAL, A—Paramount;
Technicolor, VistaVision: Old-style Vienna ro-

mance between princess Sophia Loren and
Yankee businessman John Gavin. Chevalier

has the charm the film needs. (A) January

BUTTERFIELD 8—M-G-M; CinemaScope,

Metrocolor: Liz Taylor does her strongest act-

ing in this bitter case study of a New York
party girl, who hurts not only herself but her

married lover (Laurence Harvey) and her de-

spairing friend (Eddie Fisher). (A) December

CIN DERFELLA— Paramount, Technicolor:

Jerry Lewis begs you to cry as well as laugh

over a screwball musical updating the fairytale.

He’s the poor stepchild! Anna Maria Alber-

ghetti, his princess. (F) February

EXODUS—U.A.; Super-Panavision 70, Techni-

color: Stirring saga of patriotism, with Paul

Newman as the Israeli hero, Eva Marie Saint as

the American heroine, Sal Mineo and Jill Ha-
worth as unforgettable teenagers who escaped

the Nazis. (A) February

FACTS OF LIFE, THE—U.A.: Chuckles mix
with gentle realism as suburbanites Bob Hope
and Lucille Ball try an illicit romance that

just isn’t their style. (A) February

G.I. BLUES—Paramount, Technicolor: Love
troubles plague Army pals stationed in Ger-

many, and—oh yes, one of ’em is that guy Pres-

ley, better than ever! His gal’s Juliet Prowse.

Laughs, ten songs. (A) January

GENERAL DELLA ROVERE—Continental:

The Italian movie at its best, with director

Roberto Rossellini, actor Vittorio de Sica in

top form. As a debonair con artist in wartime
Italy, de Sica is forced by Nazis to impersonate

a hero. (A) January

GRASS IS GREENER, THE—U-I; Techni-

rama. Technicolor: Aren’t we elegant! Jean

Simmons goes kookie to steal a talky drawing-

room comedy about an uppercrust triangle,

with Cary Grant, Deborah Kerr, Boh Mitchum
as lord, lady and lover. (A) February

INHERIT THE WIND—U.A.: Two great old

pros, Spencer Tracy and Fredric March, argue

over teacher Dick York’s fate in a robust fiction

version of Tennessee’s “monkey trial” of the

1920’s. Reporter Gene Kelly covers a hot story

—that still sizzles. (F) December

MIDNIGHT LACE—U-I, Eastman Color:

Doris Day looks lovely and scared stiff in an
eye-soothing, nerve-frazzling mystery. As wife

of London financier Rex Harrison, she’s bad-

gered by threatening phone calls. Myrna Loy’s

her American aunt. (F) December

NEVER ON SUNDAY—U. A.: Spirited Melina
Mercouri dominates this saucy comedy as a

Greek seaport trollop who’s happy with her

work—until stuffy tourist Jules Dassin tries to

reform her. (A) January

SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech-

nirama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga

of ancient Rome. Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis

join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion

against the corrupt empire symbolized by
Laurence Olivier. (A) January

SUNDOWNERS, THE—Warners, Technicolor:

Happy, satisfying jaunt across Australia ranch

country, with wandering sheepherder Bob
Mitchum, wife Deborah Kerr. (F) January

SUNRISE AT CAMPOBELLO—Warners, Tech-

nicolor: Intimate closeup of the Roosevelt

family during his battle with polio. Ralph Bel-

lamy, as FDR, and Greer Garon, as his wife,

give fine emotional performances—and accu-

rate impersonations. (F) December

SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON—Buena Vista;

Technicolor, Panavision: Disney jazzes up the

juvenile classic, as castaways John Mills, Doro-

thy McGuire, Jim MacArthur meet pirates and
Janet Munro. (F) January

3 WORLDS OF GULLIVER, THE—Columbia,

Eastman Color: Swift might not approve doc-

tor Kerwin Mathews’ travels, but kids’ll like

this mild fantasy. (F) January

TUNES OF GLORY—U.A., Technicolor: Mag-
nificent acting highlights an offbeat tale of

Army life in a Scottish barracks. Rough old

pro Alec Guinness yields command to martinet

John Mills. (F) February

VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED, THE—M-G-M,
MetroScope: Ingenious science-fiction finds sci-

entist George Sanders battling a strange outer-

space invasion of his English town. It’s good

and creepy! (A) P’ebruary

VIRGIN SPRING, THE—Janus: Swedish di-

rector Ingmar Bergman's new film is one of his

strongest, a medieval ballad of rape, murder,

revenge, mystic faith, miracles—seen from a

modern viewpoint. (A) February

WACKIEST SHIP IN THE ARMY, THE—Co-

lumbia; CinemaScope, Eastman Color: Jack

Lemmon and Rick Nelson sail off on a slap-
|

happy adventure of World War II, taking an

old sloop on a risky mission. (F) February

WHERE THE BOYS ARE—M-G-M; Cinema-

Scope, Metrocolor: Young talent—Dolores

Hart, Connie Francis, George Hamilton and
others—gets a great show-case as girl-hunting

guys and husband-hunting girls hit Florida on

vacation from college. (A) February

WORLD OF SUZIE WONG, THE—Paramount,

Technicolor: Impressive Hong Kong scenes

loom over the wistful romance of Bill Holden

and Nancy Kwan, who are sympathetic though

not perfectly cast as an American artist and a

Chinese bar girl. (A) January



becoming

attractions

New Show

It’s a new show ! It’s a great show ! It’s a

1961 edition ol PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL,
produced by the editors ol PHOTOPLAY!
And it’s available now wherever magazines

are sold

!

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It

brings you all the news and gossip of every-

one of importance in Hollywood. It also

bAngs you gorgeous full-color portraits of

the stars, plus exciting candid shots and

never-to-be-forgotten pinups. In most places

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL sells out as soon

as it goes on sale. Get your copy of this

great Annual while the limited supply lasts.

A. Juliette Marglen’s “Problem Nail

Kit” holds helpers for fragile, easily

broken nails: JewelBase and Jewel-

Seal to protect and strengthen. $2.00*

B. New shampoo: “Enden” for Dry Hair
helps combat dandruff, contains lano-

lin to gentle dry, dull hair into a shiny

sleekness. By Helene Curtis, 79 (, $1.50

C. For chapped, painful hands, a new
special formula cream to counteract
harsh effects of water, weather: Pac-
quins“Anti-Detergent” Hand Cream 59(*

D. New from Ciro, “Oh La La” Bath Oil

Concentre, a highly intensified frag-

rance to scent the bath, or apply as
perfume directly on the skin. $5.00*

E. Jacqueline Cochran adds a new mem-
i ber to her Flowing Velvet cosmetics:
“Flowing Velvet Face Powder,” finely

textured to cling dewily. 3 oz., $5.00*

*plus tax

HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL—Here is the month-

by-month story of Hollywood. The marriages, di-

vorces, separations, reconciliations, births and
deaths.

TOP BILLING—New pictures and stories of Troy

Donahue • Elvis Presley • Sandra Dee • Edd
Byrnes • Tuesday Weld • Connie Stevens •

Debbie Reynolds • Frankie Avalon • Annette

Funicello • Carol Lynley and Connie Francis.

DOUBLE FEATURES—Truly romantic stories

about these happily married: Liz Taylor and
Eddie Fisher • Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis •

Roger Smith and Vici Shaw • Pat and Shirley

Boone • Evy Norlund and James Darren •

Millie Perkins and Dean Stockwell • Joanne
Woodward and Paul Newman • Natalie Wood
and Bob Wagner.
FANFARE—Big pictures and fascinating stories

about Cary Grant • Rock Hudson • Rick Nelson
• Tab Hunter • Paul Anka • Bobby Darin •

John Saxon • Sal Mineo • Stephen Boyd •
Brandon de Wilde • Bobby Rydell • Jimmy

Clanton.

PINUPS— These thrilling

pictures are a "must" for

your collection: Brigitte

Bardot

Turner

Marilyn Monroe

Ava Gardner •

• Kim Novak • Lana

Doris Day.

UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your fa-

vorites: Glenn Ford • Susan Hayward • Hope

Lange • Tony Perkins • Audrey Hepburn •

Roger Moore • Susan Kohner • Laurence

Harvey • John Gavin • Shirley MacLaine •

Dolores Hart.

AND INTRODUCING—H ere are the newcomers

to the screen. You can follow their glamorous

rise to stardom: Angie Dickinson • Mark Damon

• Warren Beatty • Jo Morrow • Mark God-

dard • Sue Lyon • Tom Tryon • Vicki Trickett

• Nancy Kwan • Juliet Prowse • Richard Bey-

mer • Patti Page • Anita Byrant • Glenn

Corbett • Sigrid Maier • Carol Christensen •

Brenda Lee • Leticia Roman • Sharon Hugueny

• Kerwin Mathews • Michael Callan • George

Peppard.

AT NEWSSTANDS NOW-

Bartholomew House, Inc.

205 E. 42 St., New York 17,

-OR USE COUPON

WG-361
N. Y.

Send me PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1961. I en-

close 50c.

Name
(Please Print)

Address

City State

.
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FIGHT BACK!
Continued, from page 44

them. B was shipped back to his outfit.

But Norma decided to play the same game
and this time she went AWOL and re-

turned to Montecatini. “When I arrived,”

she says, “B and I managed to elude the

sentries long enough to elope to the little

Italian coastal town of Pisa”—famous for

the leaning tower and also for being the

spot where the MP’s again caught up with

the newlywed Burt Lancasters, but not

until they’d had an idyllic three-day

honeymoon

!

“Hang on to those fellows you call ‘just

friends,’ ” adds Norma Anders—rather,

Mrs. Lancaster. “They can be valuable al-

lies when it comes to introductions.”

3. DON’T BE DISCOURAGED IF

YOU'RE ALONE BY THE TELEPHONE
Here’s how May Wynn illustrates her les-

son: One crisp November afternoon in

1953, she was working on a picture called

“They Rode West” at Columbia Studios.

“From the first day on set, I had noticed a

dark, clean-cut fellow actor who seemed
pre-occupied much of the time on polishing

his lines and on-camera business,” May
told us. “I was quite attracted to the fel-

low (we’ll call him J for now), but trying

to be much the lady, and a bit shy any-

way, I never made any overtures to get to

know him.”

And that’s how things remained through-

out the whole stint of the film. For many
nights, May, thinking J surely must have

noticed her on the set, sat home waiting

for the telephone to ring, hoping it would

be him asking to see her after shooting

the next day. Although J sometimes smiled

at her or said hello, the daydream never

came Uuc. “Why doesn’L lie call?" she’d

say, but her question remained un-

answered. Finally, she resigned herself to

the fact that theirs was strictly a before-

the-camera relationship and tried hard not

to think about J, to forget about him.

She almost succeeded, too, until Cupid
entered the scene two years later. May’s
best friend, Pat Hardy (now Mrs. Richard
Egan) decided she knew just the man for

May. She telephoned old friend J intend-

ing to arrange a blind date. But again J

was steeped in a movie and didn’t even

listen to the name of the girl about whom
Pat was talking.

But then J’s film was wrapped up and
he had a few idle weeks ahead, he re-

turned Pat’s call. “What was the name of

that girl you were raving about?” he

asked.

“Go on, you wouldn't be interested any-

way,” Pat teased. “And besides, she’s ter-

ribly popular. You probably wouldn’t be

able to get a date with her if you tried,”

Pat added.

“You know you’re just sparking my
interest the more you talk,” persisted J.

“C’mon, how about giving your old buddy
a break?”

And so Pat broke down and gave J the

name and address of May Wynn. And was

J’s face red? He remembered immediately

the shy, lovely girl on the set of “They

Rode West”—the one he’d intended call-

ing, but because of work never did.

You can imagine May’s surprise at J’s

telephone call. And she was busy the first

two times. But he was persistent, and

by the third call. May was free and the

couple had their first date.

“That evening, J told me how he could

have kicked himself around the block for

not having called sooner,” May confided

modestly. “As for me, I was gone from

that moment on.”

And then? Ihey began going steady,
went together for six weeks and at the
end of the sixth week—J not being one
for quick decisions—-had a 72-hour mara-
thon discussing the pros and cons of mar-
riage. “Marriage won the filibuster,” says
May, “and we both decided it was love,

love, love.” In June, 1956, May Wynn and
Jack Kelly—did you guess?—eloped to

Quartzite, Arizona.

“Don’t give yourself up to spinsterhood
until you consider a few possible reasons
for a boy’s not rushing to the telephone,”
May further advised. “Boys are just less

impulsive than girls by nature, and be-
sides, did you ever realize they can be shy
and unsure, too?”

4. EVEN LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT MAY
TAKE A LONG TIM E “Once upon a time,

a Miss Frieda Harding of Salisbury,

Connecticut, attended a play in nearby
Sharon. Connecticut. When she returned
home that evening, she announced to her
family in no uncertain terms that she had
just seen the boy she was going to marry.
He’d been one of the actors in the play.

This is how Frieda describes meeting her
husband-to-be.

Naturally, the boy of Frieda’s dreams,
not knowing she existed, could hardly be
expected to call her. This was Frieda’s

predicament, but she had a plan in mind.
When the summer was over, she packed
up and went to New York to study acting

at the American Academy of Dramatic
Arts. The following summer, after a year
of intensive study, she got a job as an
apprentice at the Sharon Playhouse. Luck
of luck—B was still in the company!
The object of her affections (completely

unaware that he was) took one look at

her and liked what he saw. Whereupon
he set about trying to impress Frieda by

playing the role of wolf. But since Frieda

definitely did not like wolves, she was
changing her mind rapidly about her feel-

ings toward B. The summer was not a

total washout; she was getting fine acting

experience, and besides, she turned out

to be the belle of the theater, with lots of

dates and attention. In fact, B was get-

ting discouraged over her complete aloof-

ness towards him. Until . . .

The last show of the season was “Happy
Birthday.” B and Frieda both got parts.

Their entire roles consisted of sitting on

onstage barstools throughout the play. At

the very back of the stage they sat. he a

sailor and she a lady of easy virtue. For

three acts they were directed just to con-

verse, with no scripts, in whispers about

whatever they chose. The last scene called

for them to dismount, walk down to stage

center and into a cozy clinch.

For the first two nights, Frieda acted

unapproachable. But by the third night,

their three acts of conversation had con-

vinced Frieda that B’s wolf act was a

cover-up. She discovered he had a fine

mind full of knowledge and wonderful

ideas.

That night their closing clinch was for

real, and they began dating steadily until

a year later—it was two years since Frieda

had first laid eyes on the man she wanted

to marry—when Frieda Harding became
Mrs. Bradford Dillman!

“It took two years,” Frieda says, “but it

was well worth it!” So hold on to all of

your contacts.If boys don't fight over you, fight bach. Joan Staley did—look what happened.



5. SOMETIMES YOU HAVE TO HAVE
PATIENCE. PATIENCE. PATIENCE TO
GET YOUR MAN Take the case ol a

woman we’ll call M for now. She met J

at a famous night spot where he was ap-

pearing as a feature act. and she was
dancing in the chorus. She had met him
briefly two years before, but nothing had
come of it then. This time she was deter-

mined. She liked him and knew she

wanted to date him. And much to her

pleasure she was successful this time—in

getting him to date her. They had dates

and dates and dates. Finally, after four

years of dating, J asked her to marry him.

Happy day! They were engaged! And en-

gaged and engaged. M finally persuaded

J to agree on a wedding date, and this he

did—four times. For eleven years M stood

by him and waited for his decision.

“I was ready to give up cpiite a few
times,” she says. “But then I’d get over

being mad, and I figured he really wants
to do this and sooner or later he will.”

Well, she was right, but it took sixteen

years for Margie Little to become Mrs.

Jimmy Durante. What finally made Jimmy
decide? We wanted to know. Said Margie,

“I told Jimmy I would get a divorce from
him if he didn’t marry me.” However.
Margie was sure of Jimmy’s loyalty; don’t

you make the mistake of waiting around
for a guy who’s not worth it. Make cer-

tain that you know his real reasons for

not wanting to settle down. Then if you
want to wait—that’s your decision and no
one else’s.

6. PLAYING “HARD TO GET” IS IN-

TR1GUING TO A MAN Being elusive and

mysterious sparks interest, according to

D. and the story of her romance proves it.

D, a comparative newcomer to Hollywood,
first laid eyes on handsome attorney-man-

about-town Mr. B in July, 1955 when both

were guests at the same party. D would
have to be living in Mars not to have heard

about the mysterious Mr. B. who courted

the most glamorous movie stars hut never

settled down. B had the reputation of a

playboy, and although D admired his dark
good looks, letting him knew it was the

last thing she’d ever do. Avoiding his

glance all evening, she sat as far from
him as possible. And later, as she was
leaving, when he asked for her telephone

number. D iced him, “I’m sorry, but I don’t

give my phone number to just anybody
who asks for it!” And out she went.

But being a lawyer with a keen mind
and a way of getting top-secret informa-

tion. B obtained D’s private number and
cheerfully called her the next day. Again
she rebuffed him and went a step fur-

ther: She had her number changed—and
changed and changed six more times in

the next few months. But each time B
managed to discover it. By this time D
knew what she'd heard was true: B defi-

nitely had a winning technique, only she

was not about to be won.

A few weeks later D was in New York.
Seven minutes after she’d checked into her

hotel, she received a call from B. asking to

see her. She refused again. “All right,” he

conceded patiently, “your next stop is

Philadelphia and I II see you there.” D
hung up. dumbfounded.

D thought at last he’d given up—until

she reached her last stopover, Denver. No

sooner had she removed her hat and gloves

than the phone rang. “Your plane arrives

in Los Angeles tomorrow night,” said B.

“I’ll meet you at the airport and we can
have dinner.”

“I—I may have a headache and want to

go right home,” was her immediate pro-

test. But B was not to be put off. Lie was
at the airport when the plane landed, and
D didn’t have a headache. She decided
at long last to go out with this man who
was so very sure of himself. They had
dinner, and D made a discovery: B’s repu-

tation was more legend than fact; he was
perfectly charming. She kept on thinking

this every time they dated until the day
they were married. June 10. 1956—six

months after their first date and eleven

months after their first meeting, Dana
Wynter became Mrs. Greg Bautzer.

7.

BE HONEST AND ABOVE-BOARD
WITH SOMEONE YOU LIKE A LOT
“For me. honesty in love was the best

policy,” M told us. And she and husband
J are a perfect illustration, for by the end
of their first date, they admitted being in

love with each other! Here’s how it hap-

pened :

M had a date one night with a theatrical

agent named Lee Siegel. It was to be a

double date, the other people being M’s
own stand-in and an agent friend of Lee’s

named J. At the zero-hour. J’s date can-

celled because of illness, and so the three

decided to go as a “sandwich date.” Lee
graciously sharing M during dances and
conversation at the Cocoanut Grove. Dur-

ing one dance, J asked M for a date.

Several nights later they were at a
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FOR YOU
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9 S. Clinton, Chicago 6
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EXCELLENT INCOME POSSIBLE mailing advertising for
growing organization. Literature, lists, stamps given free.

Information $1.00 (Refundable). Continental Mailers, Box
5523, Philadelphia 43, Pa.

UP TO $300 For Your Child's Picture paid by advertisers.
Send small picture for approval. (All Ages). Returned. Print
child's, parent’s name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, P3,
Hollywood, California.

BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat-
irvg Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1613C, Glen-
dale, California.

DEAF MAN HAS invented new, low-cost way to hear better.
If you have a hearing problem and want help, write P. A.
Crosby, 1633 Eustis Street, St. Paul 1, Minnesota.

MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers.
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National,
81 -WM , Knickerbocker Station, New York City.

HOMEWORKERS: ASSEMBLE HANDLACED Precut moc-
casins and handbags. Good earnings. California Handicrafts,
Los Angeles 46-B, California.

LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywearl No
house selli ng 1 Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana.
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profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Ark.
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709 Webster, New Rochelle, N.Y.
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Jewelry Co„ 60 W. Hays Banning, California.
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ANYONE CAN SELL famous Hoover Uniforms for beauty
shops, waitresses, nurses, doctors, others. Miracle fabrics—
Nylon, Dacron, Wash 'N Wear Cottons. Exclusive styles, top
quality. Big income, real future. Equipment free. Hoover,
Dept, C-119, New York 11, N.Y.

FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 Profit Evenings.
No delivering or collecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party
Plan Sensation! Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions,
Bensenville 24, Illinois.
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your home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name.
Blair, Dept. 185EB, Lynchburg, Va.

EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-31, Chicago
32, Illinois.

60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
details. Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept. 1613H,

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS _
POEMS WANTEDI BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination.
Songmakers 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36.

POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems:
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.
SONGWRITERS, NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send
songs, poems. Starcrest Recorders, 1350-B North Highland,
Hollywood 28, Calif.

POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32,
New York.
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FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home. No classes. Texts fur-
nished. Diploma awarded. If 17 or over and left school,
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LaSalle Extension University, A Correspondence Institution,
Dept. WC 330, 419 S. Dearborn, Chicago 5, III.

ATTEND BUSINESS SCHOOL at home! Save time and ex-
pense of attending classes, prepare for secretarial career in
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for Catalog. Wayne School, 417 S. Dearborn, Dept. SC332,
Chicago 5, III.

COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with
64-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma.
Information booklet free. American School, Dept. X374,
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, Illinois.

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers.
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1,
Atlanta, Georgia.

" LOANS BY MAIL
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to repay. Write for free loan application. American Loan Plan,
City National Bldg., Dept. 0-2051, Omaha 2, Nebraska.

BORROW $800 NOW. New Increased Loan Limit. Air Mail
Service. Anywhere. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building,
Department 63-C, Louisville, Kentucky.

BORROW $100 TO $600 by mail. Quick, Easy, Private.

No Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil-

patrick Bldg., Dept. C-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska.
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Time. Simple, Easv. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell
1, Arkansas.

STAMP COLLECTING
GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE— Includes Triangles—
Early United States—Animals—Commemoratives— British

Colonies— High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus
Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage. Gray
Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada.

U.S. STAMPS. Giant Discount Catalog—20c. Ravmax,
37VPX Maidenlane, NYC 38.

EMPLOYMENT OPPORTUNITIES
HIGH PAY OVERSEAS. Domestic Jobs. Men, Women. Gen-
erous Benefits. Companies Pay Transportation. For informa-
tion write: World Wide, Dept. A8, 149 N. Franklin St„
Hempstead, New York.
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well-known steak house. They both put
in special orders for crazy salad concoc-
tions—they had discovered their first lik-

ing in common. After dinner, they went
to a little club to hear some jazz.

In general, they found it easy to be with
each other and the evening went along
as smooth as glass. Suddenly, M thought
she had never been so happy. “What’s
happening to me?” she wondered. Several
times she caught herself giggling and star-

ing at j. “I’m acting like a schoolgirl,” she
scolded herself. Could it be love? Nothing
seemed to matter much except this man,
with his quiet strong manner and opinions.

Could he possibly feel the same way about
her? Oh, please let him. . . . She had to

know. But what would he think if she
just blurted the whole thing out? Would
he run away, would their relationship be
ruined? By the end of the evening, M
could contain her strong feelings no longer
and was blurting out her love.

And P.S.—it worked!
“The moral,” Mitzi Gaynor now laughs,

“is to be yourself. It just wasn’t my nature
to keep such strong feelings locked up

—

even until the second date!” And her hus-

band, Jack Bean, felt the same way.

8. GET TO KNOW THE BOY BEFORE
YOU GET SERIOUS “I just don't believe

in love at first sight,” sighed a lovely

actress we’ll call E. And from the story

or how she met and later married her hus-

band, J, we’ll add that she didn’t believe

in love at second sight, either. .

“Falling in love at first sight would have
to mean just physical attraction,” she ex-
plains, “and love is more than that.”

E met J while making rounds for acting
work in New York. They saw each other
on the third floor of the vast RCA Build-
ing, where J was working as a radio
researcher. Without even a semblance of
a formal introduction, he invited her out
for coffee. E refused.

Every day for a whole week, J managed
to find E and corner her. Each time he
would ask her to join him for coffee, and
each time she refused. Finally, after the
tenth refusal, he pleaded, “Well, can’t we
have lunch together sometime?”

And, to his relief, E said yes.

On that first lunch date they hit it off

amazingly well, each pouring out his heart

to the other about current show business
frustrations. And for three years more
E and J dated. As their feelings and un-

derstanding for each other grew, the rela-

tionship matured and proved lasting. The
three-year courtship ended on Oct. 27,

1951, when Eva Marie Staint married Jeff

Hayden.
So now you know. It isn’t all luck, and

it isn’t all Providence. Surely you’ve heard
that Heaven helps those who help them-
selves. All these gals got their boys by
meeting them halfway. If he’s somebody
really special, you might even want to take
a step or two more than halfway. Just
so it’s not a step back. —Caryl Gottlieb

MAE WEST
Continued from page 23

you’re headin’ for a crash. What I’m

against is blind flyin’.

“You can take six men—or leave ’em

—

or six million men, but you’ll find out there

are only three types. There’s the ‘sweet-

heart’ type, the ‘father’ type and the ‘lover’

type. One of ’em is your type. But only one

—that’s why you find women marryin’ four

or five times, pickin’ out men who seem just

about alike, except, perhaps, for their

looks (sometimes they even look alike!).

And the reason is that they just don’t know
they’ve started in with the wrong type (for

them), and they go on and on, makin’ the

same mistake over and over again.

“The best way to get to know your type

is to find out what kind of a person you
really are! Sounds reasonable, doesn’t it?

“Women want certain things in marriage

—companionship, a home and children,

or security, the right to a title and a front

seat in the lap o’ luxury—or maybe just

love, plain and fancy. Then make up your

mind, first of all, as to just what you want
—and don’t kid yourself! Maybe you’ll

find you don’t want marriage at all. It’s

possible, you know. Better get yourself

straight on this at the beginning. It'll

save a lot of lawyer’s fees later on!

“How do you know what type a man is?

“Say you go to a dance and meet a man
who seems mighty attractive to you. He
makes a date with you. You start going

out ‘steady,’ as the phrase is. Just natural-

ly, the talk gets around to love—and mar-

riage—and you (if you know what’s good

for you), keep pretty quiet. You get his

views. Men, I have found, aren’t nearly

as apt to say things they don't mean as

women. If they don’t get their cue they

usually tell the truth. That’s your chance!

“He’ll either confide in you that he

wants a home and three kids—two boys
and a girl, maybe—and a little car. Or
he’ll give you a line about how marriage is

all right, in its way, but it just isn’t his

way. Or he’ll tell you how lonesome he’s

been (and this type will probably be a lot

older than the others), and how he craves

companionship for his long, lonely eve-

nings in front of the fireplace in his carpet

slippers. Of course, they won’t say it just

in those words—but that’s what it’ll

amount to.

“And that’s the time to do some mental

arithmetic

!

“Just what are you looking for? If you
want a home, some kids of your own and
a pretty loyal husband then take that first

guy. If you like men yourself and are

broadminded about the way your husband
spends his evenings—and if he finally gets

around to offering matrimony—then the

second one’ll do for you; though you
mustn’t get the idea you can change him
after marriage. Maybe he’ll change—and
maybe he won’t. But don’t put your money
on it—win. place or show. If, on the other

hand, you’ve seen a little of life yourself

and find that it’s not much fun to spend
your time waitin’ around for a man’s free

evenings . . . that you’re still catchin’ all

the bridal bouquets, but haven’t caught a

groom yet, then the security this third man
offers is something you can afford to spare

a few minutes considerin’.

“In talkin’ to so many people in this

kind of an intimate talk I have to set down
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certain general ideas. Some of them II ap-

ply to your case—and some of them will

give the girl next door somethin’ to think

about. In order to help you find your

type and to sidestep some of the pitfalls

that are avoidable. I’d suggest you listen

to a little reason along the following lines:

DON’T marry a man to reform him

—

that’s what reform schools are for.

DON’T be suspicious or unneces-

sarily jealous—it gives a man ideas.

DON’T keep a man guessin’ loo long

-—he’ll get the answer elsewhere.

DON’T give up all your hoy friends

for one man—you may need them

when he forgets to call.

DON’T ape the movie stars—your

sweetheart fell in love with you.

DON’T think a career will replace

love—Eden’s more fun than a noise-

less typewriter.

DON’T come crawlin’ to a man lor

love—he likes a run for his money.

DON’T believe all a man tells you

—

he probably doesn’t himself.

DON’T cry for a man who has left you

—the next one may fall for your

smile.

DON’T sacrifice loo much lor a man
-—he never enjoyed anything more

than giving up a rib!

“And here are a few hints which may
open the door to your happiness:

To hold a man’s love—keep lovin’

him.

Keep your youth—there’s more calls

for sixteen than sixty.

Men like to be praised—never miss

an opportunity.

Look your best—who said love’s

blind?

Be amiable—men don’t like to be

crossed—or double-crossed.

Cultivate your curves—they may be

dangerous; they won’t be avoided!

Brains are an asset to the woman in

love who’s smart enough to hide ’em!

Be regular—there isn’t any competi-

tion against the girl who’s regular.

“Of all things there’s nothin’ sadder

than a woman afraid of love. The homes
i

1 of relatives are cluttered up with such dis-

appointed. embittered, old-young women

—

who didn't know love ain’t no sin! They've

missed up on the best things of life—

a

home of their own, admiration, the beauty
1 of contentment—because of some silly, old-

fashioned notions that have kept them
from being themselves—from boldin’

hands over a rustic fence with a freckle-

j

faced boy—or kissin’ a handsome young
sailor lad near a waterfall when the stars

hung low!

“Love ain't no sin—like the world, it’s

the people in it. and it’s what makes the

wheels go ’round!

“I’ve always contended the right place

for a woman is in a man’s arms—but a

man whose lovin’ can make her believe

a three-vear-old coat is better than a new
mink. When he can do that—well, as they

say in Hollywood—‘He’s just the type’!”

—as told to Helen Harrison in 1936
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RUNAWAY
HONEYMOON
Continued from page 30

7:50 Sandy looked at her watch. She’d
have to hurry. In just 10 minutes Bobby
would be calling for her, and there was
so much she had to do first.

She stepped into her dress—white satin

with lavender trim—and looked at herself

in the long door mirror. Her eyes were
still red. She went and got the pads and
soaked them in witch hazel; then patted
them gently on her eyes.

There’d been so much crying lately; she
didn't want Bobby to know she’d been hurt

There was the doorbell. Bobby was early.

With him were his sister Nina and her
husband Charles Maffia. They were going
to celebrate Nina’s birthday.

Now that she saw him she knew she
was going to have to tell him—she just

couldn’t stand being alone anymore—ever

again.

Instead she ran to him and said : “Bobby,
I’ve been on the phone all night trying to

find Mother. I still don’t know where she
is.” He put his arms around her to comfort
her and she buried her face against his

shoulder so that the rest of her words were
muffled. “I hate it here,” she said, “I hate
being alone like this.” Bobby knew she
was lonely since her mother got mad and
packed up her things and left Sandra
alone. “Is it so bad of me to love you?”
Sandy asked.

His arms were tight around her. “Honey
. . . take it easy. Everything’s going to be
all right.”

But she shook her head. “Bobby, I don’t

want to wait till Friday,” she said. “Please,

Bobby, please let’s marry tonight.”

For a long moment he was quiet. “Are
you sure this is what you want?”

“Yes,” she answered, “please.”

“Okay. Just a minute.” She felt calmer
now, Bobby would handle everything. She
watched him walk over to the phone and
give the operator the number of his friend

Don Kirschner in Elizabeth. New Jersey.

“Don? Listen, this is it,” he said. “Is it

okay if we get married at your house? A
reporter’s been following me all night and
if we go to my house he’ll know some-
thing’s up.”

He listened for a moment to Don’s an-

swer. Then he hung up and turned to

Sandy. “See? Everything’s settled. Now
let’s go out and celebrate.”

“Bobby,” she said, “there’s something
else . . . Would it be all right if I took
Clementine with us—because you gave her
to me . . . Look,” she said, smiling for the

first time since he’d come in the door, “I

even have a lavender ribbon for her to

wear. She’ll match my dress!”

Bobby smiled—dogs at weddings are

good luck.

The day was Wednesday, November 30th.

10:05 Bobby’s niece, actress Vee Wal-
den, was posing for a magazine photog-
rapher when the phone rang. It was Nina,
her mother.

“Vivi, they’re getting married tonight.”

“What?”
“Quiet, dear, we don’t want anyone else

ro Know, lou a better catcli t lie bus to

Elizabeth right away. And don’t tell your
sister. Vana’s too young, I’m afraid she
might say something.”
Vee ran back to the photographer. “I’m

awfully sorry, but something’s come up.
I’ve got to go.” Then she made a phone
call. “Vana, if you tell Mother I said any-
thing I’ll kill you, but Uncle Bobby’s get-

ting married tonight. You wake Gary and
get a cab and meet us at Don Kirschner’s
house.”

Now the guests were all invited.

11:15 Sandra was huddled in a corner

whispering into the telephone.

“Auntie, please talk to Mother and tell

her . . . tell her I’m getting married to-

night. We decided not to wait till Friday.

Please ask her to come. I love her and I

want her at my wedding. And Bobby does,

too.”

Sandy understood why her mother was
unhappy about the wedding. “She thinks

I’m too young,” she told her aunt, “but
you know she was only eighteen when I

was born. That was all right, wasn’t it?”

Her mother was worried, too, because
Bobby’s Protestant and they’re Russian
Orthodox. But Bobby had agreed that she

could bring up the children any way she

wanted. “We won’t have any problems,”
she told her aunt.

But that wasn’t the end of it. Her mother
had raised another objection. She’d said

that Bobby’s a sick boy. “Honestly, that’s

just not true.” Sandy protested. Bobby’s
in better health now than ever before in

bis whole life. And today his doctors say

that the physician who said he was so

sick as a child was all wrong. “Why, Bobby
wouldn't be alive today if he’d been that

sick.” Sandy said.

Yet she couldn’t blame her mother for

worrying. She knew her mother was only

trying to think of what was best for her.

She couldn’t blame her mother, either,

for not liking the stories she heard about

Bobby. The stories about his being so con-

ceited and mean to everybody. Yet every-

one who knows him says he’s changed
completely. “You see how it is with Bobby,”
she tried to explain, “he’s on his guard.

He’s afraid of getting hurt again so he

acts rough. But now he has me. And I try

to give him a lot—I really do. He’s as

good and as kind as anyone can be.” It

was true: People who knew him before he

met Sandy are amazed. They say they

don’t even recognize him.

Whatever people might have expected,

lie’s very good to Sandy. He protects her

and takes care of her. He tells her what
to do when she needs advice, and he also

listens to her if she wants him to do any-

thing.

He arranged for his niece, Vivi, to stay

with her at the hotel when her mother
left. Sandy had only been really alone one
night. Nina came over and stayed with her

too, sometimes. “It’s just that I’m very

lonely for Mother,” Sandy said.

Bobby had told her she shouldn’t let

herself cry anymore. Her eyes were getting

all red and puffy. All brides should look

happy, he said.

The judge would be there soon. Sandy
had to hurry. “I love Bobby very, very

much.” she said, “and I know I’m doing

the right thing. I’m only sorry that Mother
doesn’t understand.

“I just want to tell you one more thing.”

Slie tried to explain how ail the misunder
standing had gotten started. She and
Bobby hadn’t planned on getting married
until January. They thought it’d be all

right, her mother liked him fine when they
were in Italy. But when they showed her
the engagement ring, she got very angry.
Then she came around. She suggested
they wait until June, then she said she'd
give them a big formal wedding. They
didn’t want that and they didn’t want to

wait. Maybe she thought they’d forget about
each other by June, but Sandy and Bobby
knew they wouldn’t. She kept getting

angrier and angrier. The next thing Sandy
knew, someone told her mother they were
planning to elope before January.

“Honestly, that wasn’t true,” Sandy said.

“We were going to wait, like we said we
would. But Mother got so mad—and hurt
I guess—that she just moved out and left

me.” When her aunt didn’t say anything,
she said, “You know how I hate to be
alone. That’s when we decided to get mar-
ried on Friday. But then after tonight

I couldn’t take it anymore, so it’s to-

I

night . .
.”

That’s why they moved the wedding
date up so suddenly. Sandy loved Bobby,
and she needed him then more than ever.

And he loved her very much, too—so why
not get married right away?

“I’ve got to hang up now,” Sandy con-

tinued. “Please call her, talk to her. Tell

her it won’t be like a real wedding unless

she’s there. And . . . tell her I love her.”

Sandy hung up the phone, dabbed at

her eyes with a tissue and went in to join

the wedding party.

Some of the guests couldn’t attend.

12:00 Magistrate Samuel Lohman was
there, ready to perform the ceremony.

“Bobby,” Nina told him, “will you stop

being so nervous and do something! Where
are the flowers?”

“I’m not nervous. Look, I’m as straight

as an arrow.” Bobby held out his hand,

playfully making it tremble.

“You’d better take a whiff of this. Here,

Sandy, you too.”

“Really, Nina, I’m fine. Who needs

smelling salts?”

“Sandy, dear, you do. Does anybody
know what happened to the flowers? What
kind of wedding is this?”

“Calm down, Nina,” Dick Behrke said.

“I’m best man. I’ve got the flowers.”

“Excuse me,” Magistrate Lohman said, I

“who has the license?”

That’s when they remembered. The li-

cense wouldn’t be valid until the next day.

“Well,” Magistrate Lohman said, “the

only thing I can suggest is that you call

County Judge Scott Long. Maybe he can

waive the waiting period.”

Desperate, Bobby telephoned the judge.

It was almost one A.M. and he’d gone to

bed. Finally, he came to the phone. Bobby
pleaded with him. Sandy pleaded with

him. But it was no good.

“Let me try,” Nina said. For over

20 minutes, she coaxed and wheedled un-

til. probably too tired to argue any more.

Judge Scott said, “All right you win.”

2:15 More problems.

Racing to Judge Long’s house, Sandy
suddenly noticed a familiar looking street.

“Bobby, you know wliat? We’re lost!”

“Honey, I didn’t want to say anything,

but I think so, too.”
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“What do we do now.''” Sandy worried.

“Just keep driving till something hap-

pens.”

Something happened soon enough. A
police car stopped them for speeding.

Bobby explained what had happened
and, finally, they were led to Judge Long’s

house. The judge, yanking his bathrobe

tight around his pajamas, opened the door.

“Here’s the license,” he said. “And I’m

warning you, you’d better stay happy.”

4:05 Vana was sleeping on a couch.

Vee, breaking her diet, was eating a box
of chocolate candy. “For energy.” she said.

Four-year-old Gary was wide-awake,

though, dancing with anticipation when
Sandy and Bobby got back.

Now they could be married.

“Nina, you know that my best friend,

Lorna, was supposed to Ire my matron of

honor on Friday,” Sandy said, “but I

couldn’t reach her tonight ... so would
you . .

.”

“Honey, I’d be proud to.” She gave her

a hug. “Just as proud as I am to have you
in our family.”

“Nina, were there any calls . . .
?”

“No, Sandy, there weren’t. Honey, try

not to feel too bad about your mother. You
know she loves you. And as soon as she

sees how happy you are, everything will

straighten out. You’ll see. Now don’t do
that. If you look sad at your wedding, it’s

bad luck. That’s right, smile.”

“Hey, wait. Sandy,” Vee said. “1 almost
forgot. I have something for you. This is

a garter from my girl triend’s wedding.
It’s blue, borrowed and old. And it’s for

you . .
.”

Sanuy picked up her bouquet of white

roses and baby’s breath, and the wedding
began. From time to time, she’d look over

at Bobby and grasp his hand.
“Will you take this woman to be your

lawfully wedded wife?”
Bobby, very slowly, thoughtfully: “I . . .

will.”

“Will you take this man to be your
lawfully wedded husband?”

Sandy, quickly, her voice high and
cracking: “I will!”

“I now pronounce you man and wife.”

It was done. And for the first time,

Sandy kissed Bobby in front of other peo-

ple. He was her husband now.
Then everybody was kissing everybody

else and Gary danced around shouting:

“Look—Uncle Bobby’s kissing Daddy!”
“Hey,” Bobby said, “where’s the food?”
“I’ll go to the diner and get some sand-

wiches. C’mon Charlie, come with me."
Don said. And then he whispered, “Let’s

leave them alone for a few minutes.”

“Sandy, let me hold your hand, honey,”
Bobby said, “I want to tell you something.

I’m very glad you married me. And . . .

well . . . I’ll be good to you.

“You’re my wife now and I want you to

know that I love you very, very much and
I’ll take care of you, always.”

“Oh, Bobby, I love you so much!”

9:00 They walked through the doors

and across the airfield to the plane. Sandy
wrapped her coat a little tighter against

the wind. Then they were settled into their

seats on the plane.

“Just think,” Sandy said, “in two min-

utes the plane will take off and before we

know it, we 11 be in our own home in

California.

“That was funny about Fabian, wasn't
it Bobby? I mean, bow you lent the house
to him, and he lent it to Frankie Avalon
and Frankie lent it to Bobby Rydell. Now
Fabian had to tell Frankie to move, but
he wasn’t using the house so he had to call

Bobby, and Bobby . . . Are you listening

to me?”
“Sure, honey. I’m just a little tired . .

.”

“Mrs. Darin. I'm your stewardess, if you
want anything ... I see your husband’s
fallen asleep. If you can get his head off

your shoulder, I’ll get him a pillow and
you’ll be more comfortable.”

“No. thank you very much,” Sandy said.

“This is fine.”

The plane was leaving the ground now.
Sandy could see the city below getting

smaller and smaller. She smiled at Bobby,
still sleeping on her shoulder. She was glad
he felt the way she did about children.

They both wanted lots of them—and as

soon as possible.

When she looked out the window again
she could see the city and the houses below
beginning to fade. Somewhere down there

was her mother . . . She would never have
dreamed it would be this way. A runaway
honeymoon . . . Sandy sighed. The plane
made a sharp turn and the city was gone.

Ahead of them lay their honeymoon trip

to Los Angeles and their whole lives to-

gether. —Micki Siegel

Sandra’s in “Romanoff and Juliet” for U-I.

Bobby records for Atco, and can be seen

in “Pepe” for Col. Watch for both Sandy
and Bobby in “Come September" for U-I.

No other soap clears skin like NEW Cuticura

NowActionActivated-

3 times more effective

!

It’s true! Because

Cuticura’s new exclusive bacteria

fighter, Neocura®, is more potent

than any other soap antibacterial.

Yet Cuticura is gentle to tenderest

skin. Superemollient, deodorant too

—a delight to the whole family for

face and bath. Get it today!

Cuticura
World’s best known name

in skin care

p

75



HAVE YOU

EVER
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GOING CRAZY?
At one time or another
a great many “normal

- ’

people have thought
that they were going
crazy. It has been es-

timated that 25% of all

adult Americans think
that they have had
emotional problems se-

rious enough to war-
rant medical assistance.
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has these encouraging
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most of our mental or nervous
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cholesterol in artery walls of our
mental-nervous equipment, inter-

fering with the normal conduction
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brain Then since that is the condi-

tion, it is obvious that the problem
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and to withdraw some that has

been already deposited. THIS CAN
BE DONE.’’

The methods—the diets—and the help

you need to stop depositing cholesterol
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ing new book.
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will learn what modern research in bio-
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BREAKDOWN
Continued from page 37

The night had been restless. Vici fi-

nally fell into a deep sleep and didn’t hear
Roger when he came to bed or later when
he awoke at 5:45. He fixed his own quick

breakfast and glanced briefly at the morn-
ing paper. When she awoke he was already

gone. It was 7 :30 when he got home that

evening and the children were already in

bed. Roger didn't feel much like talking

at dinner; he’d had a rough day. Ex-

hausted. he fell asleep at 9:30.

Vici picked up a book. Hours later, when
she finally closed it, she realized there

were whole chapters she had read before.

* * *

Roger came home early the next day.

“Come sit next to me,” Vici said when
she’d put the children to bed. She plumped
a pillow for him and he joined her on the

couch. She traced the wave in his hair

with one finger. “I miss you so much.” she

said softly, and afterward she wondered if

she should have. But he said, “From now
on we'll have more time together.”

Then after a few minutes, he said,

“There’s an idea I want to work on. Why
don't you read a while? It won’t take me
long and then I'll be with you. And Sun-

day,” he promised, “we’ll take the kids to

Disneyland. Okay?”
Vici nodded her head in assent and pre-

tended to go back to her reading.

She went to bed alone that night. She
could hear his typewriter clicking furious-

ly downstairs. Just before dawn, Roger
clipped together the finished TV script he

was working on—the third one he’d sold.

Vici was asleep.

* * *

Roger had to work. Maybe it was com-
pensation for the times when Vici was
making a picture and he was just waiting.

Before “Sunset Strip,” he’d had a bleak

year. He was under contract to a studio

but he hadn’t even been photographed
once. He had nothing to do. Just wait for

Vici to come home from her studio. One
evening she found him building a patio

table.

“I decided to find something to do,” he
explained.

It was the first of an endless parade of

projects. He built a retaining wall. He re-

worked the plumbing system in the back-

yard. He even built a swimming pool.

“Roger,” Vici begged, “we don’t have to

have a swimming pool. Can't you give me
more of your time? What are you trying

to prove?”
“I work because I have to,” he said.

“Can’t you see. I’m not trying to prove

anything. Vici. I do these things for you.

And I can’t stop. Please understand.”

“But isn’t your work enough?” she ar-

gued. “It takes so much of your time now.”
“No.” Roger shook his head. “I want

something I can touch. I'm sorry, honey,

but I can’t help being the way I am.”

* * *

Something made Vici remember this

—

she didn’t know why— She heard Roger
wake. It was a Friday morning and not six

o’clock yet. Roger was showering. She

slipped downstairs to surprise him with a

real breakfast.

Sitting across the table from each other

later, she suggested, “Let me pack while
you’re at work today and we can go to

Palm Springs for the weekend.” She sighed
happily at the thought. “Imagine—two
days just lying in the sun and not moving.”

“But, lion.” he said, “don’t you remem-
ber? I’ve ordered the material for the kids’

playhouse. If I don’t get to it tomorrow, I

don’t know when I’ll have the time. I’m
doing it for the children.”

It was true. The children wanted the

playhouse, and Roger would enjoy work-
ing on it more than he would sunbathing.

Vici took the coffeepot from the stove.

As she poured it, some of it spilled, scald-

ing her arm. She didn’t notice.

* * *

“I’ll be home early tonight.” Roger told

Vici, “by about five. We’ll have dinner to-

gether, too. See you soon.” He kissed her

and hurried off.

All that day Vici felt happy. And when
five o’clock came, Roger walked in the

door, just as he’d promised.

“We’ll have dinner early,” Vici said,

giving him a kiss. “Why don’t you read the

paper for a few minutes while I get things

ready?”
She hummed as she mixed a dressing for

the salad and then set the table. She ar-

ranged a bowl of flowers in the center of

the table.

When, ten minutes later. Vici came in to

tell him dinner was ready, he was sound
asleep.

“Why isn’t Daddy eating with us?” the

children asked.

“Daddy works so hard,” she tried to ex-

plain, “he’s tired. Now. eat your soup,

honey, and no—no, no. don’t stir it.”

The pot of coffee she’d perked was more
than she alone could drink. She poured a

second cup but never finished it. It tasted

bitter.

At 2 A.M., when a noise awoke her,

Roger still wasn’t there. The noise she’d

heard penetrated her consciousness until

finally she identified it.

Someone was working in the garage.

Roger.

Without stopping to put on a robe or

slippers, she went to the window and

leaned out. She could see the garage and

Roger working on an electric control to

open the door.

“He heard me say it’s hard to open,”

she thought. “He’s doing it for me.”

Slipping back into bed. Vici repeated

to herself. “He’s doing it for me.” But she

couldn’t help it. She felt so lonely. Slowly,

the tears came; she didn't bother wiping

them from her cheeks. It's my own fault,

she thought. I feel guilty. She buried her

face in Roger’s pillow. Guilty, she said out

loud. Her fist pounded at the pillow as she

wept. Guilty. Guilty. Guilty.

* * *

Vici never told anyone how she felt. It

was too personal to discuss with friends,

and her family was in Australia. Perhaps

she didn’t even know why she felt the

way she did.

So many young wives today feel the

same confusion over what they think they

should be and what, in reality, they are.

Today, a young wife feels that she must

Munro, M.D.,
words to say:
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live up to an ideal of marriage, that she

must be her husband’s sweetheart, his

friend, his comforter, his housekeeper, his

admirer, and flatterer, his playmate, his

mistress and his friend. Yet it’s difficult

for a young woman to fill so many roles.

A wife today is more her husband’s equal

than ever before, and this, too, can cause

trouble. Sometimes a man can feel driven

to success, to almost frantic activity in

order to assert his masculinity, to maintain

his superiority. A wife has to understand

this, but it’s hard.

Perhaps if Vici could have talked about

it. it might have helped. She might have

found out how many young wives share her

anxieties. It might have prevented what

was ahead. But there was nobody she

could confide in.

Then one day she could he brave no
longer. She was taken to the hospital.

Roger, the next morning, seemed a bit

unstrung by all the excitement. “She’s

very ill,” he told us when we called to ask

how Vici was. He couldn’t talk very long.

He wanted to keep the phone free. He was
frantically trying to reach two internists

and ask them to examine Vici. Two doctors

were already at her side, their family

doctor and a specialist, trying to find out

what it was that had stricken her so pain-

fully and mysteriously. Her back and legs

were affected. She was sick, very sick. It

had happened suddenly and they had
rushed her to the hospital.

For weeks, we’d been worried about

Vici and Roger Smith. We’d had the feel-

ing something was wrong. After we’d
talked to Roger, we called a Hollywood
writer. Nancy Anderson, and asked her to

investigate. The story you just read is

what she finally managed to find out.

Later, when Vici was back home and we
thought the crisis was past, Roger told

Nancy, “She is still terribly upset.” He
looked so pale and drawn that she feared

he might break down, too. They talked for

a long time and Roger told her what had
happened at the hospital.

* * *

Vici had looked so helpless lying there

in the hospital.

If he’d made her unhappy, Roger hadn’t

meant to. If he’d neglected her. he had
never meant to do that either. Sitting at

her bedside, he took her hand in both of

his and tried to explain it to her.

“Vici,” he said, “you know there’s noth-

ing in the world so important to me as you
and the children. When I work it’s because
I want to do things for you. Then I get

involved without realizing what’s happen-
ing. I know I can't change, Vici.” he told

her. “I can’t even promise that I’ll give

up some of my work. But I promise that
I’ll try every day to make you happy.”

“I’ve been thinking about it. too,” Vici
said. She was still weak and he had to

lean close to her to hear her words. “It’s

not just your work that’s made me miser-
able sometimes. It’s something else. Roger,
I’ve felt so guilty . .

.”

“You? Guilty?” He couldn’t believe it.

“What have you got to feel guilty about?
Everything you do is perfect.”

She shook her head. “When I have to

spend so much time away from the chil-

dren . . . when we don’t have another
child . .

He tried to quiet her. “Don’t say things
like that.” He poured some water for her
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from the thermos at her bedside. “1 want
another child, too. You know that. There
are some things you just have to wait for.”

“No,” she said, “it’s my fault. If I hadn’t

been working . . . Roger, it’s as if I’ve

been at war with myself, fighting my own
natural impulses. 1 want to quit acting.

. . . I want to be a good mother more than

anything in the world."

Roger didn’t understand. He’d always
been the one who felt guilty. He’d always
worried that their marriage interfered with

her career. After all. she’d been working
at it since she was fifteen. How could she

give it up?
“Won't you feel restless if you're not

working?” he asked.

Vici shook her head again. “I don’t

think so. Besides, I’d rather feel restless

than guilty. You’re so full of drive, you
have to be busy every minute. Can you
ever realize that I’m just the opposite?

Maybe there are some women who are

born to have careers. I wasn’t. I was born

to be a wife and mother.” She looked at

him questioningly. “Roger, do you mind?”
When he didn't answer right away, she

said. “Try to understand me . . . and I’ll

try harder to understand you. Now that I

NANCY AND TOMMY
Continued, from page 51

would have done that. Well, would you?
“So that’s what’s been bothering you. Is

that all?” Tommy smiled, “Well at least

I'm glad you told me about it. It’s better

than the way you used to drive me crazy

before we were married—sulking and not

saying why.”
“Oh. I guess you’re right,” she agreed.

“I’m always right.” Tommy looked

smug.
They were cleaning up after their first

sit-down dinner party—for her father’s

birthday. The whole family had come over,

and she'd used practically every pot and

dish she owned to cook and serve the din-

ner.

“Well . . . you are right about one

thing.” she went on. “It’s better to tell

—

even if it’s a small thing. If you keep it

all locked up inside you. it seems to grow.

But you know, when we first started going

together, you gave me some pretty had

times, too.” A dish slipped through

Nancy’s hand, and Tommy rescued it in

mid-air. She went on as if nothing hap-

pened. “You’d just get in your car and

take off every time something bothered

you. Leaving me alone to try and figure

out what I’d done wrong. You never used

to be any fun to fight with; you’d run away
too fast.”

Tommy put his hand over his heart. “Ah
well.” he said, “may all our troubles be

little ones!” He winked at her and grinned

as if to say, “Get it? All our troubles

—

little ones.”

But Nancy didn’t rise to the bait. She

was suddenly serious. “You know,” she

said. “I had the funniest feeling today at

your recording session. Every time you

had to hit a high note, my heart was in

my mouth. I had the strangest feeling—

I

don’t know how to explain it—that I was

my own mother. Don’t laugh, please. Why

know what Lve aoneU^nyselT^^In^to
fight my own impulses, maybe I can bear
it more now when I think you’re putting

your work ahead of me.”
Finally he nodded. “You know how much

I love you, Vici. I’ll try twice as hard
from now on. I’ll try to see things from
your side, you’ll see.”

He sat by her bed until she fell asleep.

“If I’d known her as well before as I

do now.” he said later. “I would have felt

so differently.”

What Roger hadn't realized till now is

that for a wife, her marriage is everything.

With a man. it’s different. He can live a

great deal of his life outside his marriage;
he can find his satisfactions and even ways
of expressing his love in his work. A
woman can’t do this. She lives for her

marriage, expresses her love in her home.
When a husband and wife don’t under-

stand this about each other, there’s bound
to be trouble. What happened to Roger
and Vici is happening to young couples
everywhere. The End

You can see Roger on “77 Sunset Strip,”

Fridays on ABC-TV, 9-10 P.M. EST. Vici

is in “I Aim at the Stars” for Columbia.

Mom recently told me that I remind her

of herself when she and Daddy were first

married. I’m living it all over again, she

said. Today I found out what she meant.

She used to be nervous as anything when-
ever Daddy sang. It’s funny,” she said

thoughtfully, “but you’re like Daddy in so

many ways.”

“Yeah.” Tommy laughed. “Stubborn!”

“That’s for sure,” Nancy agreed. “But

it’s not only that. In a way it’s something

much deeper—and sometimes it scares me
a little.”

“What do you mean ‘scares you’?” Tom-
my asked. He placed a stack of dried

dishes on the shelf.

“Well, when I was a little girl. I always

thought my mother and father were happy.

I guess all kids do—unless there’s fighting

or something. But they never fought. And
then one day it was all over. Daddy left.

“A world upside down"

“It was the craziest feeling in the world.”

Nancy said. “You think everything’s fine

and all of a sudden your world gets turned

upside down—and you’re turned inside

out.”

“I know what you mean,” Tommy
nodded. “I remember when my folks split

up. It was the worst feeling I ever had.

None of the other kids had to watch their

mothers crying night after night. And
everybody else had a father.

“I think the worst time was around the

holidays—especially Christmas,” Tommy
said. “I can remember one year in par-

ticular. I fell in love.”

Nancy pouted. “You never told me about

her,” she said. “What did she look like?’

“She was an it—an English racer. I

wanted it so bad I never even thought that

Mom couldn’t afford it. I was only ten and

getting that bike meant everything to me.

Then Mom told me we couldn’t afford it.

I just broke up.”

Tommy wiped his hands on a dish towel

and lit a cigarette. “And then it hit me.”

he said. “I could work and earn enough



money to get the hike myself. So I took on

a newspaper route. I delivered all the

papers on foot. You know something? It

took me two years to save enough for the

bike. Two years!

“You know.” Tommy continued, “there’s

one day I’ll never forget. It was a couple

of weeks after I got the bike. I’d gone into

a small apartment house to make deliv-

eries. When I came out— it was only about

ten minutes later—tbe bike was gone. I

thought maybe tbe superintendent had

moved it, so I asked him. He said he didn’t

even see it.”

Nancy had stopped washing and was
just watching Tommy.

“I ran around the house like a maniac.

I didn’t even know where to start looking.

Then, about two blocks away I spotted the

bike. Two boys I knew from school were
holding it. One of them was about to get

on it.

“‘Hey!’ I yelled and ran over to them.

‘What the heck do you think you’re doing?’
“
‘Taking a ride,’ one of them said,

‘What do you think I’m doing?’
“
‘Get your hands off my bike.' T yelled.

“
‘We’re not hurting your beautiful bike,

so don’t get so excited. You’ve been sound-

ing off about it for so long that we wanted
to see what the big deal was, that’s all,’

the other boy said.

“I grabbed one of the handle bars.

‘Look,’ I said, ‘it would’ve been okay if

you’d asked me to ride it. But I’ve got

papers to deliver now. And, anyway, you
had no right to steal it.’

“‘If you want your old bike,’ he said,

‘come and get it!’ And he rode off while

the other kid pinned my arms behind my
back. Just like that! I got my arms free

and lashed out at the kid.

“He got an arm-lock on my head then

and pretty soon we were wrestling on the

ground. Then the other boy rode back and
jumped me, too. I fought like crazy. I

wanted to hurt them more than anything.

“But they hurt me instead, I guess,”

Tommy smiled faintly. “I came out of that

fight with the biggest shiner I’d ever seen.”

Nancy kissed his left eye. “Wrong one,”

Tommy said. Then she kissed his right

eye. “Mmm—that’s better,” he whispered.
“As they were walking away, one of the

hoys pushed the bike onto the ground and
tbe other kicked the front fender,” Tommy
went on. “It was bent way out of shape.

“No father to tell”

“
‘Go on home and tell Mamma all

about it,’ they teased. ‘Let’s see if she can
fight your battles!’

“I tried to think of the biggest thing
that would frighten them. And then with-

out knowing what I was saying. I yelled.

‘Just wait, you big shots. Just wait till I

tell my father!’

“That was the worst threat I could think
of. Now I realize what I really meant by
it.” Tommy stared at the floor for several
minutes. “I meant I wished I had a father
to tell.”

“Tommy darling,” Nancy took his hand,
“it must have been awful for you.”

“I know one thing for sure,” Tommy
still stared at the floor, as if he saw noth-
ing. “I’ll never let my kids be hurt that
way—never! No matter what happens.”
Nancy wiped her eyes with the dish

towel, and then said, “It’s really funny,
'cause I felt the same way as you when I
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was a kid. The teasing . . . the loneliness

. . . all of it. Every day I’d come out of

school and there’d be some kid yelling.

‘Nancy is a nya nya. Nancy’s Daddy this

and Nancy’s Daddy that.’ I hated them all.

“But that wasn’t even the worst of it.”

Nancy shook her head and stood up. “May-
be I better not talk about it,” she said. “I

don’t even want to think about it—ever

again.”

“Now, look,” Tommy took her by the

shoulders. “We have a pact—to tell each

other these things. If something’s hurt you.

I want to know about it. Maybe, well may-
be if we know what went wrong with our
folks when we were kids . . . Maybe we
can learn how to keep our own kids from
ever getting hurt.”

“That’s just it. Tommy.” Nancy’s face

grew dim, “Mom and Daddy were happy
before they had us. I know they were. And
sometimes . . . well, sometimes I wonder
if they wouldn’t still be together if it

weren’t for us kids.”

“Look, darling,” Tommy took Nancy’s
hand, “when something goes sour between
two people, it’s nobody else’s fault. My
gosh,” he exclaimed, “if ive had a baby.

I’d love you even more! If that’s possible.”

“I guess so.” Nancy murmured absently.

“I know so,” Tommy said. “And I know
that it’s the children that get the raw end
of the deal when there’s a divorce. I’m

sure you know it, too. Nancy.”

“A girl needs her dad”

“Do I!” she exclaimed. “You know,
everybody thinks that as long as a girl

has her mother around, that’s all she needs.

But it’s not true. There were times that I

needed my father so badly I would cry

for hours. I guess it would’ve been dif-

ferent if he’d stayed near us, just so I knew
I could go to him when things got bad. But
he never did.” Nancy’s face grew sad.

“I can remember one special time—just

before I was seventeen—when I hadn't

seen him in months. Oh sure, he’d always

call us. But it was never the same as hav-

ing him right there.

“I remember I made him promise on

the phone to be home for my birthday

party. He said he would. Then I picked up
a newspaper the next day and it said that

he’d flown to France. I couldn’t believe it.

I ran and asked Mother, and she said it

was true.

“But I felt sure he still wouldn’t let me
down. Not when I counted on him so much.
Not when I’d made all kinds of special

preparations just for him. I knew he’d
come.”

Nancy’s eyes became dim with tears.

She swallowed hard. “Well,” she said, “the
day before my birthday a cablegram came
for me. It was from Daddy. He said he
was sorry and all but he just couldn’t

make it in time. But he said there'd be a

surprise for me outside the house that

night. I still couldn’t believe it. I just

thought. ‘That’s Pop! What a joker. When
I open the door tomorrow night he’ll walk
right in and surprise me.’

“Well, the next night just as I was get-

ting dressed the bell rang. I raced down
so fast I nearly knocked Mother over.

When I got to the door some strange man
asked. ‘Miss Nancy Sinatra?’ and handed
me a note. It was from Daddy. It said that

the Thunderbird in front of the house was
for me.

“He wasn’t coming home . .

“I knew then for sure that he wasn't

coming home. The car was beautiful, but

I didn’t even want to look at it. I went up
to my room again and cried for two hours.

Mother couldn’t understand what was the

matter with me. I couldn’t tell her either.

How could I say that I wanted Daddy to

be there more than anything in the whole
world—even more than a car of my own?
It would’ve sounded so ungrateful. So I

just cried and cried till I had no more
tears.

“I guess that’s why it was so hard at

first for me to get used to telling you about

the things that used to bother me.” Nancy
glanced up into Tommy’s eyes. “Now I

can’t seem to keep my mouth shut about

anything!”
“You’re not supposed to.” Tommy said

gently. “Something hurts, you're supposed

to shoot it off. That was the deal, remem-
ber? That way it’ll be like I said—all our

troubles will be little ones.”

—Julia Corbin

Tommy sings on Capitol, and will soon be

seen in “Love in a Goldfish Bowl” for Par.
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ONE
DRESS

THREE
LOOKS

Continued from page 55

Cindy’s basic dress, shown on

pages 54 and 55, is Simplicity Pat-

tern 3793, available at your favor-

ite stores everywhere. The dress,

stole and stole lining are blue-

grey silk from American Silk Mills.

Evelyn’s dress and coat. Simplicity

3841, are beige wool from Carle-

tex. Kate’s dress and jacket, Sim-

plicity 3850, are camel wool by

Anglo Fabrics. Vivien’s slacks,

Simplicity 3270, are camel wool by

Carletex; her blouse, same pattern,

is beige silk by American Silk-

Mills. The suit Cindy’s wearing on

page 52, Simplicity 3849, is camel

wool by Carletex; her blouse, same

pattern, is beige silk by American

Silk Mills. Fabrics photographed at

Doretta’s fabric store, New York.

The accessories Cindy used to

give her basic dress three looks are

:

1

Silk scarf by Glenlex

Bracelets by Sandor-Goldberger

Mock alligator bag by Lona
White gloves by Wear-Right

Triple tie belt by Calderon

White straw sailor by Mr. John

2

Blue satin belt by Calderon

Frosted blue beads by Cadoro

“Juno” gloves by Wear-Right

Bone leather bag by Park Lane

3

Bib necklace by Richelieu

Gold clutch bag by Brightman

White kid gloves by Meyers Make
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LOVE IS A
SIMPLE THING

Continued from page 38

a friend wlio'd seen the show and come
backstage to see him. His name was
Michael Selsman, a young college grad-

uate. He had a pleasant smile, dark hair

and hazel eyes, none of which Carol par-

ticularly noticed at the time. She merely

said “Hi.” and Mike said “Hi,” and that

was that. It was hardly what you would
call the dawn of romance.

Carol was sixteen at the time, a shy,

cool, girl; serious, with no real boyfriends

and not much visible interest in having

any.

She was busy with her work, studying,

taking dancing lessons, living a quiet life

in a small apartment with her mother and
younger brother Danny. Instead of linger-

ing to talk with Mike and Warren that

night, she hurried home, so as not to

worry her mother who always waited up
for her. When she got home she raided the

refrigerator, said goodnight, and went to

her room to munch on some fruit, listen to

the radio and read a magazine. She did

not even know she'd met the man she was
going to marry.

When 20th Century-Fox bought the play

“Blue Denim” for motion pictures, they

signed Carol to a contract, too. They made
an appointment for her to go over to the

New York office of the company to discuss

publicity and to make contract arrange-

ments—and Mike Selsman was a member
of the very same publicity department
Carol was visiting. This time Cupid had
one eye open, but he still wasn't letting

Carol and Mike in on his secret!

Carol and her family went to Hollywood
while she made die movie. Then they re-

turned to New York. One night Carol

went to see a preview in t he company’s
private screening room. Who else was
there? A number of reviewers from maga-
zines and newspapers, people who write in-

terviews and editors. Carol walked quietly

into the room and took an inconspicuous

seat in a corner. She was hoping inter-

viewers wouldn't want to talk to her. She
wanted to he able to enjoy the movie with-

out any interruptions.

After the screening, she emerged into

the foyer. Who was there? It was Mike,

who was sent to make sure she got home
all right. “A cup of coffee . .

.” he asked,

and she nodded yes.

They went off to a quiet little restaurant,

and in a dim corner they talked over their

coffee. But Carol had to cut it short. Her
mother hail insisted on a curfew hour. A
high school girl should get her sleep her

mother said.

Getting to know each other

But there were other nights to come.
Carol loves movies, so she frequently at-

tended previews at the projection room.
Mike would be there, too. After all, he

worked in the same building. Their eve-

nings would he spent in some remote
restaurant, and Carol began to lose her

shyness. They didn’t go to night clubs

and posh restaurants. They both iound
they disliked such places. It was so much

mine uui io su m me uim ngm m a quiet

place and just talk and get to know one
another.

Then she was called again to the West
Coast to appear in “Hound-Dog Man” with
Fabian.

When she got back from the Coast she
and Mike got together again for their dis-

cussions about iile. love, people and each
other. Almost without knowing it. Carol
was falling in love. Anybody who saw her

at that time, though, would have guessed.
She was a changed girl. She seemed to

have so much to say these days. She’d
given up her black stockings and flats, her

comfortable, unassuming sweaters and
skirts for more flattering, feminine clothes

Even her hair, which she’d had to cut for a

movie, was now a soft halo around her
face. Mike liked it that way.

Last Thanksgiving was a big day for

Carol and Mike. He was invited to the

apartment for dinner. He’d met Carol’s

mother, but this was more than just a quick

hello. This was a family affair, and an
important occasion. Carol and her mother
and brother had recently moved from a

three-room apartment to one with six

rooms, on Central Park West. They didn't

realize when they took the larger place

that soon the extra space wouldn’t he

needed, after all. One member of the fam-

ily would soon have a home of her own.
When Mike arrived at the apartment, he

was outwardly calm. He’s in his mid-

twenties, but his job puts him in touch with

many people, and lie's learned to look at

ease even when he isn't.

The dinner seemed to go well, and their

engagement was announced after Thanks-
giving. At first, Carol’s mother had
suggested it might be better to wait for a

year before they married. Carol was still

so young. But suddenly her daughter had

a mind of her own.

She flew out to the Coast to make “Re-

turn to Peyton Place." She didn’t want to

leave Mike, but she had to go because of

her contract with the studio which requires

her to make two pictures a year for them.

Then, when Mike flew out to join her for

the holidays, the rumors really started fly-

ing. They set a wedding date for January,

after she would have completed work on

the picture. She insisted to the press that

her mother approved of all the plans, even

though she was making the arrangements
herself.

“I have made all the important decisions

in my life because 1 feel, and my mother

does, too, that I'm the one who has to live

them,” she explained.

“And my mother is very happy that I’m

getting married. She likes Mike, and she

knows we’ll be very happy,” she told the

press. Perhaps she really believed this, or

perhaps she wanted to keep close, family

matters from the public.

But whatever her reasons, Carol stood

by her story.

We found out that she asked her mother

to send her birth certificate so she could

take out her marriage license in California.

But Mrs. Lynley seemed opposed to the

marriage; Carol waited but the birth cer-

tificate never arrived. She had to use her

studio contract as legal proof of age and

that’s how news of the marriage leaked out.

Away from Mike, Carol wouldn’t talk

much about her love or the new complica-

tion to her plans. But she did lunch with

one of our reporters in Hollywood.
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Carol said, “and I feel that my love for

Mike is deep and everlasting.

“He’s wonderful, gorgeous, marvelous

. . . and I could go on and on about him,”

she chatted rapidly. Then she smiled.

“You know, I sometimes make him blush

when we’re together and I’m telling my
friends about him.”

Mike wouldn’t say too much, either.

“What can I say,” he asked, “after I’ve

said I’m happy?”
“We just want to live like two normal

people,” he added. Toward this end. they

journeyed out to look at an apartment in

Jamaica. Long Island, at the end of the

subway line. This location is a quiet resi-

dential area and a favored spot for newly-

weds. Carol liked the looks of the

neighborhood. She’s never been extrava-

gant, and she’s always wanted to live in

HEART DISEASE

an apartment near New York. “I will never
live in California,” she said. “I don’t

like anything about the state. I don't even
care for the sunny weather. I’m used to

the cold, and feel much better in chilly

weather.

“And I never want to own a home,” she
continued. “I’ve been reared in apartments,
and love that way of living. My mother
and I bought a home in California when
I was sixteen. I hated it. I didn’t like the

neighbors or the routine responsibilities

such as putting the garbage out to be
picked up on a certain day.” Carol defi-

nitely knows what she wants, and has no
trouble making up her mind.

A change in plans

She also decided to change her religion

and adopt Mike’s. He is of the Jewish
faith and Carol knew that, according to

this religion, it is the mother who passes
on the religion to any children they might
have. So she took the necessary lessons
for her conversion to Judaism. Perhaps
she had read of other stars, young mothers,
having difficulty in raising their children
with parents of different faiths. “We want
five children, but that’s up to the good
Lord,” Carol said. She told our reporter
before the wedding that they had agreed
to have a quiet ceremony in a synagogue.

But, faced with her mother’s opposition,
Carol changed her plans. Mike got a two-

wccts.* vacation anu new to E.aiiioiina‘, nr

spend Christmas together,” they said. Carol
went to great lengths to keep his arrival

a secret so there’d be no photographers or

reporters at the airport. They decided to

be married on December 31st, in San Ber-

nardino. but when Carol needed her movie
contract as proof of age, the secret was
out in the open. They changed their plans

again.

At 5 A.M. on Friday, December 30th.

she and Mike picked up their good friends

Betty Lou Keim and Warren Berlinger.

The four of them were at the Los Angeles
license bureau before it opened, but no-

body recognized Carol since she used her

real name. Carol Jones. Then, in Warren’s
car they headed for Newhall. California,

an hour’s drive away. Neither Carol nor

Mike had ever heard of the place before

and they stayed there just long enough to

enter the office of the Justice of the Peace
and say their marriage vows.

The next day. Carol was back at work

—

in fact she arrived early. Hardly anyone
noticed she was wearing a diamond en-

gagement ring. That weekend, she and
Mike had a two-day honeymoon and then

he had to return to work in New York.

“I’m taking a year off from my career

to give it to my marriage.” she continued.

“I want to give it my full attention, as

I think the first year of any marriage is

important. In fact,” she confided, “my
career is of secondary importance now.
My marriage comes—and will always come
—first. If, when I go back to work after

the first year. I find that I can’t adjust to

both. I'll give up my career,” she stated

without hesitation. “Mike’s going to be a

producer some day,” she said, “and I’m

going to be a housewife.”

Though Carol has a long-term contract,

the rumor soon began that she would
break it in order to be with Mike.

Carol told a member of the "Peyton
Place” company that she dreams about her
little honeymoon apartment. She lies

awake at night, planning the furniture and
decoration. She and Mike both like casual

and simple things. “We had all our furni-

ture selected before the wedding.” Carol

said. “I think living with packing boxes
can be very depressing for young couples.

We’ve furnished our apartment in Early
American, a period we both like very much.”

The “new” Carol

Listening to her. anyone could see that

Carol had changed since she first met Mike.
She was a different girl now from the shy.

retiring teenager in her shapeless clothes.

But even seeing her, slimmer now, dressed
in more sophisticated and flattering clothes,

nobody could guess how much she had
really changed.
The quick wedding took people by sur-

prise. But Carol had proven herself to

herself, and to Mike. Perhaps it was a test.

If she could make a decision on her own
and stick to it no matter what ... if she
could oppose her mother after having had
such a close relationship with her all her
life . . . then perhaps that meant she was
ready for marriage. Perhaps that’s what
she was proving.

If that’s it. Carol’s not saying. She won’t
talk about her love. After all, love is a

simple thing. —Dorian Draper

Carol’s in 20th’s “Return to Peyton Place.”
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Wonderfully simple way to keep cool,

calm and protected top to toe: shower
yourself with Cashmere Bouquet Talc

after every bath (and between times).

Cashmere Bouquet — pure, imported
Italian Talc — scents, smooths, clings

more lovingly, more lastingly

than costly cologne.

Cashmere
Bouquet

Talc

the fragrance men love
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Kansas City 10, Mo.

ANALYZE HANDWRITING
MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE
and Greater PERSONAL Success!
YOU CAN learn how to identify character
and personality traits from ordinary hand-
writing. Fascinating home-study training. Many
career opportunities for both men and women, full

or sparetime. Just send your name, address for
a FREE sample lesson and big illustrated catalog
Free. No salesman will bother you. (State age)

.

INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC.
Dept. CN-94 ... Springfield 4, Missouri

into DOLLARS!
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions

yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED,
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from..*

NORDYKE Music Publishers
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 287, Calif.

REMOVEDBY
Your money refunded
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Company, Rochester, N.Y.
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having your enlargements

beautifully hand colored in oil

and mounted in handsome frames.
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each enlargement. Originals re-
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Photos, 2 Negatives, 2 Snapshots
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HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Dept. B-163
7021 Santa Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif.

TOO LATE
Continued, from page 25

come near the place except his agent, Dick
Clayton. And kids his own age. girls and
all. probably don’t try to make friends

with him because they think movie people

are different and they’re afraid they’d get

snubbed.

“He has a nice personality, but lie’s

lonely. Much too lonely for a young man.
I’ve never seen a girl in that house. Not
one. Not that I snoop around. Good Lord,
I'm too busy for that. But when he does
entertain it’s been mostly older couples.

And most of the time there’s no entertain-

ing at all. He’s brought this loneliness on
himself. And it's not natural.

“I’ve had people say to me. ‘You
wouldn’t think a boy like that would have
such a temper.’ But I say who knows, still

water runs deep. This is a lonely hoy, I

tell them, with no way to let out his anger,

no one to fight with. He works at the stu-

dio or at his Oriental art store, he rides

horses—and that’s it! Not enough of a life

for a young fellow. And trying to fill it up
with pets isn’t fair either—not to the pets.

They need love and care, hut movie stars

are never home; they work a long day and
sometimes don't come home at all. I’ve

heard from someone who works at a TV
studio, who knows someone who used to

keep her horse at the same stable where
Tab kept his, that he wasn't always so

good to his horses either.

“But 1 bear no grudges. All this pub-

licity hurt Tab, I know. But maybe it’ll

teach him a lesson. I’ve heard that he has

his house up for sale—and there are two
sides to that. He certainly doesn’t have to

move, nobody’s running him out of Glen-

dale. If he didn’t live in that house some-

body else would, and who knows, the new
people might be noisy. But for Tab’s own
pride, how could he stand to stay? He’d be

always pointed out, every time he put his

face out the door. After all that’s hap-

pened, the newspaper coverage and all the

letters pouring in, someone would always
say, ‘Oh look, there he is, there’s that Tab
Hunter that there was such a thing about
—remember?’

“But I will say this—if he thinks run-

ning away is going to make things any
better for him in the future, he’s making a

big mistake. Running away never solves a

thing. What I say is true. I know because
I am Mrs. Eva Gorman. I manage the

three apartment houses that stand across

the alley from Tab Hunter’s old house.”

But there are two sides . . .

“We knew the minute Tab bought this

piece of land he wasn’t planning to live

fancy. He wanted to be around regular

folks. My wife and I are his nearest neigh-

bors and I’d say he was the best one we
ever had. Course that depends on
what you want in a neighbor. Some folks

like to socialize. Tab’s too busy for that.

He’s not the socializing kind anyhow. He's

a man that likes to think. He’s serious. He
works hard and he comes home quiet. We
wouldn't know lie’s there except the lights

are on. We only know if he has company
because more lights are on. Not much com-

pany, no wild parties at that house. And
no girls unless it’s a few couples. Like the
night he took Kay and Jack Connors and
Venetia Stevenson to the Ice Capades and
had them for cocktails first. Jack is Tab’s
double for stunt riding—not that he can’t

do anything Jack can, but the studio won’t
let him.

“Venetia Stevenson was his date that

night and that’s the kind of girl Tab ad-

mires, someone beautiful and with some
dignity. He doesn’t like pushy people and
he can’t stand vulgarity. Let a girl swear,
like some do in the horsey set. Tab doesn’t
like it. He liked the dignity of the women
in Japan, when he was there. He’s terribly

fond of Tuesday Weld; he’s had her to the
place and she fell in love with the atmos-
phere. But he treats Tuesday like a kid, as

if he were her uncle. The reason he’s so

choosey about people, I figure, goes back
to the matter of no time.

“But he’ll sit in our kitchen having a

cup of coffee and laugh that big laugh of

his till we think he’ll blow every window
in the place. Or he'll go over to the Con-
nors and play with their two-year-old. He
loves kids, you can see t hat when he plays

with his brother’s four. They’re all over

him in the pool with their ‘Uncle Art, Un-
cle Art.’ He can play like a kid—imagina-
tive. But he can quiet them down, too

—

talking quiet but firm. He was an un-

spoiled kid himself, from a hard-working
mother who raised her two boys to think

for themselves. He used to earn money for

riding by soda-jerking or ushering. And
later, after the Coast Guard, he earned it

for skating by being a sheet metal worker.
He told me once, even as a kid he was
never part of a gang. And he said, ‘I think

it’s sad if people can't be alone. It seems to

me you have to if you’re going to under-

stand what’s happening from day to day.

Life’s so easy it’s complicated, you have
to think about it. You have to live within

your own framework—whatever’s right for

you.’

“Maybe that’s what bothered the people
across the way. I don’t know what they

had against Tab unless it’s that he’s a

celebrity. He told us a couple of times they

asked him over for a beer and he always
declined, explaining he was busy, he

couldn’t. I think that rankled. But like my
Betty points out, the man who owned the

house before Tab never did get invited

anywhere by anybody and he lived here a

long time. On the other hand, a man we
had working around our place invited Tab
to come to dinner, yet he’d never asked us.

It adds up. People like to know a celeb-

rity, they like the publicity that goes with

it. If they make an advance and the celeb-

rity withdraws—well, they get steamed up,

they think they're being slighted.

“And Tab’s not the kind you can push
into doing something. He’s got a good
hard head on his shoulders and he makes
up his mind. That’s why the whole fuss

was so stupid. A great guy feels he has to

get out of a neighborhood where he was
happy, all because some sour grapers I

made this rumpus that he wasn’t good to

his dog. And now when he finds a house
he likes in Beverly Hills, he can’t rent it

because the owners won’t take in an ani-

mal. And Tab will never go where Fritz

isn’t welcome. I know—I’m Emil Avery.

I’m a stunt man at Warners, and Tab’s

nearest neighbor.”



. . . and still a third view.

“I know Tab as well as anybody, and I

can tell you—that crazy business in court

hurt him terribly. Because he’s a guy

who’s naive about people. He never

thought that anyone would frame him, or

dislike him for being a movie star. But at

tbe end of a working day he wants to lead

his own life. Is that so strange?

“That’s why he moved out to Glendale

in the first place. He wanted to live among
people who wouldn’t care if he earned his

living building furniture or making pic-

tures. The guy’s no recluse, he likes peo-

ple. It never dawned on him that some
people could dislike him for being a lone

guy, hound him for it, spend time peeping

into his swimming pool and patio.

“Looking for what? Is it his house

they’re so curious about? If they’d ask.

he’d tell them: it was nothing but a tacky

little house when he bought it. but he’s put

a lot of time and love on it. He added a

back porch and a Japanese pool and a

fence. Inside he put Shoji screens from
Tokyo—the whole interior is Oriental in

feeling, because that’s his third big love.

Oriental art. Horses, acting, and Oriental

art. Sure he stays home alone a lot. listen-

ing to music, all kinds of music: classical,

pop vocalists, instrumentalists, country,

western. He never did have a front door

bell and he didn’t expect anyone to drop

by, but he invited people sometimes.

“One night he had a girlfriend to dinner

and be served organic vegetables and raw
spinach and milk and steaks. Or planned

to. Only something went wrong, the steaks

caught on lire. Tab grabbed tbe broiler,

steaks and all, and threw it in the fish

pond. Then he took her out to dinner.

What flipped him was that the next day
she sent him a book. ‘You Need Not Be a

Failure Cooking Meats.’

“But that was a rare occasion. He’d
rather work in his Oriental art goods store

than go to fancy restaurants and pre-

mieres. Look at it this way—life is made
up of many elements, all of them an art.

Jumping horses is an art, so is gardening,
living itself is an art. He’s a perfectionist

and he’s no fool—he knows when he’s do-

ing something well. But if he thinks he
isn’t, he needs peace and quiet to think

things through. Everyone matures at their

wn pace. His is a slow pace. He’s twenty-

nine. He can act as carefree as nineteen,

but let anyone try to take advantage of

that! Let them try to put words in his

mouth—they’ll find him a stubborn twen-

ty-nine. With people he knows, with whom
lie’s at ease, he’s an easygoing guy. But

look at that stubborn jaw—it doesn't jut

out for nothing.

“Three years ago he fell in love. Pub-
licity started snowballing the romance,

overwhelming him. The girl was going

back to Europe. If he could have had a

little time. If they could have talked. But

it was all going too fast. She was leaving,

there was a last meeting. A hundred and
twenty-five people were at her house and
the flashbulbs were popping. Tab wanted
to talk to her, wanted to tell her. but he

resisted the publicity rush. He probably

made a mistake he'll regret a long time.

Can you blame him for getting fed-up with

pictures and publicity sometimes?
“He doesn’t advertise the fact, but he’s

crazy about his Mom. She’s a warm per-

son—like a Cocker Spaniel puppy. Tab
says—and always full of new ideas. On
one visit to him. she tried to learn to ride

well enough to exercise his horses while he

was busy working. But she’s basically

timid, and you can’t be timid with animals.
The horse must know just who’s bidding

the reins. If she could rein in a horse the

way she reins in a kid. it would be okay.

Because there's no mistake about it. she

brought him up to stand by his principles,

and lie’s still doing just that. It’s un-

fortunate that one of his principles—not to

take an attack lying down—should make
anyone dislike him so. He never knew any
of his neighbors felt that way about him
—till it was too late.

“What this criticism is going to do is

drive him into more loneliness, that’s all.

He'll sell the house—and look for another

—this time on a lonely mountain top. No
neighbors at all. And that’s too bad— be-

cause tbe truth is he really does care

about people.

“I know. I’m Tab Hunter.”

—as told to Jane Akomoke

You can see Tab in “The Tab Hunter
Show” on NBC-TV. Sundays, 8:30-9:00

P.M. EST. And don’t miss Tab in “The
Pleasure of His Company” for Paramount.

WatchTRUE STORY
on your NBC-affiliated television station on Saturdays

See your local paper lor time and station. Exciting

stories of actual events and people, straight from the

files of TRUE STORY Magazine—narrated by Kathi
Norris.

And don’t miss “OUR MARRIAGE IS DIFFER-
ENT,” the story of Janet Leigh and Tony
Curtis and a love that should have failed . . .

In March TRUE STORY Magazine

The Woman’s Guide to Better Living

Buy Your Copy Today Wherever Magazines Are Sold

Kathi Norris
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MUSIC TEACHER
Send For Free Book Telling How Easily ^You Can Learn Piano. Guitar, Accordion. Jj
ANY Instrument This EASY A-B-C Way

T\TOW IT'S EASY to learn music at
home. No tiresome “exercises.” No

teacher. Just START RIGHT OUT playing
simple pieces. Thousands now play who never thought they
could. Our pictured lessons make it easy as A-B-C to
learn to play popular music, hymns, classical and any other
music. On easy- pay plan, low costl 1,000,000 students all
over the world.

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOK. Find out why our
course can teach you quickly, easily inexpensively. Write
for 36- page illustrated Free Book. No obligation. No sales-
man will call. Mention your favorite in-
strument. Just mail coupon today!

U. S. SCHOOL
OF MUSIC
Studio A203,

Port Washington. N. Y.
(Est. 1898—Licensed by the
N.Y. Slate Education Dept.)
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FREE BOOK
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Studio A203, Port Washington. N. Y.
Please send me your 36-page Illustrated Free Book.
I would like to play (Name Instrument).

Have you
Instrument Instrument ?

Name

Address
(Please Print)

City Zone. . . .State.

PHFMSWANTed
'•U9 La IVI For musical setting . . . send

Poems today. Any subject.

Immediate consideration. Phonograph records made.
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 560, New York 1

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years
Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course

I equivalent to resident school work— prepares for college
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if

desired. High school education is very important for advancement
in business and industry and socially. Don’t be handicapped all

your life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now.
Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

American School, Dept. H353, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37

Relatives and Llassmc

Need more? 60 for $2.

I

Send 25< for extra
Super-speed service

Money Back Guaranteed

Just send your
favorite snapshot or

portrait (returned

unharmed) and
money to

WALLET PHOTO
Box M Hillside, N. J.

Shrinks Hemorrhoids

New Way Without Surgery

Stops Itch- Relieves Pain
For the first time science has found a

new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve

pain — without surgery.
In case after case, while gently relieving

pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place.

Most amazing of all — results were so
thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a
problem! ”

The secret is a new healing substance
( Bio-Dyne®) — discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H®. Ask for it at all drug
counters.
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MONIHLY
RECORD

MA»t- today
Conel Books, Dept. Dl

295 Madison Avenue
New York 1 7, New York

Please send me copies of TV DIARY.

I enclose cents.

NAME
ADDRESS
CITY ZONE STATE

Send no stamps. Cash or money order only.

A book everyone who likes to draw
should have. It is free; no
obligation. Simply address

FREE
BOOK
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What's

Hollywood listening to

Pops: Dion’s “Lonely Teenager” (Laurie)
;

Donnie Brooks’ “Doll House” (Era)
;

1 he Miracles’ “Shop Around” (Tamla).
\

LP’s: “This Is Brenda Lee” (Decca) ;

Montavani’s “Exodus” (London)
; Svi-

atoslav Richter—he’s Russia’s answer to

Van Clihurn—with the Chicago Sym-
phony Orchestra on Brahms Second
Piano Concerto (RCA Victor); Van
Clihurn with Chicago Symphony on
Prokofieff Concerto No. 3 (RCA Victor). -

Jazz: Count Basie and Joe Williams on
“Just the Blues” (Roulette) ; “Brubeck’s
a la Mode” (Fantasy)

;
Miff Mole and

Red Nichols swinging together on “The-
saurus of Classic Jazz” (Columbia).

PRIVATE
TO WOMEN

Thousands of women find speedy relief from
the physical distress of irregular, scanty, or
painful menses due to functional disorders by
taking HUMPHREYS "11”—a safe, gentle, non-
hormonal, truly homeopathic remedy. At all

drugstores. No prescription needed.

Shelley Berman, Feb. 3; Fa-
bian, Feb. 6; Lana Turner and
Jack Lemmon, Feb. 8; Jimmy
Durante, Feb. 10; Abe Lin-

coln, Feb. 12; Carol Lynley
and Kim Novak, Feb. 13; Jack
Benny, Feb. 14; Vera Ellen

Birthday

Calendar

and the Kalin Twins, Feb. 16;
Dodie Stevens, Feb. 17; Dick
Beymer and Ann Sheridan,
Feb. 21; George Washington,
Feb. 22; Diane Varsi, Feb. 23;
Fats Domino, Tony Randall,
Feb. 26; Liz Taylor, Feb. 27.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Size 8 x 10 Inches
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper
Same price for full length or bust
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani-
mals, etc., or enlargements of any
part of a group picture. Original is

returned with your enlargement.

SendNoMoney 3 for
Just mail photo, negative or snap-
shot (any size) and receive your enlargement,
guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful double-weight
portrait quality paper. Pay postman 67c plus
postage—or send 69c with order and we pay post-
age. Take advantage of this amazing offer . Send your photos today.

50

Professional Art Studios, 544 S. Main, Dept. 31-C, Princeton, Illinois

Woman Tortured
byAgonizing ITCH
"I nearly itched to death for 7

lA years. Then 1

discovereda new wonder-working creme. Now
I’m happy, ’’writes A1 rs. D. Ward ofLosA ngeles

Here’s blessed relief from tortures of vaginal itch,

rectal itch, chafing, rash and eczema with a new
amazing scientific formula called LANACANE. This
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful
bacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and
inflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds

healing. Don’t suffer ! Get LANACANE at druggists 1

COLD SORES
FEVER

BUSTERS

EARLY APPLICATION

USUALLY PREVENTS

THE UNSIGHTLY

FORMATION OF A
COLD SORE OR
FEVER BLISTER.

MEDICATED FOR

QUICK RELIEF. DAILY

USE CONDITIONS
THE LIPS, KEEPS THEM
SOFT AND HEALTHY.

alentines

We’re sending four Valentines and we’ve

got our reasons. Do you agree? The first

goes to John Kennedy Jr., because he’s the

most eligible bachelor and, besides, he

lives in such a nice house. . . . The second

is addressed to Rod Taylor because, as he

says, he’s so broadminded. Have you seen

his one-minute commercials for his TV
show? “I watched ‘Wagon Train’ last

week,” he said on one, “so this week, you
watch ‘Hong Kong.’ ” P.S. We did. . . .

Number three goes to Clu Gulager—with

a name like that he needs a little love. . . .

And the fourth goes to Van Williams of

“SurfSide 6,” because even when co-star

Troy Donahue’s around, you can’t help

noticing how really good-looking Van is.

86



What’s new!

Do you feel it? The new jazz is

called “soul”! It’s the music Hor-

ace Silver and Johnny Smith play

—sad and pensive. From what we
heard at the Intercollegiate Jazz

Festival at Grossinger’s, New
York, we’d call it Thinking Man’s
Music. What we (strong Dixie-

land lovers)—and Tony Randall

—want to know is: Who wants to

think all the lime? Do you?

The Shimmy—Dorothy Provine

started it on “The Roaring Twen-
ties” and now everyone in Holly-

wood seems to be doing it. You
know how? Face your partner or

stand at his side. First, rotate I he

right knee and. at the same time,

raise your left hip. This creates a

circular movement (and maybe a

kink in the sacroiliac, too). Then
switch to your left knee and right

hip. Keep up the rotating motion
while you both move in a com-
plete circle (until exhausted).

Warning: We’ve been going

around in circles ever since!!!!!

What’s in a name? A new party

game that’s catching on fast is

called Kookie Korporations. The
idea is to string together names
of celebrities or friends. For in-

stance: Edith Head. Mae West.

Loretta Young, Delbert Mann
form the Head-West-Young-Mann
Co. Or Julie London. Lloyd

Bridges, Bob Fallon, Hugh Downs
make up the London-Bridges-
Fallon-Down Co. We tried it with

the names of all our staff

members hut nothing happened.

Folk music is hotter—and also

folksier—than ever. Theodore Bi-

kel seems to be the leader of the

movement toward genuine rather

than pre-fab folk songs and that’s

what you’ll hear on his newest

—

“Songs of Russia, Old and New”
(Electra). It comes with transla-

tions and you’ll need them. Other
names to note: Nina Simone.
Lead Belly, Odetta and, of course,

the popular The Kingston Trio.

Gag captions—here’s the last

word on do-it-yourself, we hope.

Write your own jokes for dog pic-

tures, baby photos, family snaps.

We tried it on movie stills. For
this one from “Ben Hur”: “Am I

going crazy or is that Esther
Williams?” Try captioning your
favorite ads from the magazines.

Corns

No waiting for reliefwhen you avail your-

self of the multiple action of Dr. Scholl’s

Zino-pads. Relief starts in seconds . . .

corns are removed in a jiffy. ..new or tight

shoes eased. Sold everywhere. Try them!

Su
<Sf D- Scholls Zino-pads

POEMS
WANTED

Best songs recorded FREE with

7-piece orchestra.

We write music. Send poems, FREE examination.

SONGMAKERS Dept.PH. 1472 Broadway. N.Y.C. 36

Monuments—Markers—Direct to you
Satisfaction or money back — Lowest
Prices— Freight Paid. Free Catalog.

ROCKDALE MONUMCNTCO..D*pt. 671, JOUET, ILU

MY FREE KIT
puts you in a fine business selling magazine
subscriptions in your neighborhood. It’s easy
to do. No experience needed. You don't spend
a penny of your money now or ever. We sup-
ply everything you need FREE. Rush your
name and address for amazing sales kit. Starts
you earning money immediately! Act now
and you'll make extra dollars regularly. Re-
member: there is no obligation attached. Just
print your name and address on a post card
and mail today. We'll send you your money-
making information plus free sales kit: Sales
Agents, Photoplay, 205 E. 42 Street, New York
17, N. Y.

1 SHORTHAND) IN
w M

Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand.
120 words per minute. No symbols, no
machines; uses ABC’s. Easiest to

learn, write and transcribe. Lowest cost.

500,000 taught at home or through

6
WEEKS

classroom instruction. For business and Civil Serv-
ice. Typing available. 38th year. Schools in over 400
cities in U. S., Canada, Cuba, and Hawaii. Write
for FREE booklet to

: © 1959

LUSTER-TONE
Satin Finish

GIV-N-KEEP

WALLET

Photos
Made from any photo,

snapshot or negative (re-

turned unharmed). Size

2 V2
" x 31/2 ", on finest

portrait paper. Money-
back guarantee! (For

Hi-Speed Service , odd
25^). Send photo and
money today!

25:; *1

60 for only *2

We Pay Postage!

\f&£;
r— 5" * 7"

'PORTRAIT
ENLARGEMENT

wifn every $2 order.

Suitable for framing.

U.S. PHOTO CO., Dept. H-3

Box 73, Newark, N. J.



WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE FOR 1961

Here's all you have to do. Please fill out the ballot on this page and mail it

immediately to Reader's Poll, PHOTOPLAY, 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. If

yours is among the first hundred answers received, we'll send you—as a token of our

thanks—an autographed photo of your favorite star.

What did you like in this issue?

Illlllllllllllllllllllllllllllilllllllllllllllllllllllli

WHAT CURRENT FAVORITES DO YOU LIKE?
1 want to read stories about (please check names):

ACTOR
(1) Elvis Presley (15) Everly Brothers (29) Jerry Lewis

(2) Rick Nelson (16) Frankie Avalon (30) Jimmie Rodgers

(3) Rock Hudson (17) Van Williams (31) Kingston Trio

(4) Tommy Sands (18) Marlon Brando (32) Roger Smith

(5) Pat Boone (19) Gardner McKay (33) Bob Conrad

(6) John Saxon (20) Paul Anka (34) Bobby Darin

(7) Tony Curtis (21) James Darren (35) George Nader
(8) Tab Hunter (22) Troy Donahue (36) Eddie Fisher

(9) James Garner (23) Perry Como (37) Bob Horton

(10) Paul Newman (24) Tony Perkins (38) Ty Hardin

(ID Nick Adams (25) Anthony George (39) Edd Byrnes

(12) Dick Clark (26) Stephen Boyd (40) Fabian

(13) Peter Brown (27) Jimmy Clanton (41) Clu Gulager

(14) Sal Mineo (28) Dion

ACTRESS
(42) Bobby Rydell

(1) Debbie Reynolds (14) Brigitte Bardot (27) Connie Stevens

(2) Liz Taylor (15) Leslie Caron (28) Dorothy Provine

(3) Carol Lynley (16) Marilyn Monroe (29) Patti Page

(4) Sherry Jackson (17) Dorothy Malone (30) Connie Francis

(5) Dolores Hart (18) Brenda Lee (31) Hope Lange

(6) Doris Day (19) Jean Simmons (32) Lennon Sisters

(7) Kim Novak (20) Shirley MacLaine (33) Dinah Shore

(8) Janet Leigh (21) Deborah Kerr (34) Audrey Hepburn

(9) Sandra Dee (22) Sophia Loren (35) Tuesday Weld
(10) Joanne Woodward (23) Molly Bee (36) Dodie Stevens

(11) Jayne Mansfield (24) Annette (37) Millie Perkins

(12) Gale Storm (25) Ingrid Bergman (38) Juliet Prowse

(13) Carolyn Jones (26) Shelley Fabares (39) Susan Kohner

Others

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIJIIIIIIIIIIIIIIliflllllllll!|piM

WHICH SUPER-STARS DO YOU LIKE BEST?
1 want PHOTOPLAY to tell me all about (check names of stars below):

ACTOR
(i) Robert Montgomery (11) Kirk Douglas (21) Bing Crosby

(2) Fred Astaire (12) Henry Fonda (22) John Payne

(3) Joel McCrea (13) Gregory Peck (23) Ronald Reagan
(4) Burt Lancaster (14) Robert Mitchum (24) Roy Rogers

(5) Paul Muni (15) Charlton Heston (25) Yul Brynner

(6) Glenn Ford (16) William Holden (26) Frank Sinatra

(7) John Garfield (17) Peter Lawford (27) James Stewart

(8) Humphrey Bogart (18) Van Johnson (28) Robert Taylor

(9) Clark Gable (19) Alan Ladd (29) John Wayne
(10) Gary Cooper (20) David Niven

ACTRESS
(30) Cary Grant

(1) Norma Shearer (9) Lana Turner (17) Jane Russell

(2) Joan Crawford (10) Susan Hayward (18) Gene Tierney

(3) Irene Dunne (11) June Allyson (19) Esther Williams

(4) Greta Garbo (12) Claudette Colbert (20) Jane Wyman
(5) Ann Sheridan (13) Ava Gardner (21) Loretta Young
(6) Dorothy Lamour (14) Betty Grable (22) Shirley Temple

(7) Hedy Lamarr (15) Rita Hayworth (23) Bette Davis

(8) Grace Kelly

Others

(16) Ginger Rogers (24) Barbara Stanwyck

:iilllllll!!!llllliilM

If mine is one of the first 100 answers,

I’D LIKE AN AUTOGRAPHED PHOTO OF:

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY ZONE STATE

( 1 )

(2 )

(3)

(4)

lllllllllllllllllllllll mu

WHAT WOULD YOU LIKE IN
PHOTOPLAY

More stories on TV personalities?

More on recording personalities?

More beauty and fashion articles?

More picture stories: candid

portraits

pinups

What is your favorite column: Monthly Record

Readers Inc.

Inside Stuff

That's Hollywood For You
Go Out To A Movie
Becoming Attractions

Last Minute News Flash

Would you like the articles to run shorter?

Yes No

|lllllllllllllllillllllll!l!ll|[|]l!lim

WHAT ARE YOU LIKE?

Age? Married? Children?

Three Favorite Magazines:

How old are the other people in Males

your family who read PHOTOPLAY? Females

How many people in your family Males

§§ are between the ages of 10 and 19? Females

M What is the occupation of the head of your family?

-1 What do you do in your spare time?

How often do you go out to a movie?.

What helps you choose a movie?

What happened on the best time you ever had?.

What happened on the worst time you ever had?

H What ideas do boys have that make you the maddest?

Il|

What subjects would you like the males' point of view

g on?

§| If you had the choice, what would you most like to do?
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2 ounces 39 i

THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS
The natural beauty and lustre of your hair is enhanced
by using the Breck Shampoo for your individual hair

condition. One Breck Shampoo is for dry hair. Another
Breck Shampoo is for oily hair. A third Breck Shampoo is

for normal hair. Select the correct Breck Shampoo for your

hair condition to leave your hair soft, shining and beautiful.

New packages marked with color help you select the correct Breck Shampoo.

H Red for dry hair Yellow for oily hair I Blue for normal hair

ENJOY THE BRECK "FAMILY CLASSICS", A SERIES OF DRAMATIC PROGRAMS, ON THE CBS-TV NETWORK
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—Skin so fresh will fill you with wonder, too, when it’s yours!

Your complexion grows radiantly clear with Ivory Soap mildness-

gentle enough for a baby’s skin. 991% pure*

...it floats. Just use mild Ivory daily. More

doctors recommend it for babies’ skin, and XivORY j,i

your own complexion, than any other soap. IfiSi if

4IVORY



SIDE OF THE STORY

HY I STAYED

AY FROM THE

NDRA DEE’S MOTHER
a

WOOD

X>VE -GIRLS DON’T
JNDERSTAND IT!

ou’ll read it

ere first

NNIE STEVENS

iMITS WEDDING PLANS

obody’s Going

b Stop Us Now”
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Just be a blonde and see— a Lady Clairol blonde

with shining, silken hair. Doors open for blondes.

Traffic stops for blondes. Men adore you, do more

for you, life is tops for blondes! So switch to be-

witch. With gentle, new Ultra-Blue* Ladv Clairol

it’s so easy. Takes only minutes. Feels deliciously

cool going on, leaves hair in wonderful condition-

soft, silkier to touch, altogether beautiful! So if

your hair is dull blonde or mousey brown, why

hesitate? Hair responds to Lady Clairol like a man

responds to blondes— and darling, that’s a lovely

advantage! Try new Ultra-Blue Lady Clairol, you’ll

love it! Of course, original Whipped Creme

and Instant Whip* Lady Clairol are still available.

Your hairdresser will tell you a blonde's best friend is Lady Clairol® Creme Hair Lightener
rporated, Stamford, Conn. Available also in Canada*T.M. ©1961 Clairol Inr



*REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. BY MAIDENFORM, INC.—MAKER OF BRAS. GIRDLES AND SWIMSUITS. ©1961

1

L_

I dreamed I walked a tightrope

in my maidenform'dm
Sweet Music*. ..new Maidenform bra. ..has fitted elastic band under the cups for easy breathing,-

and reinforced undercups to keep you at your peak of prettiness! White in A, B, C cups, 2.50



DONDI
THE KID WHO CAPTURED

THEIR HEARTS...!

DONDI

.

THE KID WHO CAPTURED
THE ARMY. . .

!

DONDI...
INTRODUCES A GREAT
NEW MOVIE STAR...

KORY.

Based on the

world famous

comic strip with

63,000,000

daily readers'

ALLIED ARTISTS Presents

DONDI
starring

DAVID JANSSEN • PATTI PAGE

MICKEY SHAUGHNESSY

ROBERT STRAUSS * ARNOLD STANG

and WALTER WINCHELL
LOUIS QUINN . GALE GORDON

and introducing

DAVID KORY as“D0NDI”
Based on the comic strip by

GUS EDSON and IRWIN HASEN

Written and Produced by

ALBERT ZUGSMITH and GUS EDSON

Directed by ALBERT ZUGSMITH

APRIL, 1961 VOL. 59, NO. 4

FIRST AND BIGGEST FOR FIFTY YEARS . . . ENTERTAINMENT FOR YOUNG AMERICA

SANDRA DEE

CONNIE STEVENS

MARILYN MONROE

CLARK GABLE

JUNE ALLYSON and
LUCILLE BALL

DOUG McCLURE

TAB HUNTER

AUDREY HEPBURN

FABIAN

BEAUTY

NANCY KWAN

CAROL LYNLEY and
DIANE VARSI

BOB HORTON

FASHION

SIDNEY SKOLSKY

SARA HAMILTON

CAL YORK

EXCLUSIVES
29 Her Mother's Side of the Story by Sara Hamilton

32 Nobody Can Stop Us Now by Dean Gautschy

42 Will She Break Joe's Heart Again? by Julia Corbin

ARTICLES
36 The Secret Clark Gable and Kay Never Shared by Jim Hoffman

38 Divorce by Charlotte Dinter

40 Private Life of a Private Eye by Jane Ardmore

46 Let’s Put an End to the Tail by Fritz Hunter

50 Audrey’s Happiest Moment by Ruth Britten

54 What’s It Like To Be a Fabian? by Linda Randall

58 The Guiche

60 The Other World of Suzie Wong by G. Divas

62 Can a Jinx Strike Twice? by Bob Dean

64 Three Little Words by Vi Swisher

69 You Can Be What You Want

73 Love—Girls Don’t Understand It by Eleven Hollywood Males

BONUS GOSSIP SECTION
4 That's Hollywood for You

20 Inside Stuff

27 Last Minute News Flash

NEWS AND REVIEWS AND DEPARTMENTS
3 Becoming Attractions 8 Readers Inc.

5 Casts of Current Pictures 14 Your Handwriting

6 Monthly Record 15 Needlework

8 Your Monthly Ballot 16 Now Playing

28 Go Out to a Movie

COVER PHOTO: Portrait of Connie Stevens by Gene Trindl of Topix.
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becoming
attractions

E

A. News for nails: “Color Plus” adds
strength with each stroke of color

via built-in firmer for weak nails. In
16 shades, hy Lanolin Plus, $1.00*

B. “Evening in Paris” Bath Capsules
dissolve readily under the tub tap, re-

lease a lingering scent to pamper a

bathing beauty. By Bourjois, $1.00*

C. Lentheric’s new “Red Lilac” Purse
Atomizer makes it springtime where-
ever you are, faithfully reproduces
the enchanted aura of lilacs. $1.25*

D. From Helena Rubinstein, new “Cov-
erfluid" makeup to spin a clinging
veil of color over a complexion, en-

kindle a glow. Plastic tube, $3.00*

E. The fine French hand of Jacques
Fatli turns to fragrance, captures a
nosegay of fragile flowers in “Fatli de
Fatli” Eau de Cologne. From $5.00*

* plus tax

NOW!

GO FROM NEARLY BLONDE

TO CLEARLY BLONDE...

WITHOUT

ARTIFICIAL COLORING

!

Light and Bright is the first and only one-step hair lightener.

It lightens once-blonde hair that has darkened as no rinse or dye

can do. Brings out a blondeness that is all yours—blondeness that
can’t wash out, can’t fade! And you control the shade—lighten

your hair to just the tone most flattering to

you. Gentle— contains no ammonia. Does

contain an exclusive creme conditioner that

leaves your hair soft, manageable. Easy—
just apply, comb through $1.50 plus lax.

lv!

RICHARD HUDNUT © 1961 Richard Hudnut

3



PERIODIC PAIN

P

Midol acts three ways to bring

relief from menstrual suffering.

It relieves cramps, eases head-

ache and it chases the “blues”.

Sally now takes Midol at the y
V*, first sign of menstrual distress.^

"WHAT WOMEN WANT TO KNOW"
FREE! Frank, revealing 24-page book

explaining menstruation. Write Box 280,

New York 18, N. Y. (Sent in plain wrapper.)

wjr
OL

THATS

HOLLYWOOD
FOR YOU

PROFILED: Loretta Young

Loretta Toung became a movie star

when she was 15, was Lon Chaney’s

leading lady in “Laugh. Clown. Laugh”

in 1928 and has come whirling through

that door on television since September

20. 1953, making an entrance through

the door a trademark and Loretta Holly-

wood’s most desirable glamour girl.

Loretta has a sense of humor. She

can laugh at herself if the comment

warrants it.

She had to have these qualities to

survive for so long in the Hollywood

jungle.

She started working in the movies

when she was 5. as a child extra.

She was horn in Salt Lake City, Utah,

on January 6, 1913, at 3:30 P.M. She

was christened Gretchen.

When 13. she played her first big

role in Colleen Moore’s movie, “Naughty

But Nice.”

She always wanted to he an actress. She continues to work hard at becoming

a better actress. She doesn’t behave like an accomplished star who has won an

Oscar and three Emmys and countless other awards. She owns an apartment house,

and occupies the central and largest apartment herself. This apartment house is

located practically in the center of glamorous Hollywood.

She wouldn’t be caught on the street wearing slacks, but does so at home. She

still maintains the tradition of the old movie days: that a star should always look

like a movie star, and I say movie stars should look like this movie star.

She is 5 feet 5 Vfc inches tall, weighs 110 pounds, has blue-gray eyes and brown

hair. She believes her legs are a little too slender.

The amazing thing is that 33 years later, over 90 pictures later, over 150

television shows later, Loretta continues to weigh 110 pounds and her waist

measures 23 inches. These were the statistics when she checked into M-G-M for

“Laugh. Clown. Laugh.”

She is a sharp businesswoman although she insists she doesn’t know too much

about business. She has a warm smile, an easy laugh.

She provided the greatest upset in the history of the Academy Awards by

winning an Oscar for her portrayal of the Swedish farm girl in “The Farmer’s

Daughter” in 1947.

When she was 17, she eloped and married the late actor. Grant Withers.

And now she is married (July 31. 1940) to Tom Lewis, a television executive

who works in New York for an advertising agency. Although they’ve been

separated by the length of the nation for a few years now, she admits to no formal

separation and neither has taken a step toward a divorce.

She sleeps in an enormous twin bed. She requires at least ten hours of sleep.

She loves flimsy nightgowns and she stuffs her ears with cotton.

She is glad she is a movie star, glad she is a TV star, glad she is a woman, glad

she is a mother, but most of all she’s glad she is Loretta Young. And so are

her fans. That’s Hollywood For You. Sidney Skolsky
4



BREATHLESS—Films Around the World. Di-

rected by Jean-Luc Godard: Patricia, Jean Se-

berg; Michael, Jean-Paul Belmondo; Liliane,

Liliane David; Inspector, Daniel Boulanger;

Parvulesco, Jean-Paul Melville; Bcrrouti, Henri-

Jacques liuet; Used-Car Dealer, Claude Mansart:

Editor, Van Doude; Informer, Jean-Luc Godard.

CIMARRON—M-G-M. Directed by Anthony
Mann: Yancey, Glenn Ford; Sabra, Maria
Schell; Dixie, Anne Baxter; Tom Wyatt, Arthur
O’Connell; The Kid\, Russ Tamblyn; Sarah
Wyatt, Mercedes McCambridge; Wes, Vic Mor-
row; Sam Pegler, Robert Keith; Bob Yountis,

Charles McGraw; Jesse Rickey, Harry Morgan;
Sol Levy, David Opatoshu; Mrs. Pegler, Aline

Mac Mahon; Felicia Venable, Lili Darvas; Neal
Hefner, Edgar Buchanan; Mrs. Hefner, Mary
Wickes; Ike Howes, Royal Dano; Millis, L. Q.

Jones; Hess, George Brenlin; Jacob Krubeckoff,
Vladimir Sokoloff.

CRY FOR HAPPY—Columbia. Directed by
George Marshall: Andy Cyphers, Glenn Ford;
Murray Prince, Donald O’Connor; Chiyoko,

Miiko Taka; Suzuki, James Shigeta; Harue,
Miyoshi Umeki; Hanakichi, Michi Kobi; Admiral
Bennett, Howard St. John; McIntosh, Joe Flynn;
Lank, Chet Douglas; Miss Cameron, Nancy Ko-

vak; Koyitki, Tsurudo Kobayashi; Mrs. Bennett,

Harriet E. MacGibbon; Endo, Robert Kino.

DON QUIXOTE—Made in the U.S.S.R.; re-

leased here by M-G-M, under the cultural-ex-

change agreement. Directed by Grigory Kozint-

sey ; Don Quixote, N. Cherkasov; Saudio Panca,
Y. Tolubeyev; Housekeeper

,

S. Birman; Aldonsa,
L. Kasyanova; Altisidora, T. Ag;amirova; Car-
rasco, G. Vitsin; The Duke, X. Freindlich; The
Duchess, L. Vertinskaya; Peasant Girl, O. Vik-
land.

FEVER IN THE BLOOD, A—Warners. Di-
rected by Vincent Sherman: Judge Hoffman,
Efrem Zimbalist, Jr.; Cathy Simon, Angie Dick-

inson; Dan Callahan
. Jack Kelly; Senator Simon,

Don Ameche; Marker, Ray Danton; Governor
Thornwall, Herbert Marshall; Laura Mayberry

,

Andra Martin; Mickey Beers, Jesse White;
Walter Thornwall, Rhodes Reason; Thomas
Morcly, Robert Colbert; Matt Keenan, Carroll
O’Connor; Bosworth, Parley Baer; Lucy Calla-

han, Saundra Edwards; Paula Thornwall, June
Blair.

GONE WITH THE WIND—M-G-M. Directed
by Victor Fleming: Scarlett O’Hara, Vivien
Leigh; Rhett Butler, Clark Gable; Ashley Wilkes,
Leslie Howard; Melanie Hamilton, Olivia de
Havilland; Gerald O’Hara, Thomas Mitchell;
Ellen O’Hara, Barbara O’Neil; Snellen O’Hara,
Evelyn Keyes; Carreen O’Hara, Ann Ruther-
ford; Belle Watling, Ona Munson; Mammy, Hat-
tie McDaniel; Prissy, Butterfly McQueen; Jonas
Wilkerson, Victor Jory; Uncle Peter, Eddie
Anderson; Charles Hamilton, Rand Brooks;
Brent Tarleton, George Reeves.

HOME IS THE HERO—Showcorporation. Di-

rected by Fielder Cook: Willie, Arthur Kennedy;
Paddo, Walter Macken; Dovetail, Harry Brogan;
Daylia, Eileen Crowe; Josie, Joan O’Hara;
Maura Green, Maire O’Donnell; Bid, Maire
Kean; Trapper, Philip O’Flynn; Mr. Green,
Patrick Layde.

MISFITS, THE—LT.A. Directed by John Hus-
ton : Gay Gangland, Clark Gable; Roslyn Taber,
Marilyn Monroe; Perce Hozvland, Montgomery
Clift; Isabelle Steers, Thelma Ritter; Guido, Eli

Wallach; Old Man in Bar, James Barton;
Church Lady, Estelle Winwood; Raymond Taber,
Kevin McCarthy.

TWO WAY STRETCH—Lion International.
Directed by Robert Day: Dodger Lane, Peter
Sellers;

“Reverend” Basil Fowler, Wilfrid Hyde
White; Jelly Knight, David Lodge; Lennie Price.
Bernard Cribbins; The Governor, Maurice Den-
ham; Sidney Crout, Lionel Jeffries; Mrs. Price,
Irene Handl; Ethel, Liz Fraser.

UNDERWORLD , U.S.A.—Columbia. Directed
by Samuel Fuller: Tolly, Cliff Robertson; Cud-
dles, Dolores Dorn; Sandy, Beatrice Kay; Gela,
Paul Dubov; Connors, Robert Emhardt; Driscoll,
Larry Gates; Gus, Richard Rust; Gunther, Ger-
ald Milton; Smith, Allan Gruener; Tolly (at
twelve), David Kent; Connie , Sally Mills; Offi-
cer, Robert P. Lieb; Barney, Neyle Morrow;
Prison Doctor, Henry Norell; Woman, Tina
Rome.

YOUNG ONE, THE—Valiant. Directed by Luis
Bunuel: Miller

,

Zachary Scott; Traver, Bernie
Hamilton; Evvie, Key Meersman; Jackson, Cra-
lian Denton; Rev. Flcetzvood, Claudio Brook.

Invitation

to Comfort:

elasticized

‘miracle’ band

brassieres

INVITATION TO ATTENTION
. . . your ‘line’ from chin to waist

(your FASHION ZONE ) which
can do soooo much for you!

This Spring . . . dress up that zone

with golden

matinee length links.
* Glamourize your

basics!

So nice to have around’ your 2" comfort zone. That’s the vital

2" area just under the bust — where so many other bras dig and
poke. This elasticized band frees you where and when it should

— almost seems to breathe. Gone is binding, cutting, riding-up —
without even a little loss in lift and shapeliness. Try on i

COMFORT ZONE next time you shop — feeling is believing!

Fetchingly-fashioned white embroidered cotton A.B.C cups, just$2'
}^

Available wherever fine brassieres are sold in the U.S.A. and Canada

EXaUISITE FORM BRASSIERE, INC., A SUBSIDIARY OF EXQUISITE FORM INDUSTRIES, INC.

p
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for teen-agers... from Helene Curtis:

helps end acne

blemishes and

embarrassment

Hides pimples while it helps

heal them . . . keeps acne a secret

’til it's gone.

MONTHLY
RECORD

What’s

Hollywood listening to

POP ALBUMS

Elvis’ “G.I. Blues” (RCA);
Sinatra’s “Swingin’ Session”
(Capitol); Ray Conniff’s “Say
It With Music” (Columbia) ;

Joe Jones’ “You Talk Too Much”
(Roulette)—kookiest cover.

POP SINGLES

“Exodus” by Pat Boone and also

by Ferrante & Teicher; “Cal-
endar Girl,” Neil Sedaka; El’s

"Are You Lonesome Tonight?”

JAZZ ALBUMS

Bobby Scott's “A Taste of Hon-
ey” (Atlantic)

;
Ahmad Jamal’s

"But Not For Me” (Argo) ;

Brubeck’s “Gone With the

Wind” (Columbia).

MORE LP’s

“Rachmaninoff Concerto No. 2,”

Philippe Entremont with Bern-

stein, N.Y. Philharmonic (Co-

lumbia) ; Bob Newhart’s "But-

ton-Down Mind Strikes Back”
(Warner’s)

.

. . . and what

they’re reading

“To Kill a Mocking Bird” by
Harper Lee; “The Light in the

Piazza” by Elizabeth Spencer;
“There Must Be a Pony” by
Jim Kirkwood.

Works three ways to speed healing:

1. Penetrates beneath the surface of

the blemish . . . clears clogged pores.

2. Destroys acne-causing

bacteria.

3. Antiseptically

cleanses and dries up
pimples so healthy

skin can grow
again.

Skin colored!

Odorless!

Greaseless!

Stainless!

Cyd Charisse, Claire Trevor,

Mar. 8; Lawrence Welk, Mar.

11; Gordon MacRae, Mar. 12;

Sammy Kaye, Neil Sedaka,
Mar. 13; Jerry Lewis, Betty

Johnson, Mar. 16; St. Patrick,

Nat Cole, Mar. 17 ;
First day

Birthday

Calendar

of Spring, Mar. 21; Joan
Crawford, Mar. 23; Anita Bry-

ant, Mar. 25; Dirk Bogarde,

Rod Lauren, Mar. 26; Sarah
Vaughan, Mar. 27; Paul
Whiteman, Mar. 28; Pearl

Bailey, The Dinnings, Mar. 29.

Back Talk

It’s a fad—one song answers an-

other. El sings “Are You Lonesome
Tonight?” and Dodie Stevens comes
back with “Yes, I’m Lonesome To-

night.” Our favorite: “Gee Whiz.”

It’s an answer for almost anything.

6



What's new!

BEST DRESSED MAN ON TV

—that’s what they named Kick

Nelson. Honest! He’s the young-

est ever to he chosen by the Men’s
Apparel Club of California. Won-
der who was second? Bob Denver?

THE "JACKIE LOOK"

Wherever you go, everybody’s try-

ing to look like the First Lady.
Here’s how: simple, shorter hair-

dos; loose-fitting, shorter suit jack-

ets; short—but not too short

—

’skirts; three-quarter sleeves; long
gloves; an overall casual, fluid

sort of look. Accessories? By all

means, carry a big book.

You’ll feel prettier with your

ODO-RO-NO
double circle of protection

24 hours of double protection against odor and perspiration

To feel lovelier all day, you need Odo-Ro-No’s double circle of protection—
double protection that so many single action deodorants just can’t give you.

Odo-Ro-No protects you against odor, your clothes against perspiration. It’s

soothing to your skin, too, and safe for all fabrics. Also available in spray and stick.

ODO-RO-NO
Leading deodorant in world fashion capitals

p
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It is possible that another voice was dubbed
in at a later date, similar to the technique

used in dubbing the voices in many foreign

films.—

E

d.

Can you tell me a little about Loretta

Young, that is where and when she was

born and how old she was when she made
her first movie? She’s one of my favorite

actresses.

Joan Duffy
N. Y.

She was born in Salt Lake City, Utah on

January 6, 1913, and made her first film

when she was only 13 years old. You may
be interested in knowing that Loretta has

written a book entitled, “Things I Had To
Learn." Turn to page 4 for more informa-

tion.—Ed.

PUZZLED

Could you tell me what happened to that

good-looking actor, Leslie Nielson, who
was in “Tammy and the Bachelor”? I’ve

been looking for him in other movies but

I have not seen him. Has he quit his

career as an actor?

F. Fernandez

Tampa, Fla.

Definitely not. Leslie is quite busy with

television commitments these days. He is

on many popular TV shows.—Ed.

ANNETTE’S STATISTICS

I would like to know more about Ray

Danton. I have seen him on TV and in a

movie called “Legs Diamond.”

Carol St. Pierre

Buckley, Wash.

Can you tell me how old, how tall and

how' much Annette Funicello weighs, as

well as any other information you might

have on her?

A Fan
Detroit, Mich.

Annette was born in Utica, New York, 18

years ago. She’s five-feet-two inches tall and

weighs approximately 100 pounds. She just

completed a movie called “The Horse-

masters,” which was filmed in London. Has
black hair and brown eyes and loves movies

—and guess what popular singing star!—Ed.

Ray was born on September 19, 1931 in New
York City. He married the lovely star, Julie

Adams, on Feb. 20, 1955 .—Ed.

On TV a few weeks ago I saw an old

movie made in 1932, I believe, called

“Downstairs,” which starred John Gilbert,

Virginia Bruce and Paul Lukas. I had

always read that the talkies ruined John

Gilbert as he had a high pitched voice. In

this ntovie he had a very nice deep mas-

culine voice. How can you explain this?

Mrs. A. C. Bosse

Seattle, Wash.

SWAP SHOP
Enjoy your magazine every month. Please

print that I would like to trade photos

of Fabian, Rick Nelson, Elvis and Jimmy
Dean for photos of Boh Conrad, Rod Tay-

lor, Marlon Brando, and Vince Edwards.

Or I will sell my entire ELVIS collection

which consists of nearly every photo and

article printed about him right from the

start of his career. Thank you.

Ruth German
20 Mercer St.,'

Hamilton Square, N. J.

WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT?
I want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars):

ACTOR: 1. 2.

3. 4.

ACTRESS: 1. 2. _____

3. 4.

The features I like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1.

2.

3. 4.

Name .Age. .,

Address
4-61

Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader’s Poll, Box 1374,

Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y., and tell us your favorites.

FOREVER ELVIS!

My dad and I went to see “Flaming Star.”

Two years ago he wouldn’t have gone to

see anything with Elvis in it. Now he is

an Elvis Presley fan! Before he went into

the Army I was a little tired of him but

today he is my favorite singer and actor.

He seems to have grown up so much. 1

think that there are many teenagers and

adults who feel this way, and my Dad and

I are just one good example of this. I

would appreciate if you would print this

letter. We always read your magazine

and wouldn’t miss it for anything.

B. Key
Ark.

Elvis has indeed grown in stature both as a

performer and adult. We think you’ll hard-

ly recognize the full-color picture of him in

next month’s Photoplay.—Ed.
8



For the 2 out of 3 women who would finally use a hair color...

If it were natural enough... easy enough... and camouflaged grey!

fe'i-y.a

..id

Wm

Mi.

'SO NATURAL SALON WAVE BY REALISTIC . JEWELS BY VAN CLEEF & ARPELS ©1961 REVLON, INC.

creates 'COLOR UP.’.. the first cream tinting rinse!

Revlon’s 'Color Up’—a new kind of hair color in

a tube! It buries grey in a shimmer of color high-

lights. Highlights you can keep or lose when you

choose. It’s NOT a bleach, NOT a drastic dye, so

hair can’t look strawy, brassy; dyed or artificial.

It’s a stay-put cream with no drip, no dread, no

mess, no guess to it. Ten minutes is all it takes to

blend grey away and color-brighten your hair

. . . color that lasts through several shampoos . .

.

won’t rub or rinse off. Choose from 18 subtle

shades — one of them unmistakably you! At

leading cosmetic counters and beauty salons.

cream tinting
rinse
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continued

PLEASE TELL US?

My friend and I have a little bet on the

movie, “Peyton Place." In the movie Lana

Turner played Constance Mackenzie. Also

in the movie she had a daughter, Allison.

There was also another girl. Selena Cross.

Hope Lange and Diane Varsi were both

in the film. The argument is on: Which

one played Allison?

Ron Aylet

Niles, Ohio

My girl friend and I are having an argu-

ment over Connie Francis’ age. I say she

is 22 years old and my girl friend says

she is 26. Who’s right? Also how old is

Ricky Nelson. When is his birthday?

And I would also like to know Fabian’s

real name.

Carolyn Cassoutt

St. Marys, Mo.

1. Connie was born on Dec. 21, 1936

2. Ricky was born on May 8, 1940

3. Fabian Forte is the name.

—

Ed.

Now boys, don't fight ! Hope Lange played

Selena , and Diane Varsi played Allison.

Incidentally a sequel is presently being

filmed entitled, “The Return to Peyton

Place.” Allison will be played by Carol

Lynley and Selena by Tuesday Weld. Turn

to page 62 for an interesting story.

—

Ed.

Recently I saw the movie, “The Hunch-

back of Notre Dame.” I would like to

know who played the part of the poet

whose life was saved by Maureen O'Hara

and who at the end saves her life.

Karenn Schell

Corvallis, Ore.

Edmund O'Brien.— El).

OLD FAITHFUL

I, being an admirer of Tab Hunter, would
like to say a few words in his defense of

the “dog trial.” I have read every article

I could find about Tab and Fritz. I be-

lieve anyone having dogs, cats and horses

must love all animals and could never

beat them. Next, take a good look at

Fritz; a cleaner, more better groomed dog

I have never seen. Also he is so innocent

looking that I couldn’t find it in my heart

to say a stern “no" and I am a horse and

dog trainer!

Shirley Beale

Canton, Ohio

Welcome to my humble tomb. I am
Count Bernard Dracula. (See picture) All

kidding aside my name is Jack Munsey.

I’m 19 years old and the greatest horror

fan since Dracula’s friend. Stulog.

Jack Munsey
Dallas, Tex.

Jack, our office staff much prefers you with

a shave and a haircut!—

E

d.

For an interesting “tale” please turn to

page 46 .—Ed.

I would like to know who starred in the

picture in which Rock Hudson played a

tree surgeon. Was it Lauren Bacall or

Jane Wyman? I would also like to know
the name of the movie.

Mrs. W. Mableton
Ga.

The film was “All That Heaven Allows”

and it starred Jane Wyman.—Ed.

A most hearty thank you to Troy Dona-

hue who called personally one night on

the telephone from Hollywood and talked

to our Barbara who had been sick for

quite some time. I didn’t think that a

movie star would be bothered but, be-

lieve me, it helped a lot. Again I say

thank you to Troy.

Mrs. S. Marek
Chicago, 111.

Every time I see photographs of my
favorite stars their hair looks wonderfully

shiny. Is there any way I can have such

a look?

A. Puente

Yonkers, N.Y.

Why don't you try adding the white of an

egg to your shampoo water and add a table-

spoon of vinegar to your rinse water. There

is no guarantee that this will work, but

it’s worth a try.—

E

d.

FOOTPRINTS

When did the idea of putting a star’s

footprints in cement start?

R. Johnson
Dubuque, Iowa

The idea was originally introduced in 1925.

Doris Day recently became the 133rd star

to cement her footprints in the forecourt

of the Chinese Theater in Hollywood.

—

Ed.

What are the real names of Sandra Dee

and Bobby Darin?

G. Rogers

Miami, Fla.

Alexandra Zuck and Robert Casotto.—

E

d.

. . . Everyone who sees her says she’s a

double for Shirley Temple as a child.

What do you think?

Mrs. Joseph Sousa

Brookline, Mass.

We thoroughly agree, but even more so,

Barbara Ann resembles Tammy Merrihugb,

the youngster in M-G-M’s film, “The Last

Voyage.”

—

Ed.

CURIOUS?

Michael Landon is one of my favorite

stars. I have just read “Adorable?” in

your February issue and I have a ques-

tion about the large picture on page 56.

Is that a hole in his shirt where his wife’s

right hand is? If so. how did it get there,

or is he just sloppy in his attire?

Susan Rosson

North Carolina

Mike has switched laundries since the photo

was taken.—

E

d.

(Continued on page 13 I
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FROM TOWELS TO T-SHIRTS
Sta-Puf restores fluffy softness to

all wash-hardened fabrics
See and feel the soft difference

Towels look almost half again as thick

with Sta-Puf® Rinse. You can feel the plush

softness . . . see your towels and textured fab-

rics become as fluffy as when you bought them.

Woolens feel far softer with Sta-Puf.

Woolen blankets touch your cheek with soft-

ness . . . sweaters feel softer next to your skin.

You save hours of ironing time. Sta-Puf

softens wrinkles. Lets you fold away T -shirts,

corduroys, and most flatwork without ironing.

after your first use of Sta-Puf

Helps you do Dad’s shirts and work clothes

in half the time. Wash-and-wear things dry

smoother for far less touch-up ironing.

Help prevent diaper rash with Sta-Puf.

Rinse soothing softness, sweet fragrance,

into all your baby’s things.

Sold in all 50 States and Canada.

P.S. For faster starching use Sta-Flo® Liquid

Laundry Starch.

FABRIC SOFTENER

A. E. Staley Manufacturing Company, Decatur, Illinois

In the full 32-ounce quart and

64-ounce half gallon size



now!
from

California rPI
comes I

CREME PUFF
by

max Factor
You get a wonderfully warm
new sunlit look with Creme

Puff, the compact make-up from

California. For Max Factor

makes it with millions of tiny

light-diffusers that soften the

light. Also, millions of tiny light

reflectors that give off a special

glow. The result... a warm
radiance ... a soft beauty. .

.

the Sunlit Look!

And Creme Puff is complexion-

balanced; it actually flatters

complexions from pale to

ruddy. In 12 lovely sliades-

each with the Sunlit Look. Creme

Puff now conies in refillahle

Case-Mate compacts in a wide

choice of designer colors, from

$1.35 to $5.50. Refills $1.00.

©1961, MAX FACTOR & CO.

DRESS BY J AX "CORAL SUN” LIPSTICK BY MAX FACTOR



continued

BE A PEN PAL
Find a new and exciting friend

JUST FOR YOU listed below.

SPORTS LOVERS!

Christina Loos—15 yrs.

402 South Street

McCook, Nebraska

Janet Bell—16 yrs.

Barnesville, Minnesota

Carol Deltier

—

16 yrs.

39 Scott Blvd.

Mt. Clemens, Michigan

Glenda Burns—14 yrs.

4509 Beverly Drive

Waco, Texas

Judy Sheets—11 yrs.

371 McKell Rd.

Chillicothe, Ohio

Denise Hale

—

14 yrs.

7405 Dunkirk Lane

Valley Station, Kentucky

Patricia Radzus—15 yrs.

4602 Fairfield

Chicago 32, Illinois

Venice Chong

—

13 yrs.

17 Wickham Avenue

Kingston 8, Jamaica, W.I.

Shirley Anne Nelson— 16 yrs.

Elbow Lake, R #2
Minnesota

Lucila Velarde—15 yrs.

\\e. San Felipe 787

Lima, Peru, S. A.

DIGS MUSIC

Carolyn DuRall

—

16 yrs.

810 So. Poplar

Centralia, Illinois

Lynn Owen—14 yrs.

35 Bridge Street

Colebrook, New Hampshire

Rorert McGreevy

—

13 yrs.

995 Greenwood Avenue

Zanesville, Ohio

Kay Perry

—

11 yrs.

6433 Norway Road
Dallas 30, Texas

Abdul Rahman Mohammed

—

22 yrs.

Iraq Petroleum Co. Ltd.

Production Dept.

Kirkuk, Iraq

Safwat Alawa

—

17 yrs.

Saoudi Bank Bldg.

Sakiet El Janzir

Ras Beirut, Lebanon

Marianne Ortiz—13 yrs.

RFD #2, Box 115

Parson City 3, Michigan

MOVIE FANS

Deanna Sidney—15 yrs.

c/o Mrs. D. L. Sidney

Barnes High School

Devlali. (Nasik District)

Maharasthra, India

Valorie Watt—12 yrs.

19 Beaver Bend

St. James, Man., Canada

Herman Tan

662 Juan Luna Street

Manila, Philippines

Susann Ekxof

—

16 yrs.

Lundagatan 20A
Borga, Finland

Lourdes S. Barrios—14 yrs.

163-A G. Reyes St.

San Juan, Rizal, Philippines

Sharen Berisoff—14 yrs.

RR#1, Agassiz

British Columbia, Canada

Fahmi Abid—19 yrs.

Training Center

l.P.C.

Kirkuk, Iraq

Akiko Muto

—

16 yrs.

249,6 Chome, Asagaya

Suginami-ku, Tokyo, Japan

Jennifer Naser—15 yrs.

30/1 Alimuddin Street

Calcutta 16, West Bengal, India

STAMP COLLECTORS

Virginia Ann Lee—15 yrs.

601 North Jackson

El Dorado, Arkansas

Ayad Baban

—

17 yrs.

Brummana High School

Brummana, Lebanon

Gloria C. Woodford—14 yrs.

822 Padiham Road
Burnley, Lancashire, England

Harvey Chusid

—

15 yrs.

392 Magnus Avenue

Winnipeg 4, Man., Canada

Louise Galins

—

18 yrs.

11520 S.W. 40th St.

Miami 55, Florida

Thomas Fernandez

—

14 yrs.

908 Pepin, Sampaloc

Manila, Philippines

JUST FRIENDS

Jimmy Phillips

—

14 yrs.

Box 314

Mars Hill, North Carolina

Maurice Gonsalves

92 East Ruimveldt

Housing Scheme

Georgetown,

British Guiana, South America

Dorretta Donovan

—

16 yrs.

RFD #2
Ashland, Maine

Kathryn Wasilewski—14 yrs.

36 Geneva Avenue

Wallingford, Connecticut

Anita Nilsson—19 yrs.

Stockeldsvagen 3

Stockholm, Sweden

Lucille Ranger

—

14 yrs.

44 Taylor

Kirkland Lake, Ontario, Canada

Johnny Oh
P.O. Box 17

Jesselton, British, North Borneo

Connie Stevens’ bulky-knit sweater you saw
on the cover, by Select. Hat, by Glentex.

Write to Readers, Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd p

St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret that ice

cannot answer or return unpublished letters.
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So natural ...

even

HE can’t tell

!

COLOR-BRIGHTENS YOUR HAIR

SO EASILY • IN ONLY 5 MINUTES

Nestle Colorinse enhances your
natural hair shade with color-

highlights and sheen. Quickly rinses

in... stays color-true till your next

shampoo! Lifts drab blonde hair to

sunny splendor. Gives mousey brown
hair dramatic beauty. Glorifies

faded red with fiery sparkle. Trans-

forms dull black hair to beautiful

brilliance. 12 glorious shades. 35(t

NESTLE COLORINSE
Nestle Colortint gives rich, lustrous,
all-over color that lasts through 3
shampoos. Stronger than a rinse
but not a permanent dye! Lanolin
enriched. Nestle Colortint intensi-

fies your own hair shade OR adds
exciting NEW color. It’s world-famous
for blending-in gray, streaked and
faded hair. 10 lovely shades. 35<f

NESTLE COLORTINT

YOUR

.sist- J /
example A

i^c/yuL^ cxJJL

example B

Your handwriting is an excellent portrait of your emotional balance. This is revealed by

the evenness of the base-line (see example A) and the regularity of the script. Of course,

we do not expect perfect regularity, since human
beings are not machines. Your writing is regular

the letters are about the same size, slant consist-

ently in one direction and if you keep an even

writing line, called the base-line (see example B).

This means that your emotions are stable and under control. When the letters, especially

the small ones, are uneven and change slant constantly, and the base-line is uneven and

wavy, your writing is irregular (see example C).

People who are changeable and inconsistent, who

yield easily to moods and impulses write in this

manner. They lack control. Their work habits are

poor and even though they may be clever, they are

often unreliable because they do not discipline

themselves enough to follow through to the finish.

On the other hand, certain famous diplomats and statesmen who so cleverly baffle and

outwit their opponents are known to write with letters that zig-zag unevenly, just as they,

themselves, zig-zag in their po-

litical maneuvers. This illus-

trates why we never judge a

handwriting by one feature

alone. We should make our example C

deductions only after a careful study and comparison of a large sample of the writing.

Good spacing, even spaces between words and lines, means you have a sense of order,

you think clearly and to the point, you have sound judgment, can plan and organize and

have a natural sense of time and rhythm. Good

musicians, well-coordinated athletes and speed

acers who perform smoothly, rhythmically and

with exact timing, are among those whose writing

is well spaced.

If your writing is like this, you don’t blow hot and cold or explode emotionally when

faced with problems. You stay on an even keel, are reliable and can keep your head.

However, anything can be carried to extremes. And
when the script is stiff, angular and monotonous, see ex-

ample D) it can reveal a writer who is “stuffy,” rigid, and

unimaginative. Such a person is narrow and one-sided and

does not enjoy life. He needs to relax and to learn to

appreciate gaiety and light-heartedness and a good time.

But don't be upset if your handwriting is irregular, be-

cause talented people often have an irregular script that

is graceful and original. Which means they do not adapt easily to general routine and

should cultivate their talents for creative work. This style is often found among stage

and screen personalities, people in the entertainment world, artists, composers—in short,

those whose professions require dramatic feeling, imagination and originality, like Bobby

Darrin (see example E). The writing of Ross Hunter (see example F), the brilliant

young director and producer, on the other hand, is quite

regular but shows great talent. His spacing shows the

remarkable judgment which he uses in casting and coordi-

nating his productions. The harmonious, round, flexible

forms indicate his ability to work deftly with people of

example I many temperaments. His simple, graceful capitals express

his culture, taste and sense of beauty. His upward and forward slant indicates his initiative,

enterprising nature and zestful approach to his work. He puts a sensitive finger on the

pulse of the public, and responds to the feelings and needs of a vast audience. Study his

sample and you will begin to understand more clearly what 1 am talking to you about. In

my next column, I’ll tell you what it means when you write small and when you write

large. Till then, watch your handwriting. It tells much more than you think.—Rosa Rosella

u.

d/bi<A/ /TMA14S l£

V example D
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NEEDLEWORK

7172—Wrap-und-tie halters arc easy to

sew anil spark with gay embroidery.

Pattern, directions for misses' sizes

10-20 and embroidery transfer. 25c

7211—A garden ol spring flowers to

beautify your linens. Pretty either on

white or on pastel. Transfei ol six

motifs 4"xl3" each, directions. 25c

7035—Pinafore and matching panties

to trim with ruffles and embroidered

bunny. Child’s sizes 2-6. Embroidery

transfer, charts and directions. 250

Send order (with coins) to Photoplay Needle-
work Service, P.O. Box 123, Old C.helsea Sla.,

New York 11, N. Y. Add 50 for Ist-class mail-
ing. For more gift ideas, send 250 for Needle-
craft Book. For full-color Spring and Summer
Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send 350.

50,000 AIR PORES

LINED WITH SOFT HELANCA

Magicool, by Permadift, is the coolest, solte.st, most controlling rubber girdle

ever! Made of Elastomer D rubber, a new miracle molding material, Magicool

is air-cooled with 50,000 tmy pores and lined with soft Helanca that’s wonder-

fully comfortable next to your skin.

Easy to slip on and off, Magicool will never split or

puncture— and wonder of wonders— you can machine-

wash and dry Magicool as often as you wish (you

wouldn’t dare try that with other rubber girdles)

!

Magic Oval Pantie can’t ride up— ever! $9.95.

Feather-light Magicool Bra, $5. Try Magicool today. p

Perma • lift and Magicool are Registered Trade Marks of A. Stein & Company. Another fine C^* Kayscr Roth product.
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IH THE TEEIS

A girl of 12 received a Christmas
present of $25 from a relative. Her
mother refused to let her spend it,

however, saying she would merely
waste it on trivialities. “When can
I spend it?” the girl asked. “When
you are 16,” the mother replied.

Mollified, the girl sat down to

make a list of what she would buy
when she had her money. Sud-
denly she burst into tears. “The
whole list’s wasted,” she sobbed.

“I won't want at 16 what I want
now. Now I’ll have to find a 16-

vear-old and ask her what she’d

buy with $25.”

It is true that the teens create their

own gulfs every single year. Sixteen

is nothing like fifteen. Seventeen

changes again. And eighteen looks

back with amazement on seventeen’s

carefree outlook.

Some time during these formative

years, many girls make up their minds

to try a most popular product:

Tampax. What motivates them? Gen-

erally speaking
, a newly acquired ma-

turity of viewpoint.

When you consider how many of

your own friends use Tampax®, it is

obvious that there is nothing strange

or unnatural about internal sanitary

protection. In fact, by absorbing in-

ternally, Tampax prevents odor, chaf-

ing, irritation, embarrassment. Far

smaller than an external pad, Tampax
is easy to dispose of, convenient to

carry. And it gives complete freedom

of action.

Some day you, too, will almost

surely gi'aduate to Tampax . .
.
just

as you graduated to lipstick and high

heels. For every Tampax user main-

tains firmly that Tampax is a better

way; not just different

—

better!

TAMPAX pXTm±

What’s on tonight?

You’ve got to go out

to see the best! Look for

these new pictures

at your favorite theater

THE MISFITS
U.A. (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Marilyn Monroe, Clark
Gable, Montgomery Clift, Eli Wallach,
Thelma Ritter

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Divorcees and
drifters try to “communicate” in the desert

and the neon oases of Nevada.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The radiance of true

star personalities—cast so close to type it’s

almost embarrassing . . . the steady excite-

ment of John Huston’s direction.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Seeing this is

like reading somebody else’s mail—it’s

scenarist Arthur Miller’s love letter—his

last—to Marilyn and a fan letter to Gable.

CRY FOR HAPPY
Columbia; CinemaScope, Eastman Color (Adult)

WHO'S IN IT? Glenn Ford, Donald
O’Connor. Miiko Taka, Miyoshi Umeki

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The war’s on in

Korea, but some bright U.S. Navy boys are

goofing off in Japan.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Glenn finding that

his Nisei “interpreter” (handsome James
Shigeta ) can’t talk Japanese! . . . Don
finding that geishas aren’t what he thinks.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Pretty funny,

pretty saucy—but pretty familiar by now.
If life in the armed forces were as much
fun as Hollywood claims, we’d never have
needed the draft—or won a war. either.

CIMARRON
M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Glenn Ford, Maria Schell,

Anne Baxter, Arthur O’Connell, Russ Tam-
blyn, Mercedes McCambridge

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The settling of

Oklahoma; the rocky marriage of a foot-

loose idealist and a sensible woman.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The famous Okla-

homa Land Rush on the wide, wide screen

. . . Glenn’s engaging heroics in a more
sympathetic part than “Cry for Happy.”

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Some touch-

ing moments—if only it didn’t try to cover

so much ground that it keeps dropping
subjects and losing characters.
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BREATHLESS
Films Around the World; dialogue in French, titles

in English (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Jean Seberg, Jean-Paul
Belmondo, Liliane David

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The Paris love af-

fair of a young French hoodlum and a

beat-type American girl.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Jean selling news-
papers on the boulevard—finally at ease

on film—a sweet-sad-wacky heroine . . .

sexy-tough Jean-Paul respectfully studying
theater posters of a Bogart movie.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? A “New Wave”
film hits a fast pace with cops-and-robbers
suspense. But what’s new about that?

HOME IS THE HERO
Showcorporation (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Arthur Kennedy, Walter
Macken, Eileen Crowe, Joan O’Hara

WHAJ’S IT ABOUT? While a braggart
Irishman does a jail term, his wife and
grown children build a life of their own.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The neat way our
talented Kennedy fits in with a famous
acting troupe—Dublin’s Abbey Players
. . . touching family scenes, funny barroom
scenes that would ring true anywhere.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? It’s more like
a play than a movie, but good, solid theater
all the way—a home-grown product of
modern Ireland.

(Please turn the page

)

The Opposite Sex

andlfbur Perspiration

Q. Do you know there are two

kinds of perspiration?

Q. Which perspiration is the

worst offender?

A. It’s true ! One is ' physical,”

caused by work or exertion; the

other is "nervous,” stimulated by

emotional excitement. It’s the

kind that comes in tender mo-
ments with the "opposite sex.”

A. The ''emotional'’ kind. Doc-

tors say it’s the big offender in

underarm stains and odor. This

perspiration comes from bigger,

more powerful glands — and it

causes the most offensive odor.

Q. How can you overcome this

"emotional" perspiration?
Q. Why is arrid cream America's

most effective deodorant?

A. Science says a deodorant needs

a special ingredient specifically

formulated to overcome this

emotional perspiration without

irritation. And now it’s here . .

.

exclusive Perstop*. So effective,

yet so gentle.

A. Because of Perstop*, the most

remarkable anti-perspirant ever

developed, ARRID CREAM Deo-

dorant safely stops perspiration

stains and odor without irrita-

tion to normal skin. Saves your

pretty dresses from "Dress Rot.”

Why be only Half Safe ?
use Arrid to be sure !

It's more effective than any cream, twice as

effective as any roll-on or spray tested! Used
daily, new antiseptic arrid with Perstop* actually

stops underarm dress stains, stops "Dress Rot” stops

perspiration odor completely for 24 hours. Get

arrid cream Deodorant today.

^Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants

P
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Olga's French Tease girdles andpantys

8.95 to 16.50 bra $5. For store write Olga,

PH41,79l5Haskell, VanNuys, Cal.pat.pen.

DON QUIXOTE
M-G-M; Wide Screen, Color (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? N. Cherkasov, Y. Tolu-

beyev, 0. Vikland

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? The adventures of

Cervantes’ classic heroes, a crazy knight

and his comic squire—too good-hearted
for cynical 17th Century Spain.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Scenes (the Crimea
doubling for Spain) as gracefully com-
posed and subtly colored as fine paintings

. . . Cherkasov’s noble appearance and
sympathetic performance as the knight.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? A pleasure to

look at and reasonably good to listen to,

with dubbed-in English voices.

THE YOUNG ONE
Valiant (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Key Meersman, Zachary
Scott, Bernie Hamilton

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A man-hunt and an
emotional struggle on a nearly deserted

island off our Southern coast.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Nice work by Key,
who’s convincing as a backwoods girl in

her early teens ... a haunting sense of

loneliness in landscapes and figures.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Director Luis

Bunuel has done better than this (“Adven-

tures of Robinson Crusoe,” for instance).

It’s strong in some places, a little stiff and
a hit preachy in others.

TWO WAY STRETCH
Lion International (Adult)

A FEVER IN THE BLOOD
Warners (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Efrem Zimbalist, Jr., Angie
Dickinson. Jack Kelly, Ray Danton, Don
Ameche, Herbert Marshall

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Cross-currents of

political ambition and honesty, love and
sex make a murder trial extra-complicated.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Efrem’s thoughtful

good looks . . . “Maverick” Kelly’s gleeful

enjoyment of a bad-guy role.

WHO’S IN IT? Peter Sellers, Wilfrid
Hyde-White, Maurice Denham, Irene
Handl

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? To do an outside

job. British convicts plot a break from the

coziest prison you ever saw.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Peter and Wilfrid,

a priceless pair of partners in satire . . .

visiting day, with Mom urging Sonny to be
a proper crook, like Daddy and Grand-
daddy. WHAT’S THE VERDICT? If it’s plot you

want, here’s lots: so many tricks and twists

and hints at weighty ideas that there’s no
time to get critical—you’ll be too busy
thinking! It’s generally entertaining.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Another field-

day for Sellers fans and a lively rib on
jailbreak yarns. But it seems half today’s

movies are about well-planned robberies.
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UNDERWORLD, U.S.A.
Columbia (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Cliff Robertson, Dolores
Dorn, Beatrice Kay

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A young crook’s

crusade to rub out the bosses of “the syn-

dicate”—for purely personal reasons.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Hardly anything, un-

less it’s Cliff’s quiet attempt to make us

believe in bis not-too-bright “hero.”

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Okay for fans

who are perfectly happy as long as there’s

plenty of shooting and bashing going on.

Wish we had a nickel for every time we’ve

seen “the syndicate” smashed on the

screen. Those guys just won’t stay dead!

GONE WITH THE WIND
3VI-G-M, Technicolor (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Vivien Leigh, Clark Gable,
Olivia de Havilland. Leslie Howard

WHAT S 1 1 ABOUT? Doesn’t everybody
know? Well—Rhett and Scarlett, the War
Between the States and all that.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The whole picture!
Made in 1938. it’s been revived regularly,
this time for the Centennial Year of the
Civil War. It’s also well-timed because it

shows why Gable was “The King.”

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? One-sided as
history, perhaps, but as rich, luscious
story-telling this all-time champ just can’t
be matched. I’ve seen it five times!

For that

memorable
moment..

remember beauty begins with TEY-O-SIY
Beauty begins with a clean, clear, protected complexion.

Ten-O-Six Lotion cleanses immaculately, deeply . . . helps clear skin

blemishes with healing medication, soothes with emollients. The Ten-OSix

formula, originally a doctor’s prescription, duplicates nature’s normal skin

balance—to reduce oiliness or relieve dryness. Protects

for hours against blemish-causing bacteria.

Ten-OSix Lotion is the one cleansing and corrective

cosmetic that helps your skin to complete natural beauty.

Remember Ten-OSix twice daily.

CLEVELAND 7, OHIO

$1.75, $3.00, $5.00 plus tax

at better cosmetic counters.
P
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fa Inauguration—behind the scenes

fa Dean Martin and Jeanne—splitting?

fa Marilyn Monroe's new love



Please turn the page . . .

Hollywood Takes
Washington By Storm!

For the first time in the history of Our country,

Hollywood went to the Inauguration and stole

fhe show! And that was quite a feat, I might add,

considering that we have such a handsome young

President and such a stunning First Lady.

A terrible snow storm nearly paralyzed the

sntire city of Washington. Herbert Hoover and

Perle Mesta never did make it to the festivities,

but nothing could stop Frank Sinatra from mak-

•ng Inauguration Eve, 1961, a night to remember.
After the concert in Constitution Hall, the

tun began at the National Armory where Frank's

Gala got the Democratic Party out of debt by

raising nearly one-and-a-half million dollars.

Seats for the show were going at one hundred

dollars, but it's no wonder—the list of performers

was one of the most impressive ever.

Final rehearsals for the spectacular went on

practically up until show time, with the cast and
crew working at a feverish pitch to make sure

every routine in the show would be perfect. Frank,

with the help of Jack Kennedy's brother-in-law,

Peter Lawford, worked long, hard hours and
was near exhaustion by show time. Yet he did his

usual fine job—both as performer and master of

ceremonies. Some say that he and Juliet Prowse
are back together again after working on the

show together, but we'll see what happens.

There was one mishap—Peter Lawford's hotel

t

L
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inside

stuff continued

suite was burglarized, and his wife Pat Kennedy

had some jewels stolen. And then there was a

near-mishap, too

—

Ethel Merman almost didn't

make it to the Armory in time for the show, and

at the last minute, dashed onto the stage still

wearing her street clothes!

Frank had taken the entire tenth floor of the

Statler Hilton, and I'm told that he resembled

a housemother more than a producer the way he

kept hovering around to make sure everything was

all right! And I must say, things were terrific!

Congratulations, Hollywood, I’m proud of you!

The First Lady is escorted to her seat

at the Armory by the undisputed

First Man of Hollywood. Jackie

wasn't going to wear the beads you

see here, but just before they left the

house, Jack decided he wanted her

to wear them. So she did. After all,

who can argue with a president?

Who else but Frankie could persuade a million-dollar

cast to cancel all plans and perform without pay?

22



A Queen Walks Out
The silliest of all divorces, say their friends, is

that of Sheila and Guy Madison who have had

no serious differences. Sheila, who was married

so young and had three babies in a row, looks

back to the fun of a lost girlhood with a grass-

is-greener yearning, I'm told. She'd better stick

to Guy. There's no nicer Guy anywhere. . . .

Glenn Ford's dates with Yvette Mimieux don't

mean a thing. Hope Lange's his best girl—in

fact, he says he'll marry her. Although, Hope
and Don don't seem to be in any great hurry to

get their divorce. Quite a triangle, humm? . . .

Hugh O'Brian's newest flame is Nancy Kwan,
since Ex-Queen Soraya walked out on him.

Her former husband, the Shah of Iran, disap-

proved, if you please, and her father, an Iranian

Ambassador, ordered her home. And speaking of

royalty, Princess Grace and Prince Rainier

recently attended the opening of a new school

named after their son, Prince Albert.

Dean and Jeanne
Having Trouble?

Discredit those rumors of friction in the Dean
Martin household. I am. I remember too well

how deeply both Jeanne and Dean felt several

years ago when the two reached an impasse in

their marriage and Jeanne went to Palm Springs

"to think things over." Dean himself drove her

to the Springs, silent all the way. He watched

her leave the car with hurt and confusion in

his heart and, without a word of protest, drove

home alone. She came back, of course, because

these two really love each other. But with Dean

living three lives in one, things must get a bit

thick at times. Jeanne's been wonderful with his

four children by a former marriage and a mar-

velous mother to the three that were born to her

and Dean. So I feel sure the gossip will come to

nothing. I hope so, for Jeanne is one of the best

liked people in town and Dean—he's one of my
favorites.

(
Please turn the page )

Something must have been

pretty funny at Paul Anka’s

opening at the Grove. Terry

Moore cant stop laughing!

Recognize the old Grace Kel-

ly? As Princess Grace she’s

still as beautiful, no doubt, but

why is she so sad looking?

Hope and Andy say it’s no romance. Were waiting to see what’ll happen. Liz and Liza—two peas in a pod!
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continued

Cheryl Goes Home
At last Lana Turner has her daughter back.

She hoped that when she married Fred May,
the court would release Cheryl from the county

school for delinquent girls. It looks as though

she got her wish, and she looked so happy when

she, Steve Crane and Fred brought Cheryl home.

I'm sure that Cheryl's record at the school had

a lot to do with it, too. And now that everyone

is happy let's hope it stays that way. . . . There

may be another happy ending in Hollywood if

Lucy and Desi reconcile. Everything certainly

points to the fact that they will, but I'm not

taking any bets this time. I'll just keep my fingers

crossed! . . . Elvis has turned charity-minded.

He plans to give benefit performances to raise

money for a memorial to go on the battleship

Arizona, which was bombed at Pearl Harbor.

Good for you, Elvis. . . . And have you heard

that Peter Lawford is going to be a senator?

In the movie "Advise and Consent," that is! . . .

A rather sad note—Kay Gable says she doesn't

ever want to see "The Misfits," Clark's last pic-

ture. What can I say—except to repeat how

sorry I am for her. She broke down at one of her

baby showers, I'm told. And the reason is that

Clark had made her promise that if anyone gave

her a shower, she'd wait to open the presents at

home with him.

Peter Brown s been looking

at Terri Janssen with a seri-

ous light these days. And
what about Edd and Asa?

Cheryl looks like a new person—so chic

and all smiles as she goes home to Lana.

Who’s the senator Janet Leigh and Pat Kennedy are having such fun with?

Looks like Dodie’s alivays where Paul is

lately, and he sure doesn’t seem to mind!

Edd and Asa-
On or Off?

Friends are sorry the Van Williams lost their

expected baby. Van is one of the most popular

lads on the Warner lot. Diane McBain, his co-

star in 'SurfSide 6" would like more to do in the

series than just look pretty. That she can do
without trying. Incidentally, some of the kids

on the lot refer to the series as "SurfSide Sick."

. . . Caught a glimpse of Edd Byrnes at I.

Magnin's perfume counter with his old flame

Asa Maynor, and just the way Edd held Asa's

arm made me wonder and wonder and wonder.

Looks like they're back together again. ... It

could have been that beatnik beard of Bob Den-

ver's that caused him to lose his bride of less

than a year. It's kinda sad to see this "Dobie

Gil I is" refugee shopping for groceries all by

himself. . . . The cutest angel to hit town is

Frenchie Annie Farge whose French accent off

screen is as funny as her TV Angel lingo. Annie

brought along her husband to Hollywood, much

to the disappointment of the local wolves. . . .

Judi Meredith, who secretly wed Bob West-
brook last December, is a mighty happy bride

with a mighty rich bridegroom. Judi need never

again face a camera if she doesn't want to

Jean Simmons and Richard Brooks are the

happiest expectant parents in the world. It

wouldn't surprise me if Jean gave up being a

movie star altogether. She's just that happy

being Mrs. Brooks. It’s wonderful to see.

Mailbox Corner:
A card from David Niven "with love" ell the

way from Switzerland. It's good to know that

David, who was ill for several weeks, is well

again. ... A letter from the wife of a prominent

architect reads, "Please tell me why Dinah

Shore will not let her guests sing or dance

alone? My husband and I never watch her any-

more." And this isn’t the first such complaint I've

received about Dinah. . . . Letters, letters, letters

asking about cute Leticia Roman. Even Polly

Businger of the Dorothy Provine Fan Club

feels Leticia, Vicki Trickett and Sonya Wilde

will become stars, right along with Miss Pro-

vine, of course. . . . Keep writing, everyone!
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The Young Brides

These modern young brides! How amazingly

Ingenious they are in the cooking department.

For instance, Carol Lynley tells me she's a

frozen Chinese food fan, and after a long day at

the studio she'll thaw out a frozen dinner of

chow mein or whatever, adding her own bits of

creative art—bean shoots or blanched al-

monds—and husband Mike Selsman is delighted.

Bobby Darin solved a lot of Sandra Dee's im-

promptu, informal dinner problems by presenting

his bride with an electric gadget that dips frank-

furters into a batter and toasts them a golden

brown. Bobby could live off them. . . . Doug
McClure, the blond member of the "Check-

mate" trio, has a problem. His plans to wed
Barbara Luna, when his divorce is final in May,

may have to be postponed if those feature movie

plans go through. Several of his friends are urg-

ing Doug to stay single for a while, but he's old

enough to make up his own mind.

Marilyn and Joe
It was inevitable that Marilyn Monroe would

date ex-husband Joe DiMaggio after her sepa-

ration from Arthur Miller. Joe is the only man
Marilyn couldn't involve in her world of self

and her movie problems, and she respects him

for it. During their marriage, Joe, a national

hero on his own, kept free from Marilyn's movie

entanglements and as a result, she divorced him.

Not so the very talented Arthur Miller who be-

came hopelessly entangled in Marilyn's affairs

even to the point of writing her recent film "The

Misfits," which brought him only grief and dis-

illusionment. When Marilyn entered a New York

psychiatric clinic, Joe stood by her. And when

she got a pass, she went out with Joe.

( Please turn the page )

Doris Day, looking as cute as

ever, adds her footprints and

handprints to the famous walk

in frontofGrauman’sTheater

.

Our Sara spent a very pleasant

evening with Sylvia Sydney,

Don Loper, Col. Northrop,

and was the star of the table!

Bobby and Sandra are so in love and so close that Bobby broke out in a rash one day when Sandra didn't feel too well!
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Paulas a Hit

Laurence Harvey is always with Joan,

takes her everywhere but the altar.

What do you do in a case like this, Paul?

Glenn s telling everyone he’ll marry

Hope Lange, but Hope isn’t saying much.

The marriage of Ernie Borgnine and Katy
Jurado may be saved after all. They haven't

announced a definite reconciliation, but when

Katy flew to Rome, Ernie was at the airport to

greet her with a bouquet of roses and a big

kiss. ... A near-tragedy occurred at the Roger
Smith h ousehold. Roger was watching his own

TV show, "77 Sunset Strip," when a fire broke

out in his home. Luckily, no one was hurt, but

the fire caused several thousand dollars' dam-
age. The origin was unknown. . . . "Gidget"

girl, Deborah Walley, seems very shy. Says an

actress on the picture, "I feel Deborah thinks

there's bound to be a comparison between her

and Sandra Dee who was the original Gidget

and it makes her rather self-conscious." We'll see

what the fans think when the film comes out. . . .

Millie Perkins is an unsung heroine as far as

I'm concerned. Allowed to remain idle for two

years after the release of "Diary of Anne Frank,"

Millie went into the Elvis Presley picture "Wild

in the Country" without a quibble about Tues-

day Weld's role being the stronger. "What

marriage to Millie has done for Dean Stockwell

is a miracle," a publicist told me. "Dean, who

was moody and hard to understand, is a changed

lad. It's as though Millie had opened the win-

dows and let in the sunshine." All of which

makes Millie a marvel in my book.

It looks as though handsome Efrem Zimbalist

Jr. and his wife Stephanie will reconcile after

all. Those two certainly have had their troubles

this year. It's too bad their differences got such

a public airing. . . . And while I'm sounding off,

it seems Troy Donahue has added another name

to the list of heartbroken ex-girlfriends. This

time it 's Sally Todd who lost out to Lili Kar-

dell—a chum of hers, to make matters worse.

Troy has a reputation of being extra nice to his

fans, but his girlfriends haven't been getting too

much consideration A happy note to the

Luciana Paluzzi-Brett Halsey marriage dif-

ficulties—they've decided to reconcile. . . .

But Molly Bee has called off her marriage to

Sandy Kevin. . . . Hard-working Debbie Reyn-

olds was elected President of the Thalians for

the fourth year. . . . The Rory Calhouns and the

Mickey Rooneys both welcomed baby girls.

Well, that's all for this month—Sara.

Every eye in the Cocoanut Grove turned to-

ward the grand stairway when Hope Lange
made an entrance with Andy Williams. The

occasion was Paul Anka’s opening night at the

Grove and both Hope and Andy—no romance

they say—enjoyed the teenager's debut at this

most elegant of clubs. Dodie Stevens, accom-

panied by her father, drank so many soda pops

she was ready to pop herself. Mrs. Van John-

son escorted her thirteen-year-old daughter

Schuyler and Zsa Zsa Gabor's young daughter,

Francie. Mama Gabor sat with the Milton

Berles and waved to Francie across the room. I

loved Milton's witty introduction, especially that

made-up wire to Paul from Prank Sinatra.

"Congratulate you on your opening night, but

who are you?" An hour later everyone in the

place knew who Paul Anka was. What a wonder-

ful talent. . . . Don't be discouraged, kids, if a

few credits stand between you and graduation.

Fabian wasn't. "I lacked three credits to gradu-

ate in February," Fabe told me. "So I'll make

them up and go back to South Philadelphia, to

graduate with my regular class in June as I was

supposed to in the first place." . . . And if

you're wondering about Ethel Mertz of the "I

Love Lucy" series, wonder no more. Vivian

Vance, who played Ethel, is now the wife of

publisher John Dodds and couldn't be happier.

. . . I felt right at home the other day when I

had lunch at Twentieth Century-Fox. Handsome
Bob Goldstein, head of the studio, marched

over for a firm handclasp. "It's wonderful to have

you here," he said. Then my friend Walter Lang
came over. "I'm on stage 15, Sara, so do come
to see me," he said with an affectionate hug.

p Troy’s a charmer to his adoring fans,

but his girlfriends aren’t as lucky.

What’s New
Around Town?

Debbie and Harry cant slop grinning,

and are already talking about a baby.

inside

stuff
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LAST
by CAL YORK

JERRY LEWIS

Wasn't that a mild heart attack that Jerry

Lewis suffered while producing, directing, writ-

ing and starring in "Ladies' Man"? It must have

been, because nothing short of a heart attack

could scare him into taking his doctor's advice

and finding time for a short nap every day. Too

bad Jerry thinks he's the best man for every job.

I wonder why Judi Meredith kept her mar-

riage to millionaire Bob Westbrook a secret

even from her mother. What was she afraid of?

PAT BOONE

Shirley Jones got rid of her press agent fast

when she saw the sexy advertisements showing

her in a negligee, planned as part of her Oscar

campaign for her performance in "Elmer

Gantry." My question is: If she felt the ads were

in bad taste, why in the world did she consent to

do those scenes in the movie that were even

more suggestive? You can forget about those

rumors of her marriage breaking up. T'ain't so.

If Annette really has her heart set on Paul

Anka, she'd better get busy. Paul has recently

rediscovered his old flame, English bombshell

June Wilkinson. Paul and June went on a mad
whirl of the London nightspots three years ago,

and Paul hasn't been the same since!

I may be wrong, but isn't Cheryl Crane still in

love with the gas station attendant she came
close to running away with a year ago? But in

any case, it's lucky that Lana has a husband now
to help her take care of Cheryl.

Tuesday Weld is still wearing that wedding

band on her ring finger under a pearl ring. She

says it's just something from a friend. I wonder.

Hope Holiday and Roger Perry are discussing

altar business . . . And haven't Lola Albright

and pianist Bill Chadney been married for some

time?

It wasn't just exhaustion that landed Betty Hut-

ton in the hospital. They say she had a com-

plete physical and mental breakdown that had

her family really worried.

Sandra Dee and Bobby Darin had been mar-

ried only two months when the stork rumors

began to fly. They may not have been true then,

but who knows now? One explanation of the

rumors they gave then was that Sandy was no

longer on that strict diet she followed before

her marriage. Sandy has a tendency to gain

weight very easily.

Dinah Shore's daughter, Sissy, has

schoolgirl crush on Frankie Avalon.

a real

Looks like Rock Hudson and Marilyn Maxwell
have turned their long-time friendship into

something else. Could it be that Rock is willing

to try the marriage bit again? Those quiet din-

ners they've been sharing around town look more

than cozy to me.

SHIRLEY JONES

BETTY HUTTON

PAUL ANKA

New star Maggie Pierce pulled a fast one on

her studio. She was in New York plugging

"Where the Boys Are," and decided to take a

few days off. The only trouble was, she didn't

bother telling M-G-M about it, and they

couldn't find her for two weeks. So they put

her on suspension.

After spending so much time romancing Hope
Lange, Glenn Ford turned around and started

building a new home—a stone's throw from

Debbie and Harry's new mansion. But Glenn in-

sists to his friends that Hope's the one.

How's this for cooperation—when Marlon
Brando called Anna Kashfi from Tahiti to

bring over their son, Anna left with the boy for

an extended vacation in South America.

Susan Hayward's sister, who claims to be desti-

tute, is fighting a court battle to keep her two

children. What I want to know is: where's Susan?

Nancy Sharpe's parents had some apprehen-

sions about their daughter and Elvis Presley.

But then Elvis met them and must have charmed

them into forgetting all those stories about him,

because they seem to be convinced that his

intentions are strictly honorable.

Would you say Pat Boone is hen-pecked?

Shirley caught him playing a rough game of

touch football with Elvis Presley and gang,

and she made him stop for fear he would get

hurt.

Congratulations to Cary Grant. He's fifty-seven

now, and he still doesn't look a day over thirty.

His secret? No drinking or smoking and exer-

cises twice a day.

Here's a puzzler for you: Who's the actress who

came from Europe to visit her mother, then

fought so much she left and moved in with her

ex-husband?

GLENN FORD

MARLON BRANDO
P
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I Want to look sleek in slacks—terrific
in toreadors? Slip into Prom-deb!
19" long, Prom-deb’s Narroline side

(panels give one smooth line from
(waist to lower thigh! Firming back

|

panel and radiating inner front

i

bands put you and keep you in won-
derful shape for Spring!

Prom-deb 19"

Narroline Pantie

#5804 . . . $11.95.

Prom-deb 15"

Pantie #5800

. . . $10 .00 .

Prom-deb
15" Girdle

#3800 . . .

$8.50

For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the

months indicated. For full reviews this month,
see jjage 16. (A—adult F—family)

ALAMO, THE—LT.A.; Technicolor, Todd-AO:
Producer-director-star John Wayne turns a

frontier legend into an epic as hulking and
likable as his screen self. He’s Crockett; Wid-
mark is Bowie; Frankie Avalon sturdily tries

to hold the fort. too. (F) January

BALLAD OF A SOLDIER—Kingsley Inter-

national: Fine, non-political Russian movie
sees the country during World War II, as a

teenaged soldier hurries home on leave and
meets a girl in a freight car. A tender and
moving tale of a youth in love. (F) March

BREATH OF SCANDAL. A—Paramount;
Technicolor, VistaVision: Old-style Vienna ro-

mance between princess Sophia Loren and
Yankee businessman John Gavin. Chevalier

has the charm the film needs. (A) January

CAN-CAN—20th; Todd-AO, Technicolor: Feast

of star talent, Cole Porter songs. Gay Nineties

costumes. Frank Sinatra. Shirley MacLaine and
Louis Jourdan make up a saucy Paris triangle,

while Maurice Chevalier makes with the sly

comments. (A) June

CINDERFELL A—Paramount, Technicolor:

Jerry Lewis begs you to cry as well as laugh

over a screwball musical updating the fairytale.

He's the poor stepchild! Anna Maria Alber-

ghetli’s his princess. (F) February

EXODUS—U.A.; Super-Panavision 70. Techni-

color; Stirring saga of patriotism, with Paul

Newman as the Israeli hero, Eva Marie Saint as

the American heroine, Sal Mineo and Jill Ha-
worth as unforgettable teenagers who escaped

the Nazis. (A) February

FACTS OF LIFE. THE—U.A.: Chuckles mix
with gentle realism as suburbanites Bob Hope
and Lucille Ball try an illicit romance that

just isn't their style. (A) February

FLAMING STAR—20th; CinemaScope, De
Luxe Color: Elvis Presley’s the big attraction

in a reasonably good western. Frontier warfare

puts his half-Indian family in the middle—not

much to sing about. (F) March

GENERAL DELLA ROVERE—Continental

:

The Italian movie at its best, with director

Roberto Rossellini, actor Vittorio de Sica in

top form. As a debonair con artist in wartime
Italy, de Sica is forced by Nazis to impersonate

a bero. (A) January

GRASS IS GREENER. THE—U-I; Techni-

rama, Technicolor: Aren’t we elegant! Jean

Simmons goes kookie to steal a talky drawing-

room comedy about an uppercrust triangle,

with Cary Grant, Deborah Kerr, Bob Mitchum
as lord, lady and lover. (A) February

GREAT IMPOSTOR, THE—U-I: Deliciously

different comedy gives Tony Curtis plenty of

room to swing as he relives the impossible (but

real) life of Ferdinand Demara, man of many
identities. (F) March

INHERIT THE WIND—U.A.: Two great old

pros, Spencer Tracy and Fredric March, argue
over teacher Dick York’s fate in a robust fiction

version of Tennessee’s “monkey trial” of the

1920’s. Reporter Gene Kelly covers a hot story

—that still sizzles. (F) December

MARRIAGE-GO-ROUND, THE—20th; Cin-

emaScope, De Luxe Color: Light and amusing.

As a lovely big Swede with liberal ideas on sex,

Julie Newmar invades the happy home of James
Mason, Susan Hayward. (A) March

ONE HUNDRED AND ONE DALMATIANS—
Buena Vista, Technicolor: Charming Disney
cartoon dances through London and country-

side scenes while two Dalmatians save their

puppies from evil dog-nappers. (F) March

PEPE—Columbia; CinemaScope, Technicolor:

Wonderful Cantinflas offers fun in jumbo help-

ings, with Dan Dailey, Shirley Jones, loads of

“guest stars” sharing the wistful Mexican’s

Hollywood adventures. (F) March

SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech-

nirama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga

of ancient Rome Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis

join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion

against the corrupt empire symbolized by
Laurence Olivier. (A) January

SUNDOWNERS, THE—Warners. Technicolor:

Happy, satisfying jaunt across Australia ranch

country, with wandering sheepherder Bob
Mitchum, wife Deborah Kerr, son Michael

Anderson, Jr. (F) January

SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON—Buena Vista;

Technicolor, Panavision: Disney jazzes up the

juvenile classic, as castaways John Mills, Doro-

thy McGuire. Jim MacArthur meet pirates and
Janet Munro. (F) January

TUNES OF GLORY—U.A., Technicolor: Mag-
nificent acting highlights an olfbeat tale of

Army life in a Scottish barracks. Rough, old

pro Alec Guinness yields commands to martinet

John Mills. (F) February

VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED, THE—M-G-M,
MetroScope: Ingenious science-fiction finds sci-

entist George Sanders battling a strange outer-

space invasion of his English town. It’s good

and creepy! (A) February

VIRGIN SPRING, THE—Janus: Swedish di-

rector Ingmar Bergman’s new film is one of his

strongest, a medieval ballad of rape, murder,

revenge, mystic faith, miracles—seen from a

modern viewpoint. (A) February

WACKIEST SHIP IN THE ARMY. THE—Co-

lumbia; CinemaScope, Eastman Color: Jack

Lemmon and Rick Nelson sail off on a slap-

happy adventure of World War II. taking an

old sloop on a riskv mission. (F) February

WHERE THE BOYS ARE—M-G-M; Cinema-
Scope, Metrocolor: Young talent—Dolores

Hart. Connie Francis, George Hamilton and
others—gets a great show-case as girl-hunting

guys and husband-hunting girls hit Florida on

vacation from college. (A) February

WORLD OF SUZTE WONG, THE—Paramount,
Technicolor: Impressive Hong Kong scenes

loom over the wistful romance of Bill Holden
and Nancy Kwan, who are sympathetic though

not perfectly cast as an American artist and a

Chinese bar girl. (A) January



A surprise wedding, a runaway honeymoon -and

now Sandra’s sheltered young life is in Bobby’s

keeping. Their marriage -the climax of a love

story that began under gentle Italian skies... and*

flared into the year’s biggest heartache. Why?

go to the wedding?



Exclusive to Photoplay

the

other side

of the

story



To Evelyn Pain, editor, from Sara Hamilton:

I spent most of the day yesterday, Evelyn,

with Mary Douvan. If there is heartache left,

she is hiding it. And you know Mary well,

Evelyn. She’s too open to hold anything so

deep in. There is now only the wish and the

hope that Sandra and Bobby may be happy

and that she contribute to that happiness.

There was misunderstanding, but that’s over.

The day I was there Sandra called. But the

irony of the whole thing is that Mary was in-

strumental in making it all very possible. It

{Continued, on page 84 )





She didn’t smile, the

small, pert blond with

the bulky knit sweater,

as she stood tapping

her fingers on the deslEalmost with im-

patience. Once or twice sift looked up at the

man with her. Tall, darkAnd good-looking

WE THINK
YOU’LL AGREE
THIS IS

A SCOOP!

(Please turn page)



continued

Hollywood: an edgy couple in a quiet, masculine way,

he seemed in control of

the situation. If the man

behind the desk was aware the couple

was edgy, he didn’t show he noticed. He

was probably used to it. Most young

couples acted that way. The young man

leaned over to sign his name, then, smil-

ing as if to reassure the girl, handed her

the pen and showed her where to sign.

The scratching of the old-fashioned pen-

point seemed very loud. They handed the

papers across the desk and waited in

silence while they were examined. The

young man whispered something and the

other man nodded. Then the couple

walked slowly toward the door. Just as

they were leaving, a woman entered. She

looked at them, but didn’t seem to recog-

nize them. They watched her walk past

them, sure that they hadn’t been discov-

ered. They spent the rest of the after-

noon at Catalina. Later, in New York,

we were informed: Gary Clarke and

Connie Stevens are get-

New York: the unexpected ting married! But there

answer to what’s wrong was a stranSe coincidence.

That same afternoon we

received a letter postmarked Virginia,

from a woman who also claimed Connie

Stevens was getting married. She gave

an unexpected reason. Connie’s already

married, she said, to a man who lived in

hope nobody’s looking

a nearby city, but this husband that

she’d been hiding all these years has

finally agreed to give her a divorce. The

woman went on to give his name and the

facts about Connie and him. Did the two

reports add up? Was Connie getting

married because, now, she was free? We
wired reporter Dean Gautschy to go out

on the story. Here is the scoop he

wired back to us:

Packages cluttered Connie Stevens’

dressing room on Stage One at Warners.

As I waited, I wondered what they

were for. Then Connie walked in to keep

our appointment. Without warning, she

said, "‘You know I won’t talk about my

romance?”

Frankly, I didn’t know. “Look,” I

said, “all I want is to clear up a few

things.” She fidgeted with the wrap-

pings. I’d never seen her so jittery.

“You’re right,” she said after a moment.

I knew her long engagement was a strain

and that she’d also been working hard.

As if she read my mind, she said, “I’m

tired. But I want to clear up those ru-

mors, too.”

The first one I wanted her to comment

on was a wild one. Was she married?

And not to Gary Clarke, either? I told

her about the woman’s letter. She seemed

stunned. “That’s the wildest thing I ever

heard,” she said, shaking her head in
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disbelief. I took Connie at her word.

“Well then, is Gary Clarke married?”

“I don’t know how that one got

started,” she insisted. “Gary is not mar-

ried. He was, but got a divorce. In fact,

his wife is remarried and expecting a

child.”

“When will you and Gary marry?”

“I don’t know,” she said. She was con-

centrating on unknotting some string.

“Is it up in the air because of your re-

ligion?” I asked. The rumor was that, as

a Catholic, Connie had apprehensions

about marrying a divorced man.

“That, too, is ridiculous,” she an-

nounced. “I will marry for love and

nothing else could enter into it. Nothing

can stop us now.”

With this answered, Connie seemed

more at ease.

“There’s something else I’d like to

clear up,” she said. “People keep saying

I’m a kook. Do you think I am?”

I didn’t. So that took care of that.

She showed me her ring—a black

pearl surrounded by eight diamonds.

“Gary designed it himself,” she said

proudly. “I love it.”

At first, she wouldn’t admit it was an

engagement ring. “It’s a friendship

ring,” she insisted. But she was blushing.

“Are you getting married in April?”

I asked. She blushed even deeper.

She wouldn’t admit it would be April.

Still she didn’t deny it either. And there

are strong indications the wedding’s ar-

ranged for that month.

Her father, Teddy Stevens, already

has indicated that he approves. And the

big thing they were waiting for—Gary’s

career—is no longer a problem.

Also, Connie has given

away her intentions in un- Connie lets a secret out
guarded moments. Recently, _tlie Wedding date is Set
a columnist printed that Con-

nie Francis and Gary Clarke would be

married in April. Obviously, he confused

the names. I joked with Connie about this

one day, and instead of laughing, she

looked dumbfounded, as much as to say,

“How’d they ever find out it was to be

in April?” I had to tell her a second time

before she realized I meant the mistake

in names and wasn’t referring to the

month. Then she relaxed, as if she

thought her secret was still safe.

Unless she changes her mind because

the cat is out of the bag and everyone

will be expecting them to marry in April,

Connie and Gary will probably sneak off

to Las Vegas that month or else have a

secret church ceremony right in town.

They both have vacations coming in

April and Connie’s been talking about

Honolulu. I’m betting on that vacation

to be a honeymoon.

—

Dean Gautschy

35



CLARK

UK
Kay Gable didn’t

black limousine pulled away from the curb;

she didn’t see her daughter, Joanie,

lean forward and stare blindly into the on-

rushing cars; she wasn’t aware of her son,

Bunker, turning stiffly to take a last

look at the iron gates of Forest Lawn

Cemetery. All she knew was that Clark was

dead— and that soon he would be entombed in

a crypt next to the one where his

beloved wife, Carole Lombard, was

(Continued on page 91

)





the rumors said - her personal marriage

JUNE NOW, WOULD SHE TELL

The two women stood apart from the intermis-

sion crowd at the New York theater. Lucy was

doing most of the talking. June, her hands nerv-

ously rolling and unrolling the program, listened

carefully. From time to time, she'd nod, as if in

agreement. She interrupted only twice, to ask

a question. From the looks on both women's

faces, it's certain they weren't talking about the

play. Later, at a restaurant, June still seemed

edgy. Lucy whispered something to her and

smiled, as if to reassure her. After a while, June

seemed to relax a little.

Those who saw the two women together were

puzzled. June Allyson and Lucille Ball aren’t friends and never have been.

They've known about each other for years and years, but in all that time,

they never ran in the same crowd, hardly ever saw each other except at big

parties. When, suddenly, June picked herself up and flew to New York, the

last person anyone expected her to look up was Lucy. And yet now it seemed
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Three weeks before June Allyson and

Dick Powell split up, June flew to New

York to see Lucille Ball and to discuss,

troubles with Dick . . . IF LUCY SAW
HER TO DO THE SAME THING?

that this was the very reason June had come three thousand miles—to see

Lucy. . . . Why? What was going on? ... In a matter of weeks, the answer was

obvious. Right after her meeting with Lucy, June suddenly stopped squash-

ing the rumors that all was not well with her marriage to Dick Powell. Only

a very few people had heard the

rumors till then, but now they in-

creased in number and in volume.

And early in January, when a

sick and openly weeping June told

reporters outright that she and

Dick had separated and would seek

a divorce, the mystery seemed to

be solved. . . . June Allyson was

faced with the breakup of her mar-

riage. There was only one other

woman in the world who had ever been faced with just her unique and

extraordinarily difficult position-and that was Lucille Ball. Even if they’d

never been friends, Lucy seemed to be the only ( Continued on page 80)

39





Car pulls up at Frascatti’s

on Sunset. Blue converti-

ble Sunliner. Neat . . . The

license checks out okay . . .

Parks . . . Man steps out

. . . Six foot tall. Curly

sandy hair. Blue eyes . . .

Built like athlete . . . Must

play football or be a crack

swimmer . . . Seems to play

it cool . . . Goes into

restaurant. Pretty dark in

there . . . Almost empty

. . . Couple of lovers over

in the corner left over from

lunch . . . Another couple

at the bar having an early

drink . . . Couple of men

talking business. Look up

sharp to see if anyone

heard . . . Our man stands

tall, boyish, just like on

the screen ... He sits

(Continued on page 78)
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...WILL

SHE

BREAK

AGAIN?

^ight years ago, when Marilyn Mon-

roe, a struggling young Hollywood

actress, was asked by a friend if she

would like to meet the great Joe DiMag-

gio, she simply asked: “Who is he?”

And, at first, she even refused to meet

him. Not that there was another love

interest in her life. There wasn’t. Marilyn

was, however, going through another of

several crises in her life. She felt her

career was not progressing in the way

she wanted, which meant she wanted

better parts, and she was on the verge of

taking a suspension from the studio,

something which she later did.

When finally Joe and she did meet, in

the company of another couple, Marilyn

made it plain that she found Joe dull and

uncommunicative. And he was. He was

so entranced and so conscious of her

beauty that, as the friends later confided,

“he could do nothing more than look at

her. In the course of

the whole evening,

Joe probably didn’t

say more than a

sentence or two,

neither of which revealed his deep

feelings.”

As the weeks passed following their

first meeting, Marilyn saw Joe from

time to time and slowly got to like “his

shy, quiet ways.” But it hardly looked

like a budding romance. For one thing,

they had little in common and their

backgrounds couldn’t have been more

different. Joe disliked publicity, and

JOE’S HEART

Marilyn, on the other hand, needed

publicity to live. It was all part of a

substitution for the family she never

had, for the years of being shunted from

one foster home to another, for the two

years spent in an orphanage across the

street from the RKO studios where her

mother, who has been in a mental in-

stitution since Marilyn was a baby, used

to work as a film cutter.

“I used to lie awake nights,” she once

supposedly told a friend, “watching those

lights on the studio, blinking on and off,

on and off, and dream that one day I’d

be a star and everybody—just every-

body—would love me.” To her, stardom,

adoration, publicity meant love, devo-

tion, being wanted. Learning about

music, literature, culture—these things

were important, she didn’t know how to

explain to Joe why, they just were. And

if he had no pretentions toward those

things—well.

But in spite of their differences, they

seemed drawn to each other. Joe found

her beautiful, but more important than

that, he found her desperately in need

of help. For Marilyn, Joe’s large, friend-

ly family and his background seemed

what she always imagined she had

missed and should have had. She learned

Joe was “someone who could be trusted,”

and she felt there had been few people

in her life who had extended trust to her.

Marilyn was pleased to learn that “just

everybody seemed to know Joe.” She

was pleased when kids begged him for
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autographs, when photographers snapped

them dining, when a sportscaster told

her “Joe was one of the greatest athletes

of all time.” And in time, Marilyn came

to feel that Joe was indeed her hero, too.

She had yet to become a star.

Then, when Marilyn played Loreli Lee

in “Gentlemen Prefer Blondes,” and Joe

visited the set, he and a photographer

were kept waiting for three hours—get-

ting a taste of the even-then legendary

Monroe tardiness. He was so furious

they had their first serious argument.

She protested they were not married yet,

that he had no right to tell her what to

do. He answered by walking out of her

dressing room and slamming the door,

never to visit her on a set again.

They made up, and when Marilyn

went on suspension from the studio until

she got better roles, she and Joe were

married and flew to Japan for a honey-

moon. When they landed in Japan, they

were mobbed by hysterical fans, who

pulled, screamed and tore at her cloth-

ing. It took two and a half hours to get

from the plane to the waiting car, long

enough for Marilyn to accept from an

Army officer aboard the plane a request

to entertain American troops in Korea.

While Joe stayed behind, Marilyn flew

off to become, overnight, a sex symbol

the world over. It was the beginning of

big stardom for her, and strangely, the

beginning of the end of her marriage to

Joe.

Nine months later, they made a joint

announcement. They agreed to a friendly

divorce. Neither she nor Joe could

change. There were too many differences,

and despite meetings after that, the dif-

ferences were too great to mend a mar-

riage. They parted, but remained friends.

Joe never remarried. Marilyn went on

to establish herself as a dramatic actress,

to follow her intellectual pretentions, to

tone down her publicity and to marry

one of the world’s greatest contemporary

playwrights and intellectuals. She seemed

to have everything. Then, last November,

she announced, “Arthur and I will di-

vorce.” Surprising everyone, one of her

first dates after

she turned her

back on this mar-

riage, was with

Joe. He took her to

a screening of her

latest film, “The

Misfits.” Ironically

as they sat watch-

ing the movie to-

gether, a few rows

away sat Arthur

Mill er, her es-

tranged husband

who had written it

for her and had helped her grow into the

kind of person she wanted to be. No one

knew what he was thinking, but there

are many who wonder, as they see Joe

and Marilyn dating again, if it isn’t “like

old times . . . and if maybe, now, they

can make a go of it.” —Julia Corbin

Does Marilyn

mean what

she tells Joe?
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All that talk and I can’t get in one bark! The whole fireworks was

- over me, but who came and asked what 1 thought? Those judges

and juries and reporters—if they were smart they’d say, “Fritz, let’s sit

down and talk about this thing with you and Tab Hunter.” What’s this

discrimination against talking to dogs? And I’d tell them everything.

... I’d admit I find Tab a great responsibility, which any good dog does

in bringing up a man. He eats all wrong—can you imagine cooking

meat ? ... He works too hard—why do people talk about working like a

dog? ... If I don’t growl that my ears are killing me, he turns the hi-fi

too loud. ... He can’t jump a wall without a horse under him. . . . But

conceited? Stand-offish? Where do humans get their ideas? A brute to

me ? Hah ! I weigh almost as much as he does and my teeth are sharper.

A dog can take care of himself. . . . What I say is: People don’t under-

stand other people like a dog does. So I don’t think they’re qualified to

judge—except maybe dog shows. I wish everyone who came in on the

tail end of this story would just look at our pictures, and see how we get

along, Tab and I. And let’s hope it’s the end of the tail—I mean tale.



it’s tug-o-war.

when girls come,

he asks me

to let him win.

we have

his-and-his

chairs—

both his!

me,

practicing

for jr.

life-saver

badge.





The baby cried, and as his father, Mel Ferrer,

reached over to comfort him, he curled a tiny hand

around his father's finger and held on to it. The

baby’s mother, Audrey Hepburn, looked on ten-

derly as she, her mother Baroness EllaVan Heinstra

(directly behind Audrey) and close family friends

watched Sean Ferrer, the Ferrers’ first child,

baptized in the lovely Burgenstock, Switzerland,

chapel. The godparents were Audrey’s brother and

Mel’s sister and the ceremony, a family affair, was

performed by Pastor Endiguer, who had married

Audrey and Mel five years before. This rare and

lovely picture-and those on the following pages

-

were taken by their friend, famed Richard Avedon,

and Photoplay is pleased to present them here,

right from Mel’s and Audrey’s own family album.
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After the ceremony, the baby, carried in the protective arms of his Italian nurse,

is followed by the radiant parents and their friends to the Ferrers' Swiss cot-

tage. Mel tenderly thanked Audrey for the joy of having a son, and the day

erased the deep pain of the previous year, when Audrey lost their expected child.
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“He looks like you,” Mel tells

Audrey, but she insists, “He is

more like you.” To us, she

says: “We are a united family.

We will always be tog-ether.”
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WHATS U
LIKE TO BE

A



To be a Fabian is to have a mother, a father, a brother Bobby, a brother Tommy and a

little white mongrel named Honey. To be a Fabian is to hate getting up in the morning

(“Those 7:30 calls are murderV ) , to wear an old flannel bathrobe left over from junior

high, to use “Canoe” cologne and love peperoni sausages washed down with a glass of milk.

(Please turn the page)

Fabe’s birthday

with him

and find out



There’s an old quip which says you

never know a person until you live

like one. So with this in mind I went

with pencil and pad to Fabian’s for

the weekend. It wasn’t so arbitrary, I

mean my going. You see, I had an

invitation. So off I went in my search

to discover what it’s like to be an 18-

year-old Fabian. To be a Fabian or

not to be is all an attitude of mind

and money. Otherwise, he’s pretty

much like you or me. This is what I

found out:

To be a Fabian is to cringe for the

first few minutes when you see your-

self on the screen, to admire John

Wayne and to flip over Marilyn Mon-

roe. It’s missing your family when

you’re away from home, it’s to be

considerate and loving (“I bought

Mom and Dad a new

home in Haddonfield, New

Jersey. I wanted them to

have the best.”) and to

envy Frankie Avalon who

can eat and eat and eat

without gaining weight.

It’s to love playing prac-

tical jokes on your friends

and manager, Bob Mar-

cucci; to use toothpaste

instead of powder and to

sleep in a large bed watched over by

two tigers (stuffed). To be a Fabian

is to hide (Continued on page 82)

It’s nice to have a Fabian around the house. He makes sure everyone’s work-

ing! “A little to the left. Mom. Now, Pop, if you’ll show me where you want

these crates, you can start unpacking. Write each word ten times, Tom.”

To be a Fabian is to finish all the

candy and then forget you saw it!
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Liz Taylor came back, had her picture taken with

her new guiche and, bang, overnight, she was

reviving the “spit curl” of the 20’s. Pronounced

geash like leash, Liz picked up her new hairdo

in Paris, where the craze began and has already

reached the most level-headed heads. This latest

in hairdos, which in French means nothing more

than “curl,” is a sharp sweep of hair curving

forward over the cheek. It calls for a smooth,

short-hair look and is certain to end the big-

headed styles of last year. (See below for step-

by-step directions for the new look.) For those

who are timid about cutting their hair, a smooth

back hair roll can accomplish the same effect.

To set a guiche takes little talent, but making it

stay put takes ingenuity. For what curls up

must fall down. Some stars are known to fool

the law of gravity by affixing their guiches with

nailpolish, cellophane, sugar water or rubber

cement. As Bobby Rydell quipped in our office,

“All a fellow needs now to win a girl is to buy

her a pot of glue!” But for those who still find

their guiches won’t behave, a final suggestion:

there are false guiches! To the left, Janet Leigh

and Susan Kohner wearing their new guiches.

T\# GuIcHE
(
pronounced “spit curl

BUT WHATEVER YOU GALL IT. THIS IS HOLLYWOOD'S NEWEST HAIR GRAZE



Nancy Kwan from Hong Kong, Nancy

Kwan from Hong Kong-the words

ran together, over and over in a sing-

song fashion in her head. “You for-

get that,” the slim, darkhaired girl

warned herself. “Now you’re Suzie

Wong.” She straightened her shoul-

ders and with a toss of her head

started to walk across the studio

soundstage-a slow slinking walk,

the kind ofwalkshe knew Suzie

would have. Someone whistled.

From that moment, Nancy Kwan

was Suzie Wong. Was she scared?

Why, for goodness’ sake, should

she? It was what (Continued on page 89)
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three

little

words
// /i re

behind
them,
what a

story

BOB HORTON said it. “I love you.”

He could still hear how it sounded

the first time. His voice cracked right

in the middle of the three words. But

after that it was easier, and he said

it often. He and Marilynn were en-

gaged . . . they were married . . . and

three months later the honeymoon

was still on. It looked like forever.

That’s the ending to this story. But

it’s the beginning of the story that

Bob Horton still can’t believe. . . .

He was just like any other bachelor.

To his friends, he’d say, “If I could

only find a nice girl, I’d marry her.”

To himself, he’d say, “Married

—

that’s the last thing I want to be.”

Like any other bachelor, he wasn’t

going to give up his freedom without

a fight. He was more stubborn than

most. He’d tried marriage twice, and

twice it hadn’t worked.

But if his friends wanted to in-

troduce him (Please turn the page)



3 l<we
you

continued

to nice girls, he’d meet them. And he’d

go out of his way—in fact, way out—to

say hello to a nice girl.

But every time he found one, he’d also

find something wrong with her.

When he met Marilynn Bradley, it

was the same way. She was standing in

the middle of a bare stage in Warren,

Ohio, and even under the glare of the

naked rehearsal light, she looked pretty.

He could tell she was nervous from the

stiff way she stood and the way her hand

was clenched at her side.

“My leading lady in ‘Guys and Dolls,’
”

he thought, but from the minute they

were introduced, he could feel an at-

traction, a strong one.

But, as with (Continued on page 86)
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its shape,

>r yours.

Lovable’s Airlift has a secret . .
.
permanent shaping power!

It’s in the lining— a revolutionary new light-touch film of

nylon net that’s almost invisible, yet so miraculously firm.

As long as you wear it, as often as you wash it. Airlift will never

lose its just-bought shape. Amazing bra . . . amazing price ! Also

strapless, only $2. Lace-over-net in white, aqua, hot pink and beige.

Left: Airlift longline, only $3.95 (also D cup, $5.).

THE LOVABLE BRASSIERE CO., NEW YORK 16, LOS ANGELES 16
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“IN FASHION, YOU CAN BE

WHAT YOU WANT: THE
.

PROBLEM IS TO FIND

WHAT YOU DO WANT . . .

Coached by famed movie

fashion designer, EDITH HEAD,

Hollywood’s new “Debs” can

help you decide what you are

and how to dress to

express yourself . . . from the inside

r
p

69



FASHION—express yourself ... from inside out!
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“you can be what you want
’ 5

Latest Fashion Flashes
Foundation News

Sh^'sol 1 c
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’
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tie
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For more information, turn to page 76

News Notes: Here’s a very low-back bra of

leno elastic, a strapless that guarantees good

form and easy wearing. It lias:

• push-up boosters in the cups that give

shape without the need for padding.

• femininity, it is edged with scalloped bor-

der lace over a sheer marquisette illusion

fold, is made of nylon Alencon-type lace.

• By Hollywood Vassarette, $5.95, it also

comes in low-back, waist-length version, $7.50.

low cut plunge

News Notes: Here’s a new type of girdle,

designed to give your figure control without

changing the feminine lines of your body.

Instead, it emphasizes the curves and elimi-

nates unwanted bulging. ...

• *t is made of Galestique, a blend of light-

weight latex, nylon and cotton, which gives

the support of rubber without discomfort some

women feel from rubber.

• The latex in Gala by Sleex has been de-

staticized. Important because this means the

static electricity has been removed and your

slips or outerwear will no longer cling.

• This girdle is virtually impossible to punc-

ture, perforate, tear or stretch out of its true

original shape.

•The girdle

washes easily.

In fact, it may
be washed by

machine in

warm, mild
suds, then dried.

• For better

comfort, the

perforations
permit the
evaporation of

perspi ration

through the

mesh in the lining, making the girdle easy to

wear and easy to take off. Price, $5.95.



what’s
The Saturday evening was off-limits to

girls. “All barred,” the word went out. It was

strictly male company, male talk, male food,

which meant there was lots of it! The

assembled guys were the Everly Brothers, Bob

Conrad, Chad York, Bill Ewing, Gary Vinson,

Gary Conway, Jack Horger, Steve Bernhardt,

Sandy Kevin and Snuff Garrett. What were

Phil and Don Everly listening to so

intently that evening? (Please turn the page )

going on here?



Love is : I need

you because I love

you, not that I love you

because I need you

„ . . this is the best definition

I

lof love I ve ever read.

p

Love consists in this, says Rilke, the poet, that two

solitudes protect and touch and greet each other.



A bunch of guys get together—no girls. What happens? They talk—about love and sex and . . . .

“Love, well, what does that dictionary say, anyway?”

“Ah, who wants a middle-of-the-road-safe-way-out busi-

ness,” someone yelled. “How can you define feelings? A

guy just has a need to he loved . .

“Well, so does a girl,” someone cut in.

“Yeah, but what makes a guy fall is not the same . .
.”

Someone else laughed . . . “Like sex . . . Instead, girls,

they fall for a future—home, lace curtains and babies.”

“Here it is,” cried a die-hard. “Webster says, ‘Love is a

feeling of strong personal attachment induced by sym-

pathetic understand . .
.’ ”

“.
. . like how much a guy makes,” a voice cut in.

“Go on, finish the definitions.”

“.
. . sympathetic understanding . . . lender and passion-

ate affection . .
.”

“That’s no good. I know how love feels, but what is it?”

“What’s so important about defining it anyway? When

it hits you, you’ll know.”

“Yeah, but how can you make it stay, man, if you don’t

know what it is?”

“If you ask me, love’s a lot of compromises . . . Don’t do

this; don’t do that. Call for me at two. Remember, shopping

on Saturday afternoon.”

“Yeah, girls become possessive—too possessive. Trouble

is they think too much about being loved. They don’t even

know how to love . .
.”

“That’s right. If girls could only remember that with

love two people become one, yet they gotta remain two . .
.”

And with that, the subject ended and went on to the

fellows’ favorite subject—sports cars! THE END

P
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Continued from page 63

beyond anything she had dared to dream.
Those were days of happiness for Diane.

That happiness wouldn't be hers for long,

but how could she know that then?
Diane Varsi had come to Hollywood

from a tragic background. And as if to

forget her dark past, she refused to talk

about it. She kept it a mystery, and Holly-

wood knew only bits and pieces of her life

story. The unhappy childhood . . . the

teenage marriage to escape it . . . the

quick divorce . . . the child who had never
seen his father. When she arrived in Holly-

wood, she was penniless. She had an in-

fant to care for, and she was an unknown.
But she had determination, and miracu-
lously, she became a star. She even fell in

love again, with James Dickson, and they

were quietly married.

For the first time in her life, she looked
forward to the future, and could forget the

past. She put her whole heart into her
work. No one who saw her then can ever

forget that special glow she had. No one
who saw her then could have imagined how
quickly the shadows would close in.

She never quite got over her shyness,

and she was never a mixer. But she en-

joyed the glamour and excitement of

studio life, even if she didn’t become a

major part of it. She and her husband
leased a small home in Topanga Canyon,
near Malibu Beach. She was pleased with

her career, and happy to be Mrs. James
Dickson.

The change began

Then one fall day in 1957 she signed to

play the biggest role in her career—the

part of Allison MacKenzie in “Peyton
Place.” And on that day, her life began
to change.

When she began the role, Diane Varsi
had everything. When it was over, she had
almost nothing left. But there was no sign,

no hint, no way for her to know what was
to happen. Her son Shawn was thriving in

the good Malibu air. Her marriage was a

contented one. Her career glittered before

her, full of promise.

Diane read “Peyton Place,” and then
she read the movie script. She liked this

girl Allison. And during those first few
days of shooting she was friendly and talk-

ative. She chatted freely with Hope Lange,
Russ Tamblyn and the other young players
in the cast.

Then, without warning, it happened. An
unseen force seemed to take over. Diane
withdrew completely. She was no longer
the same girl. When she wasn’t perform-
ing, she would disappear. She would sit

behind closed doors in her dressing room.
She even avoided eating with the others
in the studio commissary. She would bring
her own lunch and eat it alone in her dress-

ing room. Some said she began to talk to

herself in there; others explained she was
reading poetry aloud.

She had never talked too freely at in-

terviews. but she had always been coopera-
tive and friendly. Now this changed, too.

P At first, she refused to see only certain

newspaper people. Then she shied away
from giving any interviews at all. If, fi-

,7fi

nally. she consented to an interview, she
would sit there close-mouthed, refusing to

talk about herself, refusing to talk about
anything at all, except possibly poetry.

The old Diane Varsi seemed to disap-

pear. The part of Allison absorbed her

more and more. Each day she withdrew
deeper into her shell. By the time the com-
pany went to New England to shoot scenes

on location, her behavior was too strange
for anyone to ignore. It was obvious that

she was deliberately avoiding people. She
took long w'alks alone in the country. When
she returned, she’d go straight up to her
room, even though it was still early.

Day by day, the changes were subtle.

But when she returned to Hollywood, peo-

ple who hadn’t seen her for a while were
shocked. She looked so different. She’d
begun to neglect her appearance. She’d
always been slender, but now she had lost

so much weight that her clothes hung on
her. She gave up pretty, feminine clothes

and wore blue jeans and a white shirt to

the studio.

Her face broke out in a rash. It looked
like the kind caused by nerves. On the

screen, makeup hid the rash, and. as

Allison, she was beautiful. But old friends,

meeting her on the street, were stunned at

her appearance.
Her old doubts and fears came back,

YOU CAN BE
WHAT YOU WANT

Continued from page 72

The fashions shown on pages 70, 71 and
72 are available at the stores listed below, or

write manufacturer for the store nearest you.

Mostly, they’re at better stores everywhere.

Exquisite Form bra and pantie
girdle
new yore, n. Y. Bloomingdale’s Downstairs

or write: Exquisite Form Industries

159 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Lovable Sweater bra and Sweet-
heart pantie
Bra only:

boston, mass Jordan, Marsh Co.

new york, n. y Macy’s
or write: Lovable Brassiere Co.
180 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Gossard Flair bra and Long Leg
girdle
Oklahoma city, okla. John A. Brown Co.
topeka, Kansas Pelletier Stores

Girdle only:

new york, n. y Gimbels
or write: H. W. Gossard Co.
Ill N. Canal, Chicago 6, 111.

Perma-lift Magical bra and girdle
write to: A. Stein & Co.

1149 W. Congress, Chicago 7, III.

Maidenform Tracery bra, Medley
pantie girdle

Bra only:

boston, mass Filene’s

Seattle, wash The Bon Marche
or write: Maidenform Inc.

200 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Sleex Gala girdle
write to : Sleex Products Co.

911 W. Van Buren Street, Chicago 7, 111.

Hollywood Vassarette bra
write to: Hollywood Vassarette, Inc.

6773 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif.

too. She became painfully self-critical.

“I can’t act,” she told a friend, desperate-
ly. “I don’t want to act.” Yet acting had
been what she wanted most in the world.
She seemed near the breaking point.

The life she had built was crumbling down
around her head. Her marriage, too, fell

apart. In the summer of 1958, she was di-

vorced. Diane and her little boy were alone
in the world again.

“Peyton Place” was finished now. Alli-

son was a triumph, but Diane was lost.

As soon as she could get away, she ran.

She boarded a train for Bennington, Ver-
mont. with the one thing she had left—her
son.

A week passed, months, then a year.
Friends wrote long letters to her. asking

her to come back. Some made the trip to

Vermont to see her. Producer Jerry Wald
called her from Hollywood regularly. Her
answer was always the same. No.

Another came . . .

Not long after, another young girl with
short blond hair came to Hollywood. She,
too, was still in her teens—sweet, a little

shy. with offbeat ways. She liked black
stockings and flats, loose-fitting sweaters
and full skirts. She could be rebellious, in

a quiet way. if she was asked to do some-
thing she thought was silly. She was sensi-

tive, and she had a child-like faith in what
happened on a movie screen. “I don’t go to

movies that are shocking.” she said. “Even
‘The Wizard of Oz’ frightens me to this

day. I saw it once when I was a child and
ran out of the theater, screaming in terror

when the scene where the ugly green
monkey-bats came on. And I remember see-

ing ‘Bambi.’ When Bambi’s mother died, I

became so hysterical with grief that I had
to leave.”

Something about this girl made people
want to protect her. just as they had
wanted to protect Diane. In many ways,
she reminded people of Diane.

Jerry Wald was getting ready to film the

sequel to “Peyton Place.” Diane had been
nominated for an Oscar for her portrayal

of Allison, and he wanted her to play the

role again. He called Bennington, but her

answer hadn’t changed. He waited, hoping
she would change her mind. But then there

were only two weeks left before the first

day of shooting, and he had to choose a

new Allison. He chose the girl who had
reminded so many others of Diane.

And suddenly it was all happening
again. Again, in the same strange way, the

role of Allison seemed to take over. The
young girl became almost a recluse. When
the other actors stood around the set,

drinking coffee and talking, she never

joined them. Instead, she went alone to her

dressing room. The room was a clutter of

magazines, and each day she would bring

a heap of new ones—not just to skim
through idly, but to read every word.

The young girl was engaged to be mar-
ried. but once the picture began she

seemed strangely unexcited. She refused to

talk about the marriage. She confided in

no one.

Then, one day, she walked off the set.

She disappeared. For an entire weekend
she was missing. No one saw her, no one

knew where she had gone.

At 8 A.M. on Monday, she calmly

walked back onto the set. She was on time

to become Allison again.



Finally, she admitted she had flown to

New York to see her fiance and had almost
been stranded there. A snowstorm had
closed the New York airport just after her
plane took off for Hollywood.

She stood her ground

When the studio officials found out about
her runaway weekend, they were furious.

There’s a studio rule against an actress

flying while she’s making a picture, but
she had defied this. Stubbornly, she stood
her ground. She saw no need to apologize
for breaking the rule. In fact, she an-
nounced, she planned a similar trip the
next weekend. Then there was a compro-
mise. She would remain in Hollywood; the
studio would arrange for her fiance to

come there to spend the holidays with her.

The young girl had made other movies;
she had played other tragic roles. Yet she
hadn’t become lost in them as she now
seemed to become lost in Allison. The
other times, her mother had been with her.

They had been very close. But now her
mother remained in New York. Their
closeness seemed to he gone. Perhaps if

her mother had been with her, this story
would have a different ending.
One day the girl rose at 5 A.M. and

dressed hastily in a new two-piece dress.
For breakfast, she drank half a cup of
coffee. A man was waiting for her outside
her apartment, and they drove together to

downtown Los Angeles. They were early.
The marriage license bureau was still

closed. The man seemed edgy and the
girl smiled at him wanly as they waited.

At last they were inside, filling out the

forms. The clerk asked the girl for proof
that she was eighteen. She had no birth
certificate with her. She had written to her
mother, asking her to send it, but it never
arrived. She fumbled a moment in her
purse and then handed the clerk her mo-
tion picture contract. He accepted it as
proof of age.

With that over, they walked outside to

a waiting car. A married couple, long-time
friends, sat up front. The girl and the man
got into the back and sat huddled together
as the sedan headed onto the now-crowded
freeway and pointed north. Their destina-
tion was Newhall. California, a place the
young girl had never heard of before.
There was little conversation during the
hour’s drive.

Finally, they pulled into a service sta-

tion and asked directions to the courthouse.
Then the group of four marched inside,
where the justice of the peace was waiting
for them. They stayed only long enough
for the marriage ceremony.

There was no celebration. There wasn’t
time. Allison was waiting. The young girl

had an eleven o clock call that morning,
and she walked onto the set at five to
eleven. She didn’t say a word about what
had happened earlier that morning.

Even when the news of her elopement
was out, she remained secretive. She re-

fused to cooperate with the studio on pub-
licity. Her husband, who worked for the
same studio, followed her wishes, even
though it could mean his job. In the end,
he changed his job.

The shooting continued. Before the cam-
eras, as Allison, the young girl was vivid.

When the cameras stopped and she walked

off the set, she seemed drained, tired. She
hardly spoke. She continued to hide in her
dressing room.
Weeks passed. The picture ended.

Allison . . . another triumph

It looked as though, again, Allison
would be a triumph.
And the young girl, what about her?
She broke her silence to echo words

that Diane Varsi had spoken almost two
years before.

“I don’t like California,” she said. “I
don’t want to ever buy a home here or live
here.”

Diane had left with her son Shawn.
Carol Lynley announced that she would

leave with her husband, Michael Selsman.
“I’m leaving Hollywood for a year to

live in New York as a housewife, not an
actress,” she said. “I may never return
if it means separation from my husband.”

There is a contract, of course, but the
talk in Hollywood is that Carol will break
it. just as Diane did. The talk is that one
gray morning, Carol, too, will close a door
on a career, on glamour, on everything for
which she. has worked so hard. Once she
closes that door, it may be forever.

It s strange. Two girls who have never
met. Yet for a while each was Allison. And
after that, they were never the same. After
that, as if something had been lost, each
girl had to go out to “find herself.” In a
way, it makes you wonder—is l here such
a thing as a jinx? Can it strike twice?

—Bob Dean

Carol’s in 20th’s “Return to Peyton Place.”

In just 15 Days see how invisible

“Ice” helps improve touchy skin that
breaks out ...at any age

— without costly facials, messy "cover up" creams
and lotions or complicated skin treatments.

New York, N. Y. (Report)—Science
developed pharmaceutical ice to meet
today’s biggest skin problem—over-
active oil glands. As excess oil fills

pores, it hardens into comedones

—

blackheads and whiteheads—
stretches and enlarges pores—invites
breaking out and “flare ups.”
Massaged into skin Ice-O-Derm®

rolls out “fatty” masses not removed
by soap or ordinary cleansing creams.
It clears out excess oil and helps
tighten enlarged pores. It protects
skin all day from dust and dirt with
invisible medication— holds in nat-
ural moisture. “Ice” stimulates circu-
lation. Ice-O-Derm is the scientific
new wonder-way to better skin care.

*Due to overactive
oil glands in skin.

At all leading
Drug and Toiletry

counters

Follow New 15-Day
Complexion Timetable

1ST 5 DAYS:
Your first “ice” treatment
starts to rid pores ofblack-
heads within minutes

—

medication helps keep
skin from breaking out

—

special astringents tight-
en enlarged pores. Result:
Clearer, smoother skin.

2ND 5 DAYS:
Now you may see how
Ice-O-Derm’s invisible
shield has held in mois-
ture—protected skin from
wrinkling sun, wind and
steam heat. Result: Softer,
moister skin.

3RD 5 DAYS:
As “ice” stimulates circu-
lation your skin is nour-
ished from beneath. See
how it’s improving. Re-
sult: Fresher, healthier
looking skin.
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It’s a new show ! It’s a great show ! It’s a 1961

edition of PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL, produced

by the editors of PHOTOPLAY ! And it s

available now wherever magazines are sold!

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It

brings you all the news and gossip of every-

one of importance in Hollywood. It also brings

you gorgeous full-color portraits of the stars,

plus exciting candid shots and never-to-be-

HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL
—Here is the month- by-

month story of Hollywood.
The marriages, divorces,
separations, reconciliations,
births and deaths.

TOP BILLING—New pic-
tures and stories of Troy
Donahue • Elvis Presley •
Sandra Dee • Edd Byrnes •
Tuesday Weld • Connie Ste-
vens • Debbie Reynolds •
Frankie Avalon • Annette
Funieello • Carol Lynley
and Connie Francis.

DOUBLE FEATURES—
Truly romantic stories about
these happily married: Liz
Taylor and Eddie Fisher •
Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis

• Roger Smith and Vici Shaw • Pat and Shirley Boone •
Evy Norlund and James Darren • Millie Perkins and Dean
Stockwell • Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman • Natalie

Wood and Bob Wagner.

FANFARE—Big pictures and fascinating stories about

Cary Grant • Rock Hudson • Rick Nelson • Tab Hunter
• Paul Anka • Bobby Darin • John Saxon • Sal Mineo
• Stephen Boyd • Brandon de Wilde • Bobby Rydell

• Jimmy Clanton.

PINUPS—These thrilling pictures are a "must” for your
collection: Brigitte Bardot • Marilyn Monroe • Kim
Novak • Lana Turner • Ava Gardner • Doris Day.

UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your favorites: Glenn
Ford • Susan Hayward • Hope Lange • Tony Perkins
• Audrey Hepburn • Reger Moore • Susan Kohner •
Lawrence Harvey • John Gavin • Shirley MacLaine •
Dolores Hart.

AND INTRODUCING—Here are the newcomers to the

screen. You can follow their glamorous rise to stardom:
Angie Dickinson • Mark Damon • Warren Beatty • Jo
Morrow • Mark Goddard • Sue Lyon • Tom Tryon •
Vicki Trickett • Nancy Kwan • Juliet Prowse • Richard
Beymer • Patti Page • Anita Bryant • Glenn Corbett •
Sigrid Maier • Carol Christensen • Brenda Lee • Leticia

Roman • Sharon Hugueny • Kerwin Mathews • Michael
Callan • George Peppard.

ONLY 50c WHILE THEY LAST

AT ALL NEWSSTANDS NOW

forgotten pinups.

«< .* WOYtti **Ca*9* TV"!

WPIMii

Bartholomew House, Inc. WG-461

205 E. 42 St., New York 17, N. Y.

Send me PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1961.

I enclose 50<-.

Name
(Please Print)

Address. .

.

City State I
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DOUG McCLURE
Continued from page 41

clown alone in a round booth. Orders a

sandwich. Grilled cheese.

"Doug McClure!” someone says.

He jumps up and shakes hands as if he
meant it. Smiles. Looks like he likes being
recognized. But he’s on guard, too. square-
shouldered, rugged. No longer boyish as he
stands.

He’s wearing a charcoal suit and plenty
of poise. Not the kind of sleuth who’d just

walk in and say, ‘‘OK. where's the body?”
Not the kind to warm up fast to questions.

No use asking him. “OK, so you were mar-
ried once, what happened?” No use asking
about Barbara Luna. “So you’re in love,

when are you going to get married?” Not
yet. The handshake's warm enough hut

eyes are cool. Careful. He knows the score.

He’s not about to get hurt. Not any more.
Still, he likes to talk and has done a lot of

thinking. About things. About himself.

Comes from a good home, no squares.

Dad an accountant, mother and brother

both reporters, Santa Monica Evening Out-

look. Grew up in Pacific Palisades, had a

pretty realistic attitude about Hollywood.
No big fat dream.

“I’m going to Hawaii”

Breaks out of hometown after high

school graduation. Doesn't write home.
Gets a job as a ranch hand. Folks worried.

Then one night. “I came dashing home,
yelling. "Hey. Mom. I’m going to Hawaii
on a pictureV She flipped. Dad and my
brother flipped. ‘You’re kidding!’ they

said.”

June. 1956. Bang. Hawaii. He was work-

ing. An actor. Out of this world. Telling

it. his eyes begin to kindle.

Meets a beautiful Honolulu girl there

. . . one-fourth Polynesian . . . from a

wealthy family. Hawaiian moon is lovely.

Faye Brash, that’s her name, is lovely.

They fall in love. They get married. Then
comes trouble. Try to work out their prob-

lems. Go to a marriage counsellor for help.

Nothing works. Divorce.

Cheese sandwich on side of plate, half-

eaten. He drops the subject off firmly.

“It was unpleasant. It’s over. I don’t like

the way the papers handled it. One story

blamed the divorce on my career. It’s just

not so.”

Tries to smile, hut it doesn't work. Takes
another bite of his sandwich and washes it

down with a few gulps of coffee. Looks up
and then he really smiles. “I took my little

girl to the zoo one Sunday,” he says. “She’s

not three yet hut she knows all the animals.

We’d have had a ball except we got so

involved with people. ... I wanted to he

involved just with my little daughter.”
His smile vanishes. Silence. Probably

thinking about having to take little Tane,
his daughter, back home at the end of that
afternoon, to her mother’s house and leav-

ing her there. Probably thinking about how
Tane’s now in Hawaii, so far, far away.
“She’ll be with me this summer,” he says,

and that’s all he says about her.

Switches subject abruptly to safer
ground. Tells how he got a crack at a good
role on TV. Only actor around who was
willing enough or crazy enough or dumb
enough to sit in a bathtub and let someone
throw a bucket of ice-cold water at him.
Had to he ice-cold, because director Bill

Bendix wanted realism. First fifteen times
they tried the scene. Bendix cried “Cut!”
and demanded a retake. Began to think
whole thing was a gag. Ha! Ha! Funny
way to get pneumonia. But director okayed
the sixteenth dousing.

How he met her

Tosses his head back as if to toss hair

—

and water—out of his face. Didn’t work,
though, ’cause he has a close-cropped
crew-cut. Presses tips of his fingers to-

gether. signalling he’s going to make an
important point. “Worth it—all that

water,” he says, “not just because I finally

registered the right reaction, but because
that was the scene where Barbara walks in.

Barbara Luna. Without that deluge, I’d

never have met her.”

Drinks a glass of water. Obvious he’s

about to change this subject, too. Probably
wants to ward off questions about Barbara
and Marlon Brando. Complicated. Barbara
going with Marlon when Doug came along.

Seems because of Barbara that France
Nuyen. Marlon’s girl before Barbara, went
on her desperate eating jag that cost her

the lead in “The World of Suzie Wong.”
Anyhow . . . Barbara liked and admired
Marlon, but wasn’t in love with him. Then
Doug took over. . . .

Finishes water. Sips tomato juice. Then,
out of nowhere, he says, “She’s a very

pretty girl.”

Another friend joins them. Doug gets

up, shakes hand. Newcomer takes his cue

from Doug’s last comment, which he’s

overheard.

“Hope you’re talking about Barbara
Luna?”
Doug looks like he’s getting into deep

water. Throws his head back. Then, “I am.

She's pretty and talented. I admire her.

She’s for real and she has a sense of

humor. You have to have that, you have

to . .

Newcomer rushes in where others fear

to tread. “You thinking of marrying again.

Doug?”
No time to throw his head back. Caught.

“Yes, I . . . hope so.”

“Can you make a go of it? There are

some pretty unhappy actors—personally,

I mean—in this town.”

“That’s because in your personal life

you can’t make believe,” he says. “You
have to face yourself squarely. I’ve made
mistakes. I’ve learned from them. Two
people have to have understanding. The
great thing’s communication. . .

Enter . . . leading lady

His face changes. Totally. Warm. Vital.

Why? The reason comes across the room



They have each otherand over to him ... A tiny doll of a girl

. . . Oriental . . knitted lavender sweater

and pants . . . dancer’s figure ... no make-

up .. . long oval nails tinted coral on her

lovely hands . . . Barbara Luna.

McClure’s on his feet. She comes up
quickly. Senses his indecision ... up on

tiptoe . . . reaches his head . . . brings it

down . . . gives him a lovely kiss. He
blushes . . . flushes ... all defense down.
His face alive now, all alive, pink and
happy and real. They sit very close, hold-

ing hands. Never take eyes off each other.

Dialogue gets fast, furious and very

serious . . . questions tossed . . . answers
thoughtful.

first friend: We’re talking about mar-
riage.

Barbara: (laughs easily) Fascinating sub-

ject.

doug: (keeping her hand in his, at ease,

relaxing for the first time, letting the

shoulders down) If two people can really

talk straight to each other, you can't

stop ’em. They'll never stop growing.
They’ll grow together. I’ve learned this

about marriage—you can have the same
interests, hut that’s not as important as

respect for each other. You have to have
that.

second friend: (the pushy one) Would
you marry an actress?

doug: If I meet a girl (he looks at Bar-

bara) . . . and I have . . . you can’t pass

up marriage because of her profession.

Barbara: I also have been married before.

It’s better, I think, for both to he in-

volved in show business.

doug: The only had thing is the possibility

of being kept apart while you work, but

if you're on guard, you can avoid that.

We'll manage.
Barbara orders. Tea and cheese cake.

doug: It doesn’t matter what you eat, does
it? You always stay like this.

Barbara looks wondertul. Her skin is

marvelous, smooth, olive.

doug: I like people to look natural. 1 can't

stand girls who wear a kind of mask.
Barbara: You mean—“I’d say hello but I

can’t see you”?
She dives into tea and cheese cake.

When she’s finished, they both start talk-

ing like mad. About what they like. In-

stead of night life, the beach. They love

the beach. She stays on the sand. He takes

to water like a fish. They like theater.

Read. Watch TV.
Barbara: Oh we argue, too. Only we never

argue over the same thing twice. We
argue and finish it. Once and for all.

second friend: (the pushy one) Who
cooks when you eat at each other’s

place? Both of you?
BARBARA: (giggles) I make the dinner. He

picks up his fork!

doug: She won’t let me cook.

Barbara: (flatly) Men don’t belong in the

kitchen. Women don’t belong in a tool

shed. I tried to put up a nail for a towel

rack. You should see ... he had to do
it for me.

doug: (laughs. Really laughs) I’m not

much of a handy man either. Once in a

while, 1 get on a kick . . . when I still

had the house I had this brilliant idea

. . . I’d change doorknobs.
Barbara : The whole door came down, but

the doorknob stayed tight.

doug: I had to get a carpenter finally.

They talk about what date was the most.

Christmas. Christmas Eve at Mike Lan-
don’s. Christmas Day at the McClures’.
How long have they been steady dating?
Eight months. Barbara counts them off on
long coral-tipped fingers. Now she puts up
her free hand to caress his face. She’s ma-
ture. Twenty-two but mature. They're in

luck to have each other. They know' it.

“Mr. Clean.” she calls him. She touches
his face again, his close-cropped hair.

“Isn’t he? Even the girls at the beauty shop
call him that."

“I'm always in a shower or a bathtub
on TV.” he grins.

Not the reason. Mr. Clean. Character as

she sees it.

“The biggest kick's giving, not getting.

Alone I'm nothing,” he says.

He has her close beside him. Brown
eyes. Blue eyes. Same exact look.

The brash friend suddenly says. “Hey,
Doug, 1 just realized—you’re a shy guy!”

Sure enough, he looks like a small hoy
caught raiding the cookie jar. “Yeah.
Shucks.” His face flushes, no longer resem-

bling cool, calm Jed Sills of “Checkmate.”
Boy and girl walk out of the restaurant,

arms around each other . . . down the steps

to the parking lot. Name’s McClure, first

name, Doug. Beside her. he looks six feet

ten . . . curly blond hair . . . guy in love

. . . very warm. Tough—tender. . . . With
her no defense . . . needs none. Not any-

more. The End

Be sure to see Doug in “Checkmate” on
CBS-TV every Saturday at 8:30 P.M. EST.

Married women
are sharing this secret

. . . the new, easier, surer protection

for those most intimate marriage problems

What a blessing to be able to trust

in the wonderful germicidal protec-

tion Norforms can give you. Nor-

forms have a highly perfected new
formula that releases antiseptic

and germicidal ingredients with

long-lasting action. The exclusive

new base melts at body tenapera-

ture, forming a powerful protec-

tive film that guards (but will not

harm) the delicate tissues.

And Norforms’ deodorant protec-

tion has been tested in a hospital

clinic and found to be more effec-

tive than anything it had ever

used. Norforms eliminate (rather

than cover up) embarrassing
odors, yet have no “medicine” or

“disinfectant" odor themselves.

And what convenience! These

small feminine suppositories are

so easy and convenient to use.

Just insert— no apparatus, mixing

or measuring. They’re greaseless

and they keep in any climate.

Now available in new packages

of 6, as well as 12 and 24. Also

available in Canada.

Tested by doctors . . .

trusted by women . . .

proved in hospital clinics

IINE SUPPOSITORIE
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FREE informative Norforms booklet

Just mail this coupon to Dept. PH-14
Norwich Pharmacal Co., Norwich, N.Y.

L Please send me the new Norforms booklet,

in a plain envelope.
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Norforms8
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OPPORTUNITIES

FOR YOU
For ad rates, write

9 S. Clinton, Chicago 6 ^
OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (Pub.W—

A

PR. '6
1

)

UP TO $300 For Your Child’s Picture paid by advertisers.
Send small picture for approval. (All Ages),. Returned. Print

. S[child's, parent's name, a<

Hollywood, California.
dress. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, P4,

BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat-
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1614C. Glen-
dale, California,

DRESSES 24c; SHOES 39c; Men’s suits $4.95; trousers
$1.20. Better used clothing. Free catalog. Transworld, 164-A
Christopher, Brooklyn 12, N.Y.
MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers.

Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National,

81-WM, Knickerbocker Station, New York City.

SAVE $$$$
—"BEAUTY from Kitchen Shelves” gives beauty

secrets from select finishing schools. $2.00. Karla, 129 South
Second. Corvallis, Oregon.
LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywearl No
house selling I Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana.

WOMEN WANTED TO Assemble Jewelry At Home. Star
Jewelry Co., 60 W. Hays Banning, Californ ia.

SEW OUR APRONS for merchants. Materials supplied. Jiffy

Manufacturing, Lake Vi llage 75, A rkansas. .

SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time. Easy,

profitable. Hanky Aprons. Caldwell 3. Ark.

GOOD INCOME FROM home typing I Detailed information

$1 (refundable). Ryco . 210 Fifth Ave„ New York 10.

EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut's,

Logan ville, W isconsin.

HOME TYPINGI $65 week possiblel Details $1. Treasurer,

709 Webster, New Rochelle, N. Y.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
HIGH SCHOOL AT Home in spare time with 64-year-old

school. No classes. Standard high school texts supplied. Single

subjects if desired. Credit for subjects already completed.

Progress at own speed. Diploma awarded. Information book-
let free . . . write today! American School, Dept. X474, Drexel

at 58th,^jhicago_37. .

Finish HIGH SCHOOL at home. No classes. Texts fur-

nished. If 1 7 or over and left school, write for Free assignment
and catalog. High School Division, LaSalle Extension Univer-

sity, A Correspondence Institution, 419 S. Dearborn, Dept.

WC 342, Chicago 5, Illinois.

ATTEND BUSINESS SCHOOL at home! Save time and ex-

pense of attending classes, prepare for secretarial career in

typing, shorthand, business procedures, bookkeeping. Write

for Catalog. Wayne School, 417 S. Dearborn, Dept. SC346,

Chicago 5, III.

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers.

Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1,

Atlanta, Georgia.
STRENGTHEN YOUR VOICE—For More success in busi-

ness, social life! Free booklet. (Give age.) PV Institute, 210

S. Clinton, Studi o 2DN-1 57, C hicago 6.

MEDICAL SECRETARY . . . HOME Study. Boston Institute

of Medical Secretaries , 725Z Boylston Street, Boston, Mass.
|

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $100 TO $600 by mail. Quick, Easy, Private.

No Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the

amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil-

patrick Bldg., Dept. D-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska, .

LOANS ENTIRELY BY Mail—$600 Or Less. Strictly confi-

dential. Repay in 24 monthly payments. Write: Budget Finance

Co ., Dept. K-31 , 1

1

4 S. 1 7, Omaha 2, Nebr,

NEW! BORROW $800. Anywhere. Increased Loan Limit. Air

Mail Service. Postal Finance, 374 New Brotherhood Building,

Dept. 63-E, Kan sas City, Kansas.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
FASHION DEMONSTRATORS—$20-$40 Profit Evenings.

No delivering or collecting. Beeline Style Shows are Party

Plan Sensation! Samples furnished Free. Beeline Fashions,

Bensenville 35, Illinois.

WOMEN WRITE for Cosmetics Free on trial. Earn $50 to

$150 regularly in spare time. Lucky Heart, Dept 4D,

Memphis, Tenn.
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-41, Chicago

32, Illinois.

60% PROFIT COSM ETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
details. Studio Gir l-H ollywood, Glenda le , Calif . Dept. 1614H.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems:
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.

POEMS WANTED—FREE examination. Best recorded Free,

7-piece orchestra. Melodies written. Free sample record. Send
poems. Songmakers, 1 472-Y Broad wa y. New York 36.

SONGWRITERS, NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send
songs, poems. Sfarcrest Recorders, 1350-B North Highland,
Hollywood 28, Calif. .

BUSI NESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare
Time. Simple, Easv. No canvassing. Write; Ougor, Caldwell

1, Arkansas.
MAKE BIG MONEY invisibly mending damaged garments
at home. Details Free. Fabricon, 6240 Broadway, Chicago 40 .

STAMP COLLECTING
TERRIFIC STAM P BARG AIN I Israel— Iceland -Vatican As-
sortment-Plus Exotic TrianHe Set—Also Fabulous British

Colonial Accumulation— Plus Large Stamp Book— All Four
Offers Free—Send 10c To Cover Postage. Empire Stamp
Corporation, De pt. PC, Toronto, Canada.

EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION
CHOICE U.S. & Overseas Jobs. All T rades. Firms, Addresses,
Hiring Procedures, Pay Scales, Benefits. For information
write: World Wide, Dept. A9,149 N. Franklin St. Hempstead,
N.Y,

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS
WRITERS! REQUEST FREE sample Pink Sheets listing

markets U.S.A. Literary Ageny Mead, 915 Broadway, New
York.

OLD LEG TROUBLE
Easy to use Viscose Applications may
heal many old leg sores due to venous
congestion of varicose veins, leg swell-

ing or injuries. Send today for aFREE
BOOK and No-Cost-For-Trial-plam

R. G. VISCOSE COMPANY
140 N. Ocarborn Street. Chicago 2, Illinois

DIVORCE
Continued from page 39

person June could turn to for the under-
standing and advice she needed.

Neither woman is willing to comment on
what they talked about. But there were no
denials either. After the meeting, people
were quick to point out that Lucy, having
been through the division of Desilu Studios,

might well give June some financial advice.

After all, she and Dick also shared an
entertainment empire, Four Star Produc-
tions. It was true, they had this in common.
But June and Lucy also had much more
to talk about than finances.

It’s strange that nobody had thought

about it before. At first look. June and
Lucy seemed two such different types. June
was shy. cuddly, with an appealing little-

girl quality. Lucy was open and hearty,

the typical redhead. And yet their lives

have been oddly alike. There is a strange

pattern . . .

Tragedy struck

June Allvson and Lucille Ball were
born, a few years apart, in New York
State. As children they dreamed of show
business careers: each was laughed at

by friends and relatives who pointed out

that they were hardly beauties.

Each girl underwent a tragic experience

that almost crippled her for life.

For June it was an accident. She was
on the wrong street at the wrong time;

a tree, struck by lightning shortly before,

began to shake—and dropped a huge
branch on her.

Her spine had been injured. Her legs

hung useless, immobile. She could scarce-

ly move her arms. And her face, bloodied

and torn, was destined to a network of

angry red scars.

For Lucille, it was an illness; she con-

tracted pneumonia. Whether through im-

proper treatment, or simply because of the

violence of the attack, it left her paralyzed.

For eight months she lay in bed. strug-

gling to move a toe. an ankle, a knee. She
had planned to begin her show business

career as a chorus girl. Now she was told

she might never walk again.

Yet neither girl would consider giving

up. Shy. delicate-boned, tiny June Allvson

—raucous, wide-mouthed, tall Lucille Ball

—separated by miles and by years, they

shared an incredible determination. By ef-

fort. by stubborn resistance to pain, by
sheer will power, they set about restoring

themselves to health.

For June there were long hours in a

swimming pool, to help move her stiff and
aching legs. And then there were the movies

to help forget. She loved Fred Astaire’s.

She sat through “The Gay Divorcee.’" for

example, eighteen times. When she came
home, she knew every step of the dance
routines. Stubbornly, before a mirror, she

made her agonized legs repeat the steps

over and over. Stubbornly, she kept her

eyes away from the dark scars that seamed
her face. In a few years, when she was
ready to look for work, they would be

gone. She would will them away.

She did.

For Lucille, there were exercises that

were much the same—and scars that were
very different. For three long years she
struggled to regain control of her legs.

She spent hours listening to the radio,

studying the great comedians, their tricks,

their timing. The one thing she wanted
was to make people laugh. At one point,

someone brought a drama coach to see

her, to encourage her gallant fight. At
the end of the session the man rose, bit

his lip. and told her honestly that she did

not have a chance. Sick or well, she

simply had no talent. There was no laugh-

ter in his eyes, only pity.

As stubbornly as June Allvson kept her

eyes from her face in the mirror, so Lucille

Ball kept her thoughts from that man. his

kindness and his judgment. Despite him.

despite her unwilling legs, she would be
a comedienne.

She was.

They went west

Each girl went west to Hollywood. Here,
on a movie sound stage, each met the man
she was to marry.
On the surface, no two marriages could

have been less alike. Lucille’s took place

in 1940. June’s in 1945. Lucille chose a

temperamental, unknown Cuban band-
leader, some five years younger than her-

self. June married a somewhat staid, long-

established American movie star—more
than ten years her senior.

But the truth of the matter is that the

marriages were alike—incredibly alike.

Each girl had unerringly chosen a man
who would, as the years went on, dominate
her completely.

Their reasons were different—Lucy,

big-boned, tall, strong-willed, longed for

a man who would restore her to gentle,

submissive femininity; June. tiny, delicate,

shy. was accustomed to being guided anil

tutored by others. But the results were
very much the same. Lucy learned to adapt

herself to the Cuban concept of marriage
in which the husband made the decisions

with or without his wife’s consent, where
all jov depended on his good humor, and
all contentment for his wife on his protec-

tion. It was a way of living totally foreign

to Lucy, but it was exactly what she

wanted. June began an education even

more drastic in her effort to live Richard

Powell’s life—she knew literally nothing of

the technique of running a large Bel Air

home or a Mandeville Canyon estate, of

dealing with servants, of hostessing a din-

ner or cocktail party, or. for that matter,

of even talking sensibly to Dick’s intel-

lectual. cultured friends. What it meant
was the “making over” of June Allyson. It

was exactly what she wanted.

And yet, underneath, both girls suf-

fered deep, almost hidden doubts. Lucille’s

were revealed shortly after her wedding,

when friends told her frankly that they

gave her marriage six months. “Do you?”
Lucy said happily. “Eve only been giving

it six weeks!”

June’s doubts came out a little different-

ly. In the romantic moment when Dick
Powell proposed, he murmured that he

wanted to marry her, that he loved her

deeply. “And I.” cried June, throwing

eager arms about him. “love you. too

—

Tommy!” She had spoken the name of a

childhood sweetheart by mistake.

And so the marriages began. And moved



steadily along almost identical paths,

under almost identical stress.

At the beginning, there was the strain

of being apart. For June and Dick, en-

forced separations were not really long

or frequent. They were apart only when
location shooting was required for either

of them, and this seldom meant more than

a few weeks. But for Lucy and Desi Arnaz.

enforced separations were far more severe.

Desi toured with his hand for months
and months at a time. He and Lucy once

estimated that in the early years of their

marriage they spent far less than half their

time together. In each marriage, the result

was one of increased tension. For as the

wives’ careers soared, those of the hus-

bands slipped badly..

It was not either man’s fault. The
American taste for Latin music had simply

faded away. Cuban orchestras, however
spirited, were no longer in demand. And
Dick Powell had already been in pictures

for a long time. With both husbands in-

creasingly worried and discontented, both

marriages were soon up against real

trouble.

Well-meaning friends thought children

might help. Both women had wanted
children from the beginning. Lucy had
long since agreed to bring hers up as

Catholics to please Desi; June was well

aware of Dick’s great love for his daughter
by a previous marriage to Joan Blonde! i.

and longed to give him a child herself.

But neither woman could have a baby.

Lucy tried, suffered a miscarriage, tried

again, lost another baby. June failed to

become pregnant, consulted a doctor, and
was told that she should not expect to

ever conceive a child. She was crushed.

For the first time, each woman seemed
to give up hope.

Their marriages faltered

Confused and confusing, the marriages
staggered on—and faltered. Lucy’s and
Desi’s broke down utterly in 1944. when
she divorced her husband. For June and
Dick the first official split came in 1957.

when Dick moved out of their Mandeville
Canyon home. In both cases the decision

was made by the woman. And in both

cases the women changed their minds and
decided to reconcile. Each couple decided

to start life over with a complete overhaul

of not only their domestic situation, but

their careers as well. And each arrived at

the same solution.

Both Desi and Dick decided to give up
performing for the more demanding, less

publicized work of directing and produc-

ing. Each was spurred on by natural

ability and drive, and by a strong addi-

tional impetus—the desire to check forever

the tendency of some people to refer to

Desi as “Mr. Ball,” to Dick as “Mr. Ally-

son.” Each, somewhat to the surprise of

skeptics, proved a remarkable success.

It seemed to everyone concerned that

life had taken a distinct turn for the

better.

Other things had improved as well. At
thirty-nine Lucy became pregnant again

—

and succeeded in bringing her first child,

Lucy Desiree, into the world. Two years

later she had a son. Desi TV. June, some
time before, had adopted a baby girl.

Pam. Two years after, to her joyous aston-

ishment, she became pregnant. Ricky, her
son. was born on Christmas Eve.

Money rolled in. Both men had shrewd
business sense. Before long they were
working not for others but for themselves.

Four Star Productions and Desilu became
names to be reckoned with in the world of

TV.
But just as strains had emerged from the

success of the two women, new tensions ap-

peared born of their husbands’ triumphs.
Both men were soon working eighteen

to twenty hours a day. Desi rarely left

the RKO studios he had purchased for

Desilu. At home, keyed up beyond exhaus-
tion by his fantastic accomplishments, he

would pace the house restlessly until Lucy
agreed to go out night-clubbing with him
—or to let him go alone. Dick, less bound
to a single location, flew back and forth

to New York, to Europe, from chore to

chore, gave interviews, bought scripts, cast,

directed and acted in them. Older than
Desi. he showed the wear and tear more
conventionally—at home he simply col-

lapsed.

Lucy was no businesswoman, no night-

clubber. She was willing to put in her
time making “I Love Lucy,” but her spare

hours she wanted to give to her home, her

children, her husband. She was willing to

be. on paper, a vice president of Desilu,

but violently opposed to letting it dom-
inate her life. June, working less now than

Dick, was restless. Still young, poised,

beautiful in a more mature way, she

wanted a little oJ the glamor and excite-

ment she had been too awkward and
frightened to enjoy years before. She was
willing to star in some of Dick's produc-
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lions, willing to be financially a part ol Ills

TV setup, but violently opposed to let-

ting his work rob her of all gaiety, all Inn.

Again, each couple struggled valiantly

to hold together the shattering bits of their

lives. For Lucy and Desi there were com-
promises—dinner out one night, dinner in

the next. For June and Dick there were
new notions—a house closer to fashionable

Hollywood than their Mandeville Canyon
estate, trips to New York and stunning
new wardrobes for June.

These were desperate. temporary
measures, and, of course, they failed. In

spring of 1960. Lucille Ball divorced Desi

Arnaz for the second time. In late winter

of 1961. June Allyson, after her long

talk witli Lucille, announced that she had
split witli Dick Powell for the second
time, and her lawyer confirmed that either

a legal separation or a divorce would
shortly take place.

What took place?

What took place exactly during that

long talk in New York?
Whatever she said, it was obviously

enough to give June the courage she

needed.

But a few weeks after June’s announce-
ment of the split, some people were won-
dering what Lucille Ball would say then.

For the newspapers were bursting witli

reports of an impending reconciliation

between Lucy and Desi.

But if people had recognized the pat-

tern that Lucille Ball and June Allyson

have been sharing for so many years, they

would have stopped speculating—and
simply waited.

FABIAN

Continued from page 56

the way your really feel—like the way you
hid your disappointment at not being able

to graduate in January as you had planned
—and to always do your best to make
others happy. A Fabian always brings gifts

whenever he goes home—like the last time

you were in town for a visit and arrived

loaded down with boxes. An espresso

coffeepot for Mom. And for Pop—an elec-

tric shoeshiner! To be a Fabian certainly

must be to have a sixth sense about things

—like knowing how angry your mom got

when your father ran around the house
using the new kitchen towels or anything
else he could find to shine his shoes!

To be a Fabian is to shift your weight
from one foot to the other whenever you
feel uncomfortable about meeting someone
new; it’s to stay up late at night watching
TV or reading parts of the encyclopedia:

and it’s sleeping under piles and piles of

blankets when you finally do get into bed.

To be a Fabian is to love sweaters,

steaming-hot showers and your new car.

It’s going to class on the set, dating pretty

girls and loving dogs—especially mongrels.
To be a Fabian is to have thick brown
hair that gets combed first thing every

morning and a funny habit of crossing your
legs and scratching the bottom of one
foot when you’re sitting down in a big,

|

comfortable chair.

And nut lot long.

Lucille Ball and Desi Arnaz held a warm
reunion in New York—Desi had flown

across the country to celebrate his son’s

birthday with his ex-wife and family—and
to talk about getting hack together again.

On that very day, three thousand miles
away. Dick Powell stepped off an airplane

in Los Angeles and walked into the out-

stretched arms of his wife, June, and
their daughter and son. At the very

moment when the millions who loved Lucy
were waiting for the announcement that

Desi once more loved her, too, other mil-

lions were eagerly reading Dick Powell’s

smiling statement: “I still love June and
1 believe she still loves me. If people will

only leave us alone, maybe we can work
out our situation.”

Coincidence? Maybe! But so many co-

incidences have taken place so regularly

over so many years.

A few days later, it seemed that neither

of the warm reunions had come to any-
thing. Desi went back to Hollywood

—

alone; Lucy remained in New York with

the children. And though June Allyson
had welcomed Dick home with a kiss, she

turned up promptly for her appointment
with the judge, and. tearfully, she picked

up the divorce papers.

Still, it’ll be a year before that divorce

becomes final. And in a year anything can
happen to June and Dick. And to Lucy
and Desi, too.

-—Charlotte Dinter

See June on “The DuPont Show with June
Allyson.” Mon.. 10:30 P.M. EST. Dick is

on “The Zane Grey Theater,” Thurs., 8:30
P.M. EST. Lucy’s in U-A’s “Facts of Life.”

To be a Fabian is to make strangers

feel right at home when they come to

visit—just the way you made me feel

welcome when I came to visit you and your
family on your eighteenth birthday. And
not only were you extra-friendly so I

wouldn’t feel strange among all your
friends and relatives, but you didn’t even

object to my snooping around taking notes

everywhere you went! I guess to be a

Fabian is to be kind to reporters, too!

But now that I think of it. you’re even

nice to people you've never even met—like

that Saturday morning of the weekend I

was visiting.

“Aren’t you Fabian?”

You had gone outside to polish your

pride and joy, your turquoise Pontiac

convertible, when you heard the spin of

tires in the snow and the smell of burning

rubber. You went back into the house, put

on your big heavy snowboots and went to

see what you could do to help. Sure

enough, the owner of the car was putting

sand under the front wheels—and getting

nowhere. After you quietly suggested that

he put the sand under the back wheels

instead, he had no trouble getting the car

out of the snowdrift at the side of the road.

The man looked at you for a few seconds,

then went over and whispered something

to his wife who was sitting in the car.

Suddenly he turned and asked, “Say,

aren’t you Fabian?”

“Yes, sir, I am,” you answered politely.
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“Well, I’ll be clanged! How do you like

that? Would you be kind enough to give

me your autograph? My daughter listens

to your records all the time.”

“I’d be happy to, sir. Thank you.”

“I’m the one to thank you, son.”

“Well, sir,” you said, “it’s an honor to

have someone ask for your autograph, and

I appreciate it very much.”

It was right that very minute I decided

that to be a Fabian is to be a very level-

headed young man—a big star who’s also

a big person. That’s when I liked you the

most, when I was sure that to be a Fabian

didn’t mean that you couldn’t still be just

as helpful and good-natured as any kid

on the block.

And you really are good-natured. To
be a Fabian is to be able to take the

ribbing about your diet without complaint.

I remember after you’d finished helping

that man with his car, you headed inside

—all set for a small snack like half an

apple pie and two glasses of milk. But Bob
Marcucci was right there in the kitchen

with your mom, so it was more lean ham-

burger and tea with lemon! To be a

Fabian is to have parents that love you

very much and a mom who would love to

cook all the things you like to eat. I think

she felt almost as disappointed as you

did when Bob put a fast finish to your ap-

ple pie. Of course, to be a real reporter.

I should tell all the facts—like how you

didn’t give up without a struggle, and how
it was your mom’s quick eye that saved

Bob from having two big, fat, freezing ice

cubes slipped down the back of his neck!

But, after all, I said that to be a Fabian is

to love to play practical jokes and to

love surprises.
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Three surprises

That whole weekend had been a sur-

prise. Your flying home to spend your

eighteenth birthday with your family was
the first surprise. They never dreamed that

you’d fly home just for the weekend. But to

be a Fabian is to understand how much
your being home at that time would mean
to them, it’s to think of others before you
think of yourself. The second surprise was
my being invited to spend that weekend in

Haddonfield. which was great, and the

third surprise. . . . Well, for a change,

this time the surprise was on you! Your
father, with the help of a few relatives, had

converted half of the garage into a studio

room just for you. And the look on your

face must have been more than worth all

the work they put into building it. Your
big blue-green eyes almost popped. Yup,
to be a Fabian is to have that “Tiger

Look”! And to be a Fabian is to be a

softie, even though you’d almost choke
before you’d let anyone see you shed a tear

—that is, when you saw your studio room
complete with hi-fi, recording equipment,

a TV set, shelves for your books and
mementos, executive-type leather furniture

and your plaques and awards lining the

walls. You knew it was a place where you
could be all alone to listen to music, to

practice singing or acting and a place

to be alone with your thoughts—a room
where you could be a Fabian to your
heart’s content! -

—

Linda Randall
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THE OTHER SIDE

OF THE STORY
Continued from page 31

was Mary and her eagerness to have
Sandra mingle with young people and her
own sympatico for the young, being so
young herself, that brought the roof down
over her head. And one thing must be
stressed right here. Mary always encour-
aged Sandra to mingle with young people,
to go out on dates, to have fun. I know this

first hand from my experiences with them
in Rome. It was always Sandra who hung
back, unlike gregarious Mary who loves

everybody and loves to be on the move.
And there’s another point I must bring

out to stress the workings of fate. Sandra
actually fought against returning to Rome
for the “Come September” picture until

the last possible moment. She had spent
long weeks in Italy making “Romanoff
and Juliet” and all she wanted now was to

stay in Beverly Hills and enjoy her new
beautiful home. Only a day or two before
leaving she’d telephoned me to say how
she hoped for a last-minute reprieve. “I’m
talking to Ross about it,” she said, mean-
ing, of course, producer Ross Hunter who
discovered her at 14 when she was a suc-

cessful model in New York.
In the end, she went. (And was never

to return to that house as Sandra Dee.)

Sandra ... a new person

Once the picture started, though, Sandra
became a new person. There were ten or

so young people working in the film, and
Sandra became friendly with them—to

Mary’s delight. They would all congregate
between scenes laughing and talking.

All, that is, except one character called

Bobby Darin who kept strictly to himself.

He’d sit off in a corner strumming his

guitar and paying no mind to anyone.
Finally Mary began to feel sorry for him
and going over said, “Bobby, why don’t

you join the young people? They seem to

be having fun.” Of course, Mary, playing

it all by ear, had no idea that Bobby, hack
in the States, had sat through several

movies, watching a lovely young blond

charmer on ttie screen called Sandra Dee, 1
and said to himself and others, “That’s 1
the girl I’m going to marry.”

But he gave no indication of any marked
interest in Sandy when he met her in Rome
for the first time. In fact, there seemed to I

be a spark of antagonism between them
and Mary felt sorry about it. And sorry for
Bobby Darin who seemed to be very much
alone.

In the end, she asked him and his :

brother-in-law Charles Mafia up to the suite

for a drink. And the die was cast. Bobby
took to dropping in almost every day, often

,

taking Mary and a few friends—including
Sandra at times—to dinner. Sandra and
Bobby were still at odds, and it seemed
sometimes that Sandra resented his pres-

;

ence in their suite. They snapped and
bickered for the three months they worked
on that picture, with Mary trying to act

as peacemaker.
And then it happened. Barely three

;

weeks before the completion of the film,

Sandra, in a new black frock, walked into

the living room of her suite ready to go to

dinner with a friend. Bobby was there.

“Have dinner with me,” he said abruptly.
]

Sandra slowly turned and looked at him.
There was that in his voice that spoke
with authority, almost a command. She
looked at him for a long, fascinated min-
ute while Mary buzzed around with hap-
piness.

“Oh, go, Sandra, go,” she pleaded.
Sandra looked at her mother and the wait-

ing friend.

“Just the two of us,” Bobby said. And
while Mary fairly danced with pleasure
that at last these two could be friends,

Sandra walked out that door with Bobby
and out of Mary’s intimate life.

Bobby’s champion

I think, and I’m surmising, that part of

the hurt in Mary’s heart during the events

that followed so rapidly, was due to the

fact that she had so wholeheartedly liked

Bobby, despite differences of opinions of

others on that picture. Mary was his

champion. In fact, she wrote me several

times about Bobby, his wit, his appeal, his

talent. “He’s an intelligent boy, too,” she

wrote. “I do want you to meet him when
we return.”

So contrary to what people say, Mary
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was beside herseli with pleasure when
Sandra and Bobby began seeing each

other. At one time she’d tipped off Bobby
that Sandra’s favorite flowers were yellow

roses and every other day from then on

a long box of yellow roses arrived for

Sandra.

It was when Bobby turned assertive, as

any lover would, that Mary began to under-

stand what was happening. Bobby made
no secret of his intentions, once he’d

grabbed Sandra’s attention. “I’m going to

marry your daughter so go along with it.”

It hit Mary like a ton of iron bricks.

Not that any mother wouldn’t think Bobby
a good catch. But marriage for Sandra at

eighteen had never entered her mind.

Bobby left Rome, his role finished, a few

days before Mary and Sandra. From New
York he telephoned Sandra with news. “I

have a gift for you.”

“Oh, what, please tell me,” she begged,

but in her heart she knew it was a ring.

When they arrived in New York, Mary and

a friend from the studio went on to the

Drake Hotel while Bobby and Sandra
spent the time together before his plane

took off at eleven that same evening for

Hollywood
Bobby, it seems, had business there, and,

as it turned out, part of his business was
renting a cozy house in Bel-Air for the

bride he would bring back exactly ten days
later. That’s how fast things move in the

world of the brilliant young Bobby Darin.

And it is undoubtedly one of the con-

tributing factors to his enormous success

today. For no one disputes the amazing,

versatile talents of young Bobby Darin.

And no one quarrels with the adage that

all is fair in love and war. And no one
can blame Bobby for setting his sights on
as sweet and sheltered a beauty as Sandra
Dee and winning her for his bride. I don’t.

Mary doesn’t. Sandra’s fans don’t. So this

is really a story with a happy ending at-

tended only temporarily with heartache and
confusion.

The heartache for a while was Mary’s.
Not over the fact, I feel, that Sandra was
about to become a bride. But over the rush.

For always keep in mind, Sandra was
Mary’s life. Her whole existence was
Sandra and sure as shootin’ it was wearing
them both down. For Sandra had now
grown into young womanhood and was be-

coming restless. Mary was puzzled, and
their friends were concerned for both of

them. And there the situation stood when
the curtain rose on Act III in Rome.

Mary was happy

Mary claims she became reconciled to

Sandra’s engagement despite the fact she
and Bobby had known each other well for

only a matter of week's. How could she
help but be happy for Sandra whose hap-
piness stood out like a shooting star? The
brightness of it was almost blinding, and
the joy of it infectious.

“You’re engaged and in love,” Mary told
Sandra. “Enjoy it for a while. It’s the most
wonderful period of your life.” But under-
neath there was a feeling of disquietude.
Would they wait for Sandra’s new film

“Tammy Tell Me True” to be finished?
Would Sandra walk down that church aisle

in flowing white as her mother pictured?
All these thoughts troubled her. For the

first time in her life, I think Mary must
have felt shut out from her daughter’s life.
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Her mind must have gone back through
the years to the time Sandra was three and
Mary was holding down two jobs to sup-

port them. She would take Sandra with

her each day on the daytime job and each
noon hour run across the street to pick up
Sandra’s lunch at the restaurant. “Don't

cross the street, honey,” she’d call over to

Sandy waiting at the curb. “I won’t.

Mama,” Sandra would say. “I won’t cross

the street.”

So now. Mary suddenly realized. Sandra
had crossed the street and it was Mary
who couldn’t cross hack. Sentimental, per-

haps, and maybe silly, but remember, this

is the way of mothers.

It was the blood test. I think, that finally

brought things to a head. Sandra hadn’t

mentioned that she and Bobby had under-

gone the steps necessary for taking out a

marriage license.

Mary hadn’t been told. She. I found out,

learned it through another. And in a blind

panic of hurt, bewilderment, confusion and
helplessness, Mary fled. She had to be

alone to think things out. To know what to

do and where to turn. She realized now
Bobby would never wait.

For twenty-four hours she sat alone in a

small motel near Philadelphia and went
through her own personal agony quite

alone. And when it was over. Mary had
found herself and knew that nothing in

this world, neither hurt, nor loneliness, nor

thoughts of self, mattered in the least.

What did matter was Sandra’s happiness.

She missed the wedding that took place

at three o’clock in the morning in the

home of one of Bobby’s friends with

Bobby’s family in attendance. But that,

too. was put into the past. She simply

hadn't known about it nor dreamed that in

her twenty-four hours absence the wedding
would take place.

The home they shared

I imagine it was murder for Mary to

walk into the bright house she’d shared

with Sandra in Hollywood, the two so

closely knit in work and affection. But
today Mary’s many friends have rallied

’round, her open-house receptions are

jammed with adoring friends, her few

social gatherings find her the life of the

party. Her bright smile that flashes so sud-

THREE LITTLE

WORDS
Continued from page 66

all the other girls he’d met. Bob held back.

He knew the one thing he didn’t want

was another mistake. He’d made two

painful ones already.

He’d been just twenty-one, still at

UCLA, when he married Mary Kather-

ine Jobe. For almost six years, it was a

good marriage. Bob finished school and,

burning with ambition, began to get his

career underway. The night he came home
with an invitation to a big Hollywood

party, he acted like someone who’d finally

grabbed the brass ring on a merry-go-

I

round.

I

“Get yourself a new dress,” he said,

denly, her wonderful hospitality, her out-

going nature enchants everyone. She’s
truly a charming woman.
We talked at length about a job, Evelyn.

And Mary is eager to launch herself on
her own in the business world. Occasion-
ally a word slips out about her yearnings.

“Sandra was here today,” she will say,

“and I watched her go down the hill in her
new white car as far as I could glimpse
her.”

Or she'll say, “Sandra began her new
picture, ‘Tammy Tell Me True,’ today. It’s

the first time I haven’t been with her on
a picture, you know.” And then her smile

will flash to hide the hidden disappoint-

ment and she’ll say, “Let’s have a good
cup of coffee.” And she’ll busy herself in

the kitchen. And if she hears the song
“Mack, the Knife” coming from the radio,

she gives no sign.

A long single yellow rose in a crystal

bud vase was delivered to Sandra on the

day “Tammy” began. The card read, “All

My Love. Mother.” Sandra read the card

carefully. “I’m going to call her right now,”
she said, hurrying off to the set telephone.

In fact, the day I was visiting Mary we
brought the bride into our little circle

by way of the telephone, with Mary and
me chatting away on one end, Sandra on
the other. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Cooking,” Sandra said, and we both broke
out into hysterical laughter. Sandra cook-

ing!

All Mary wants at this time, is to be

allowed to come back into the warmth of

being needed, of being accepted by Bobby
and loved by Sandra. She’s willing now to

stand off and enjoy their happiness. Mary
Douvan went through a personal hell to

achieve this triumph of love over self and
nothing in this world will swerve her from
her course. Of Bobby she speaks only the

kindest words, and with glowing praise for

his talents. To Sandra she gives a mother’s

greatest gift : She opens her arms and lets

her go.

Being a mother myself, I don’t know
what else a mother can do, do you. Evelyn?

—Sara Hamilton

Sandy and Bobby are in “Come September”
for U-I. Sandy is also in U-I’s “Tammy
Tell Me True” and “Romanoff and Juliet.”

Bobby’s also in “Pepe” for Columbia.

waving the invitation triumphantly at

Mary. “We’re going to meet the biggest

people in town.”

At the party, at the very moment he’d

be shaking hands for the first time with

people he’d admired all his life—knowing
that they really liked and accepted him

—

he would glance toward the corner of the

room and see Mary, shy and retiring, and

suddenly the whole evening fell flat. It

was the first of many such evenings.

When other people weren’t around, Bob
and Mary were happy. But out in the

world where Bob felt he had to find his

way, their marriage fell apart. One day

Mary even quit her job as a script reader

for Columbia to become a waitress in a

Hollywood ice cream parlor. “Why?” Bob
asked her. “Why?” She told him on the

new job she wouldn’t have any responsi-

bility. He tried to stop her from crawling

into a shell. She had good looks and a good

mind, he reassured her, and shouldn t
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way. Suddenly each had needs the other

couldn’t fill—or even understand. They
ended the marriage.

When Bob married again, he felt that he
had learned enough from his first marriage
to make it work the second time. He and
Barbara Ruick were playing gay, romantic
roles together at M-G-M, and one day in

1953—just like a scene out of one of their

movies—they eloped. Everyone thought it

was a perfect romance and, for a while,

it was.

The first sign of trouble came when
Bob’ s career cooled and Barbara’s got hot.

Out of a job, Bob stayed home and kept
house while Barbara earned the money for

the groceries.

“I think you’re beginning to take me for

granted as a housekeeper,” Bob said one
day, only half joking.

Barbara looked up from the dress she*
INVEST IN

U. S. SAVINGS BONDS

NOW EVEN BETTER

was ironing. “Well,” she answered, “it’s

too bad you don’t know how to iron, too.”

She was late for work and she’d spoken
too quickly, without thinking. But the dam-

j

age was done.

“From Barbara’s standpoint,” Bob said
later, “I did let her down. There I was,
turned into a housekeeper instead of the
secure, promising actor she’d married. A
husband and wife should be proud of each
other—dressed up or messed up—and if

they can't be proud, there’s something very
wrong between them.”
They were divorced in 1956.

What was wrong?

Bob couldn’t be blamed if, after that,
he was a cagey bachelor. You never know
a girl till you marry her. He knew that
was true now and he also knew that by
the time you married her. it was too late.

He had been burned twice. What was
wrong? Both girls he’d married had been
nice girls. Wonderful girls. Maybe it was
marriage itself that was wrong.
Maybe there was safety in numbers. Lots

of girls could singe you, but only one girl

—only love—could burn you. So he dated
sweet girls, exciting girls, tall girls and
short girls. But always there was something-
wrong. Usually the trouble was—the girl

wanted to marry him.
It happened often. Variations on the

same trick. His phone would ring and he’d
hear a soft voice (Sue or Anne or Ruth
or Priscilla) ask, “Bob, did I leave my
compact in your car?” When he went to
look, the compact was always there. He
was positive she’d left it there on purpose,
trying to get him to ask her out again. But
Bob wouldn’t bite. If a girl forgot her com-
pact or her comb or her gloves, he’d send
them back by mail. And that was that!

But with Marilynn, it was different.
There was something about her that first

uay on ine Dare stage in Warren, Uhio
—

she looked so pretty, she seemed so help-
less—that made him want to go over and
put his arms around her. But the part of
him that was always suspicious of girls,

that made him alert for their wiles and
tricks, said, “Stay away from her. It’s all

an act. She’s trying to make me feel sym-
pathetic.”

If it was an act on Marilynn’s part, it

was a good act. Throughout the run of
the show in Ohio, she seemed to be under
a terrible strain—and helpless to do any-
thing about it. But Bob kept his distance.
Then it was goodbye. They met again
briefly in Detroit to do the show again a
few weeks later, and then goodbye once
more.

But the next time they met, some time
later, Boh found out the truth about Mari-
lynn, what was really the matter with her.

It hadn’t been an act. The trouble with
Marilynn Bradley was that she was mar-
ried !

During those weeks in Ohio and Detroit,

she was keeping her problems to herself,

trying desperately to save her marriage.
But now she and her husband had sepa-
rated completely, and were going to get a

divorce. She was still very pretty, but that

tense, helpless look had gone.

Shortly after that. Bob finished a smash
Christmas engagement at the London Pal-
ladium and was looking forward to a fab-

ulous weekend in Paris to celebrate. But
at the last minute he hopped onto a plane
going in another direction—to New York
—where he spent New Year’s Eve with
Marilynn. It was lovely, but not love. Not
yet.

When Marilynn arrived in California
and they began to date, he was puzzled.
He’d take her to a football game or danc-
ing or on a long moonlight drive along
the coast. Afterward, he’d think, “Here we
go again.” He’d search the car.

But Marilynn didn't follow the pattern
he expected. She never lost her compact.

If he didn’t call her, she didn’t call him.
If he invited her over for a barbecue,

she could be there all day without sug-
gesting that the couch in the living room
would look better against the other wall.

If they were sitting around quietly
watching TV, she never once said, “Just
like married folks.” He was the one who
said it. Or thought it.

She left the pursuing up to him—and so
he pursued.

Bob began to feel the joys of bachelor
life were really not so joyous after all.

He counted up his freedoms and found
there were lots he could do without: the
freedom to dress up and drag a date to a
noisy bash when you were tired and would
rather watch TV . . . the freedom to be
lonely at the very moment you needed
someone with whom to share a joy or sor-

row . . . the freedom to skim just the sur-

face of life. He had to admit being a
bachelor wasn’t so great. Neither is mar-
riage, he’d quickly remind himself. He
wasn’t giving up without a struggle.

Just in time

And then, just in time, he found some-
thing wrong with Marilynn.
She learned to drive a car. He had to

admit, she got pretty good at it. In fact,

even when she wasn’t behind the wheel,
she was driving.
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Bob was at the wheel, driving across
town with Marilynn to the Cocoanut Grove
in the Ambassador Hotel.

“Look out for that car,” she told him.
He looked out.

“There’s a stop sign. . .
.”

He stopped.

“You have the green light now. . .
.”

He went ahead. But he wasn’t happy.
By some minor miracle, they found a

parking spot right in front of the Ambas-
sador. Boh pulled up near it. put the car
in neutral and turned to Marilynn. “Okay,”
he said grumpily, “you drove the car all

the way down here. Now you park it!” He
got out of the car, slammed the door and,
without a backward look, walked into the
hotel.

It was the first time Marilynn had ever

grappled with the problems of parallel

parking. For half an hour, she edged the

car back and forth, in and out. The car in

front seemed to be creeping toward her,

the space seemed to get smaller. The curb
kept moving in and out, bumping against

the wheels. She was getting flustered and
a little panicky. But she was stubborn.

Bob, waiting for her in the hotel lobby,

began to feel sorry about the way he’d

acted. After thirty minutes, he began to

get worried about Marilynn, too. He
walked back out of the hotel to look for

her.

He found her behind the wheel, looking

pleased. The car was parked. “You did

it!” he shouted. A man, passing by. turned

to stare at him. hut he didn’t care. He was
so proud of Marilynn, he forgot all about
being angry. She didn’t remind him.

She gave up back-seat driving on the

road. Instead, she took it up in the sky.

Bob was piloting his own plane, following

Route 66. when he lost the guiding ribbon

of the road. Marilynn unfolded a huge map
and offered to help. This time. Boh knew
he couldn’t ask her to park when they fi-

nally arrived. “If you’re going to drive the

plane from the hack seat, too.” he said in-

stead. “you better learn how to drive it

from the front.”

She agreed. She went to ground school

and learned navigation.

She was quite a girl. Bob had to admit

it. Even when, finally, he managed to find

something wrong with her, like her back-

seat driving, it turned out it didn’t really

matter. They could both laugh about it. He
could feel himself weakening. Marriage
didn't work before, though, he reminded
himself, why should it work now?

Marilynn had the answer, of course, hut
she wasn’t telling.

Three little words

Not long after, Bob decided to move out

of his small cottage. He looked around
and found a bigger house he thought he
might like in the old rolling hills that rim
the San Fernando Valley.

He drove out one day to show it to

Marilynn and to his business advisor.

His advisor looked it over. “It’s a good
house for you,” he said. They walked in

and he sized up the possibilities of the

spacious living room. “You can entertain

the top people in the industry here,” he
said. “They’ll he impressed.”

Then Marilynn came in. She’d stopped
to pick an armful of roses from the bushes
that edged the entrance to the garden.

She looked around. The afternoon sun-

light slanted through the windows. “It’s

a good house for you.” she said thought-

fully, “you’ll he comfortable here.”

She pointed to a raised platform at the

end of the room. “It’s just right for a

piano.” she said, “.
. . . for when your old

friends come over. You know how they

like to sing around a piano.”

Bob smiled at her. gratefully. It was so

like her. Nothing about impressing people,

about using the house to help His career.

She'd looked at it and thought about his

comfort, about whether it would be right

for his kind of life, for his friends.

They wandered through the other rooms.

To Bob. it suddenly seemed like a big

house for just one person.

“You’ll be comfortable here.” she said.

He nodded. To himself, he thought, “I'll

he lonely here.”

For the first time, he wished she’d said

we. He tried it out in his mind. “Well be

comfortable here.” That sounded better.

But when they’d dropped off his business

advisor and he and Marilynn were alone,

that’s not what he said.

Instead, he said just three little words.

—Vi Swisher

Be sure to see Bob in “Wagon Train” on
NBC-TV, Wednesdays at 7:30 P.M. EST.

WatchTRUE STORY
on your NBC-affiliated television station on Saturdays

See your local paper for time and station. Exciting

stories of actual events and people, straight from the

files of TRUE STORY Magazine—narrated by Kathi
Norris.

And don’t miss “COURAGE IN KNEE SOCKS,”
the deeply moving story of children and in-

tegration . . .

In April TRUE STORY Magazine

Kathi Norris
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THE OTHER WORLD
OF SUZIE WONG

Continued from page 60

the fortune teller had told her, wasn’t it?

She had always believed in fortune tell-

ers. As far back as she could remember.

She had heard from the amah about the

wise old men who just from looking at

your palm could predict your future.

The first time she saw one was when
they were living in China.

Her parents had been divorced and she

had a new mother, Nan. Sometimes, after

school. Nan would take her and her step-

sister, Betty, shopping. She loved the shops

with their counters piled high with bolts

of brilliantly colored silks and long rows

of shiny straw sandals. Afterwards, Nan
would take them to one of the foodstalls

and let them choose whatever they wanted.

One warm day in 1947, soon after her

eighth birthday, she was standing at one of

the stalls, eating sesame seeds and waiting

for Nan to finish her shopping, when sud-

denly her amah whispered.

“Look,” she said. “Over there. That’s the

fortune teller. He’s the one who told my
sister about her new baby.”

She hadn’t expected him to look like

that, so old and wrinkled and with a long

white beard. Half-hidden behind the stall,

she stared for a long time, then turned

and tugged at her amah’s skirt.

“I want to see him,” she said. But then,

when she was standing before him, she

became so shy that all she could do was
look down at her bright-blue quilted trou-

sers.

Impatiently, her amah gave her a little

push and she looked up. Timidly she put

out her hand.

He turned up the palm and held it close

to his eyes. He didn’t talk for a long time,

then begap in a voice so quavery that she

had to bend her head very low in order to

hear him.

The prophecy

He told her all sorts of things about her-

self, things that only her family could

know. And then he told her the most won-
derful thing of all.

“When you are older, you will appear
on a big stage,” he said, his long, thin

finger tracing a line on her palm. “You
will dance and people will applaud. You
will be rich and famous. And,” he added,

“you will travel, far away, over the water,

to America.”
When he finished, she asked was he sure

and when he nodded she dug her hand
deep into the pocket of her quilted jacket

for she knew that in it was a magic.

She was so excited she ran all the way
home, hopping impatiently on one foot

whenever Nan called to her and told her
to wait for them.

Within two days, all the girls at Mary-
knoll Convent where she went to school

knew that Nancy Ka Shen Kwan was go-

ing to be a dancer. At home, she talked

about it constantly and when her great-

uncle came to visit, she hurried to tell him.
He smiled and said: “So you are telling

me some day you will be on the big screen
in one of my theaters.”

Her uncle owned most of the movie
houses in Hong Kong, and after that he
often took her and her cousins to see a

film. As a special treat, they went to one

of the studios where a movie was being

made. As she watched, she vowed to be-

come an actress and that night, when she

finally fell asleep, she dreamed she was
dancing on the screen and all her cousins

were in the audience applauding her.

Early the next morning while everyone

else was still sleeping she was up practic-

ing her ballet steps, and long before it was
time to leave with Betty for her dancing
class, she was ready, her slippers clutched

in her hands.

Her teachers said she was a good dancer
and when she was thirteen and it was time

to go to boarding school in England, her

father selected Kingsmoor. a school in

Gloucester that offered excellent ballet in-

struction. After graduation, she went on to

the Royal Ballet School in London.

She loved her work with the Royal Bal-

let but after four years she grew homesick
for Hong Kong and went home, forever,

she thought. She had just about decided to

open a ballet school there when she read
in the newspaper that Ray Stark was in

Hong Kong looking for a Chinese girl to

play in the movie, “The World of Suzie

Wong.”
Quickly, without giving herself time to

change her mind, she mailed him a photo-

graph of herself. She couldn't explain why
she did because she had never done any
acting in her whole life. But somehow,
ever since that visit to the fortune teller

twelve years before, she had known that

someday this would happen to her.

She didn’t tell that to anyone, though.

She remembered how her English friends

had teased her when she said : “I won’t

walk under ladders, hate to spill salt and
just dread the arrival of Friday the thir-

teenth. I’m very superstitious,” she ad-

mitted, and on the afternoon before she

had an appointment with Mr. Stark, she

took the ferry across the bay to Kowloon
to visit a well-known fortune teller.

“The part is yours”

She told him about the movie and he

answered simply: “The part is yours. Tou
will leave for America in less than one
month.”

The next day she took her test. It was
bad. Even she knew it. But. when Mr.

Stark said they needed someone with more
acting experience, she almost cried. “The
fortune teller was so sure,” she kept re-

peating to herself during the rest of the

interview. Then, at the end, just as she was
about to leave, Mr. Stark stopped her and
said he thought she had talent and if she

were willing to leave immediately for

Hollywood and take acting lessons there,

he would give her another chance.

In a few days she was on her way to

America, just as the fortune teller had
predicted. “Everything else will turn out

exactly as he had said, too.” she thought.

“So stop worrying, for goodness’ sake,” and
she moved restlessly in her seat, anxious

for the plane to land, impatient to see

Hollywood at last.

She had read so much about it, about all

the stars, Cary Grant, Ingrid Bergman and
Elizabeth Taylor, especially. They were

her favorites and now, finally, she was
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really going to see them. It would be so

glamorous living in Hollywood, she

thought, as the car drove her to the Studio

Club, a residence for young actresses.

Instead, she found that every day except
Sunday, all day long, she spent taking
diction and acting lessons with Salka
Viertel and Jeff Corey and, at night, alone
in her room, she would study until she fell

asleep. She didn’t mind, though. All she

wanted was to go back to Hong Kong as

Suzie Wong.
When she was finally ready, she flew to

New York for her test. “It is good,” Mr.
Stark said. “In these few short months you
have become an actress.” Can you imagine
her disappointment when, a few days later,

she found she wasn’t good enough?
Mr. Stark invited her to lunch and after-

wards he explained, as kindly as he could,

that they had decided to give the role to

France Nuyen. She had played Suzie on
Broadway and had much more experience,

he told her. Nancy was offered the job of

understudy.

A few months later, France Nuyen was
in Hong Kong making the film and Nancy
was in Toronto, about to appear on the

stage for the first time as Suzie Wong.
She arrived at the theater early, before

anyone else, and smiled nervously when
the stage doorman called “Good luck.”

She sat in her dressing room, reading
her lines over and over, lines she had
memorized months before, until she heard
the other actors arriving. She had just be-

gun to put on her makeup when she heard
someone shouting from down the hall.

“Phone call for Nancy Kwan,” and then
there was a knock on her door. “From
London,” the voice said.

Her big chance

Frightened, she tied her robe and hur-

ried to the phone. The backstage noises

were so loud that at first she couldn’t hear
and then, very faintly, she heard a voice. It

was Ray Stark. France Nuyen was no
longer in the movie, he said, she was ill

and had gained too much weight. They
were looking for a new Suzie Wong.
“Come immediately,” Ray said. “To-

night!”

“I’d love to,” Nancy answered, “but I

can’t. I go on in half an hour.” Even as

she said it, she wondered if maybe she

wasn’t afraid to try, afraid that she

wouldn’t get the role this time either.

“You must,” Stark was insisting. “This
is your chance.” He kept talking, en-

couraging her. “I’m sure you can do the

test now, Nancy. You must come.”

The next thing she knew, she was in

London.

For the rest of the week she took screen

tests, along with a dozen other girls from
Hollywood, France, Japan, Korea and the

Philippines.

One night she told a friend: “First

thing they pluck my eyebrows. Look,” she

said, leaning into a mirror. “I had nice

thick ones before. I make tests. Other

girls make tests. They say I look very

Chinese. Why should I look Chinese, for

goodness’ sake? Everybody knows I am
one-half English.”

Two days later, she was signed to the

role. The prophecy had come true.

For the first few days of filming, the

set was closed to all visitors, but Ray

Stark happily told everyone: “She is Suzie.

Having seen her first rushes, it would be
impossible to imagine anyone else in the

role. Nancy wasn’t so sure. After seeing

the first scenes, she became so self-con-

scious about her acting that Director

Quine wouldn’t let her attend any more
screenings.

Things went smoothly, except for an
occasional outburst of temperament, like

the day Nancy refused to wear one of the

costumes designed for her. “This cheong-
sam is too old-fashioned,” she said. “They’d
all laugh at me in Hong Kong if I wore
this. No one wears cheongsams like that

any more!” and she walked out of the

dressing room.
She found, though, that she enjoyed

being an actress. In between her scenes,

she would wander around the set eating

peanuts and melon seeds, or sun-bathing

on nicer days. And in the evening, she

and Jacqui Chan, who played Gwenny
Lee in the film, would double-date, going

mostly to clubs that played jazz.

In May, two months after filming began,

the cast left London for Hong Kong to
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re-shoot scenes done earlier with France.

Nancy was looking forward to going home,

not knowing that now, at twenty-one, she

was Hong Kong’s biggest celebrity. Wher-
ever she went, she was mobbed. “Why
do they want my autograph, for goodness’

sake?” she asked William Holden. “They
haven't even seen me in the picture yet.”

She had to give up swimming and the

long walks she so enjoyed. “Is there no

privacy left here?” she whispered to her

family. Even her friends were curious and
wanted to know all about Hollywood,

always ending with the same question.

“What’s he like, you know, William Hol-

den?” they would ask shyly. Nancy would
look very serious, then with a solemn nod
of her head, she’d say: “He is good, that

William Holden. I think he will go far,”

and they would all giggle together.

And when William Holden was asked

about her, he just shook his head and said:

“What a bug. She’s a real screwball.”

One thing that did worry Nancy was
how her father would react to her role.
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“He’s a bit old-fashioned and thinks Suzie

is not a very nice girl.” she said.

She didn’t have to worry. Her father was

so proud of her that he came to watch

the shooting almost every day, and on her

birthday he gave a surprise party on the

set with champagne and a gigantic birth-

day cake. When Nancy cut into the cake,

twenty-one pigeons, one for each year,

flew out.

He was more enthusiastic about her

performance than Nancy was. “It’s a

small picture,” she said after it was com-

pleted, “very important, but not too bad

in general. But I’m lousy in it,” she said,

watching out of the corner of her eye for

a reaction. “Of course, I’ve only seen it

twice and I think I get better each time.”

And that’s all she would say about her-

self as Suzie Wong. When questions get

too personal, she answers with one of the

many Chinese proverbs she knows. Her

favorites are: “Beauty does not ensnare

men, they ensnare themselves” and “A
good drum does not require a hard beat-

ing.”

She's outspoken

She refuses to beat her own drum, but

she’s outspoken about other people, par-

ticularly Marlon Brando who had been

one of her movie heroes.

“I have no desire to meet him,” she

said. “I’ve heard he goes for Oriental girls

but it doesn’t seem to me he’d be any-

one I’d care to know. He’s a very good

actor, though,” she added.

Soon after, Brando was asked to escort

her to the movie’s premiere at Hollywood’s

Grauman’s Theater and refused. It might

have been out of loyalty to France Nuyen
who supposedly had overeaten after an

argument with him and lost the role of

CLARK GABLE’S

SECRET
Continued from page 36

buried. As they left the funeral, all she

felt was emptiness as the limousine

threaded its way slowly and carefully

through the streets, heading towards
Encino, heading for the house without

Clark. . . .

She’d been married twice before when
she first met Clark. She thought he was a

surprising mixture of shyness and tough-

ness, of self-consciousness and of con-

cern for others, a man for whom words
didn’t come easy.

She never mustered enough courage to

ask him: What’s the matter? What’s
bothering you? You just couldn’t do this

with Clark. Some people said he’d built

a high wall around his present feelings

—

and his past.

There was the theory—by people who
didn’t know him, and by some who did

—

that he had never gotten over his love for

his late wife, Carole Lombard.
There was hardly a person in Hollywood

who didn’t have some story, some anec-

dote, some memory to relate about Clark
and Carole. Their love, their marriage and

Suzie Wong, giving Nancy her big break.

He also refused to escort Nancy to the

big party Ray Stark gave to introduce

her to Hollywood. The biggest stars were

invited and it should have seemed like a

dream-come-true for Nancy. But she didn’t

appear the least impressed.

Tom Tryon, the young actor who took

her to the party, left early, alone and

angry. Hollywood, it seemed, felt Nancy
was playing her success just a little too

cool and sophisticated. But when she heard

this, Nancy looked surprised. “I love this

place,” she said. “It’s been so warm and
welcoming and wonderful. I’m planning

to live here.”

She has taken an apartment in Beverly

Hills, even though she’ll be travelling back

to the Orient if she makes “Kowloon” and
“Flower Drum Song.” and is furnishing it

herself—modern without the slightest

oriental influence. She’s fallen in love with

American clothes, American cars and
American men. “They’re so sexy,” she

says, “Chinese men are more subtle.” but

refuses to discuss her dates with Hugh
O’Brian and Jack Ryland, a young actor

who was also in the “Suzie Wong” show.

One day at luncheon, she was asked if

she planned to marry either of them and
answered firmly, “I am not in love with

anyone and have no plans to marry.” She
paused a minute. “Besides, I’m not going

to fall in love for another year. You see,”

she explained, “that’s what the fortune

teller told me.”

Suddenly, she leaned forward and asked

in a low voice, “Do you know a good for-

tune teller in Hollywood? I want to know
what’s going to happen next, for good-

ness’ sake.” —G. Divas

Be sure to see Nancy as Suzie in “The
World of Suzie Wong” for Paramount.

their tragedy had become a real legend.

Their first meeting

Clark first met Carole in 1932 when she

was his leading lady in “No Man of Her
Own.” She was twenty-three, slender (her

best friends called her “skinny”), frail,

knock-kneed, with two small but notice-

able scars on her face, the aftermath of

a car accident. She’d had a nervous break-

down just before starting the picture with

Clark, and somehow her pain seemed to

bring a beauty to her, a quality to her

magnificent flashing eyes and a sauciness

and zesty irreverence that was irrepressible

and irresistible. Whatever Clark felt, he

never said, for at that time Carole was
married to William Powell; and he was
married to his second wife, wealthy Maria
Langham.

It was not until three years later, when
they met again at a dance, that they

found things had changed. Carole was
divorced, and Clark’s marriage had ended.

A property settlement was all that was
holding up his own divorce.

So they danced together—perfectly, as

if they’d been in each other’s arms since

time began. But some time during the

evening she said something—or maybe he

said something—and whammo! The sparks

flew. Her ladylike voice let loose with

some most unladylike words, and a min-

ute later she flounced off the floor and out
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This is one of the last pictures of Clark

and his third wife, Carole Lombard.

of the hall, leaving him alone in the mid-

dle of the room, red-faced from anger and
embarrassment.
The next morning, at an unearthly early

hour, there was a knock at Clark Gable’s

door. There stood a messenger boy, and
in his hands was a peace offering from
Carole, a crate of doves. Months later there

were doves all over—marking the many
times they’d quarreled and the many
times Carole had made up.

When he asked her to marry him—one
month after his divorce became final—he
said it was only because there wasn’t room
in his place for any more doves. On
March 29, 1939, he packed her into his

white roadster and drove 750 miles to

Kingman, Arizona, where they were
married. She’d brought along a wedding
cake in a perforated hatbox (“I don’t

want it to get stale”), and when he opened
it at their wedding supper, two doves flew

out and fluttered around the room.

Because she loved him

They returned to Hollywood—he had to

be back to make “Gone With the Wind”
—and bought a 21-acre ranch in Encino.

For months they didn’t go near a night-

club. Glamorous, sophisticated Carole got

up before dawn to help feed the livestock;

she learned to milk cows and pitch hay;

she cooked lunch for her husband and
brought it to him out in the fields where
he was running the tractor; she found out

how to hunt and shoot, how to tramp
through the underbrush, how to spend the

night on the side of a mountain in a

sleeping bag. And glamorous, sophisti-

cated Carole loved every minute of it be-

cause she loved Clark and he loved her.

One afternoon Carole left the ranch and
drove to the set where Clark was making
a new picture. His leading lady in the film

had announced to everyone within earshot

that she was going to add Clark to her

collection. Clark and this actress were in

the middle of a scene when Carole strode

P briskly out in front of the grinding cam-

eras. Without breaking stride, she planted

a swift kick on the actress’s back, midway
92

between the shoulders and the knees. Then
she announced to the director, “Either that

(five-letter word) leaves the picture or

Gable doesn’t work.” Hand-in-hand, she

and her husband left the set.

Clark didn’t say a word until they got

to the ranch. There Carole started sound-

ing off again.

Suddenly, she felt powerful fingers lock

tightly around both her wrists. She was
jerked to her feet violently and found

herself looking into Clark’s eyes, eyes that

were as cold as ice.

“Listen, Ma,” he said in a voice as icy

as his eyes, “if there’s any cussing to do

in this family, I’m man enough to do it

myself.”

She hid her face against his chest and
began to weep. Gently he loosened his

grip from her wrists, and stroked her

blond, shining hair. “Everything all right

now?” he asked. “But promise me . .

“Anything,” she whispered.

“Please ... no doves!”

The day after Pearl Harbor, Carole and
Clark offered their services in aiding the

war effort to President Roosevelt. He re-

plied that the best way they could serve

was to do just what they were doing, en-

tertaining.

Clark started making a new picture and
Carole volunteered to help sell war bonds
around the country. Just before she left

to launch the drive in her home state, In-

diana, they had a spat. The limousine came
ahead of schedule to take her to the air-

port, so they didn’t have time to really

make up.

“I wish you’d come too. Pappy,” she

called over her shoulder.

“Otto’ll be with you—and your mother,

so I won’t worry,” he shouted.

As the limousine pulled away, she made
flapping signs through the window with

her hands. First he thought she was imi-

tating an airplane, and then he laughed as

he realized she was pretending to be a

dove.

Waiting at home

On January 16, 1942, he received a tele-

gram telling him she was on her way home.

At the end of the wire she added. “Hey,

Pappy, you better join this man’s army.”

Carole was coming home! Clark ar-

ranged for a car and chauffeur from the

studio to meet her at the airport. There'd

be a mob scene if he went there in person.

He helped Martin, who’d been with him
for years, set the table. He went out to the

garden and cut flowers—roses from the

bushes Carole had planted herself, and

set the table with roses and tall candles

and built a huge fire with fragrant pine

cones in the fireplace. And he waited. . . .

But Carole did not come. The sound of a

car door shutting, then Eddie Mannix, the

producer and his personal friend, stood in

the doorway instead. The color drained

out of Clark’s face. He knew before Eddie

uttered a word.

“Carole’s plane is down in the moun-
tains. We’re going up there. You want to

come?” Eddie asked.

They flew to Las Vegas and arrived in

time to join a sheriff’s posse that was mak-

ing plans to go up the mountain. As they

entered the sheriff’s office, he was bent

over a map, tracing out a route. “It’ll be

easy to find,” he said. “You can see the

flames . . . plane’s on fire.”

At that moment he looked up and saw
Clark. “Got someone on that plane you’re
interested in?” he asked.

“Yes,” Clark answered quietly, “my
wife.”

He waited now, slumped down heavily
next to his friend Spencer Tracy, who’d
flown up to be with him.

When they brought the bodies down,
Clark rushed forward like a madman
towards the silent forms. Eddie Mannix,
who had torn his feet ascending and de-

scending the rocky, snow-covered slope,

tried to stop him.

“No,” he said. “Don’t, Clark . . . for her
sake, you mustn’t.”

But Clark pushed past him. “I have to

see her. ... I have to.”

He looked. For a long time. Then he
buried his face in his hands. Yet he could

not cry.

When Carole was buried five days later

in a crypt at Forest Lawn Cemetery, he
still could not cry.

He enlisted

He managed to finish “Somewhere I’ll

Find You,” the picture he was making at

Carole’s death. His co-star, Lana Turner,

said, “I’ve never known anyone to suffer

so much.” And the picture over, he heeded
Carole’s last request and joined “this man’s
army,” enlisting as a private. While flying

bombing missions over Germany, he wore
a chain around his neck. Attached to it was
a small box in which were Carole’s jew-

elled ear-clips. They’d found them up on
the mountain beside her body.

Kay never knew if this story had any-

thing to do with what happened next, but

one night, just about a year after they had
started seeing each other, he asked Kay
to drive him to the airport—he was going

on location for “Homecoming.” She kissed

him goodbye. He kissed her. Then the

plane took off.

She did not hear from him—or see him
again—for ten years. He just walked com-

pletely out of her life.

In 1953, he walked back into her life as

abruptly as he had left. Both of them had
changed. She’d been married to Adolph
Spreckels II. the sugar heir, and had

borne him two children, Bunker and

Joanie. He’d been married to Lady Sylvia

Ashley. Both their marriages had ended

in divorce.

Not long after that in the garden at his

ranch in Encino, amidst the roses Carole

had planted, he asked her the question

she’d waited ten years to hear.

“Kay’s made this such a happy home
for me,” he said. It was just a few weeks

before his death, and he was talking to a

reporter. “She’s made such a happy life

for me. Far more than I deserve. And nowT

—this child. Her courage—with that heart

she’s got—because she wants to do this

for me. It’s far, far more than I deserve.”

Today, Clark Gable is buried at Forest

Lawn Cemetery at his request, next to his

late wife, Carole Lombard. His secret was

a simple one—he loved two women deeply

in his lifetime. Two different women. It

took him ten years after he met Kay to

accept the past, but when he came back,

he knew he loved her—Kay was not an-

other Carole. She was Kay Gable and he

loved her—for herself. —Jim Hoffman

Clark’s last picture is U-A’s “The Misfits.”
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LILAC
PASTEL

The softest look for lips since Eve first smiled

at Adam! Max Factor makes this Spring differ-

ent from any other with a completely new excite-

ment for lips . . the fabulous new muted look of

matte-finish pastels in a creamy formula just

handed down from Cloud 9 that forecasts:

NO SHINE TODAY'

The glossy look is gone with the winter wind... and the

perfect mates to the clear, sweet colors of Spring are these

six vibrant California pastels—drenched with sun, filled

with natural light, far from yesterday's painted-on look.

Meant to accent the color-bright tones of Spring fashion—

yet so soft, so individual, so very feminine, you'll feel that

the glow came into your life when the shine went Out!

max FactorMaaaaa ce*



A youthful radiance your skin can have, too . .

.

That IvoryLook
— You’ll love being an Ivory girl . . . love how easy it is

'j\IVOR.Y

to have skin with this fresh, soft bloom. You see, the milder

your beauty soap, the prettier your complexion. . .and Ivory

Soap is gentle enough for even a baby’s skin. 9944/ioo% pure?

Mildness itself for your daily complexion care. More doctors

advise Ivory for babies’ skin, and yours, than any other soap.
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. . . a charming young freshness your skin can have so easily!

Why can Ivory Soap promise this little-girl loveliness for

your complexion? Because it’s so mild. Mildness smooths

and silkens . . . and Ivory is gentle enough for a baby’s skin.

9944/ioo% pure." Just be sure to use Ivory daily. More doctors

advise it for babies’ skin, and yours, than any other soap.

<\1 ^ &bUona£

\\IVORY



the dream of a girdle:

under-study with firming front panel. Made

of light-fantastic elastic (1.30% up-and-

down stretchability). Guaranteed machine

washable. Friskee shown, 6.50, black &
white. Four other styles to choose from.

the dream of a dress:
black-on-white proof by Donald Brooks:

that opposites attract. Here-and-now fash-

ion: The dark-at-the-top-of-the-skirt cov-

ers a multitude of virtues: the prim-proper

pleats swing free and easy. Behind-the-

scenes influence: the Maidenform girdle!

DONALD BROOKS RENOWNED AMERICAN DESIGNER. CREATOR OF UNDERSTATED FASHIONS *REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. MAIDENFORM. INC,, MAKER OF BRAS. GIRDLES. SW! M SU ITS ® 1 96
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ic“t:Ki
ft The most hygienically

^ pure puffs ever developed.

L* Make-up with freshness

pi each time.

Try Primpuffs and Vic-Tex too!

only IOC to 39C

At your favorite variety store

Victoria- Vogue,
Glendale, N. Y., Los Angeles, Calif., Toronto, Canada

PHOTOPLAY
FIRST AND BIGGEST FOR FIFTY YEARS . . . ENTERTAINMENT FOR YOUNG AMERICA

EXCLUSIVES
MARILYN MONROE 27 Marilyn's Secret Marriage Plans by Bob Dean

DON MURRAY and
DOLORES MICHAELS 32 Never Fall in Love With a Married Man by Julia Corbin

SANDRA DEE and
BOBBY DARIN 34 At Last—Sandra Breaks the Silence by Marcia Borie

DEBBIE REYNOLDS 52 The Bride—Her Private Life as told to Jane Ardmore

SPECIAL— 7-PAGE TRAVEL SECTION
60 Adventures in Hollywood

62 Look Your Best

64 Don’t Miss Anything

66 What to See

ARTICLES
ELVIS PRESLEY 18 The Girl Elvis Tries to Hide by Cal York

BOBBY RYDELL 30 We Fill in the Pieces by Rose Perlberg
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ELVIS PRESLEY 38 Hidden Mike Party

BRENDA LEE 44 Brenda, Guess What Dion Thinks of You? by Dion
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becoming
attractions

E

A. “Cover Girl” make-up by Noxema
is medicated and antiseptic, covers
blemishes while it works to heal. Liq-
uid Make-Up, Pressed Powder, $1.50*

B. From Caron, “Le Muguet du Bon-
heur” the fragile fragrance of lily of
the valley, according to tradition, an
omen of luck. Eau de Toilette, $6.50*

C. New “Sofskin” Moisturizing Lotion
softens dry, roughened skin, helps to

turn scratchy elbows and heels into

smoothies. In two sizes, 39^* and 59^*

D. “Desert Flower” Roll-On anti -per-

spirant and deodorant is pleasantly
scented, goes on in a twinkling, is

non-sticky. New from Shulton, $1.00*

E. Revlon introduces “Honey Bee
Pink,” a radiant sun-kissed shade to

blossom lips, fingertips. Lipstick in Fu-
turama case, $1.50*, Nail Enamel, 70tf*

*plus tax

For that

memorable
moment.

remember beauty begins with TEN-0'SIX

Beauty begins with a clean, clear, protected complexion.

$1.75, $3.00, $5.00 plus tax

at better cosmetic counters.

CLEVELAND

Ten-O-Six Lotion cleanses immaculately, deeply . . . helps clear skin

blemishes with healing medication, soothes with emollients. The Ten-O-Six

formula, originally a doctor’s prescription, duplicates nature’s normal skin

balance—to reduce oiliness or relieve dryness. Protects

for hours against blemish-causing bacteria.

Ten-OSix Lotion is the one cleansing and corrective

cosmetic that helps your skin to complete natural beauty.

Remember Ten-O-Six twice daily.

p
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BE A PEN PAL
Find a new and exciting friend

JUST FOR YOU listed below.

SPORTS LOVERS

Mahmoud Gharagar—22 yrs.

Bab-Homayoun Street

Zandiyan’s Shop, No. 101

Tehran, Iran

Melvine Wann—11 yrs.

2822 Hemlock Avenue
Baltimore 14, Maryland

Sandra Lancley—16 yrs.

44 Sirda Road

Wood-Green, London, N. 22, England

Dennis Horzenak—12 yrs.

2113 N. 43 Terrace

Kansas City, Kansas

Jodej, Oshman—11 yrs.

Box 2

Port Savacci, Texas

Dianne Bartlett

—

12 yrs.

76 South St.

Easthampton, Mass.

COIN COLLECTOR

Kathy Moorse

—

12 yrs.

Box 641

Fort Benton, Montana

DIGS MUSIC

Teddy Cassetty

—

17 yrs.

Route #1
Woodburn, Kentucky

Alice Peterson

—

17 yrs.

RR #3
Three Rivers, Michigan

CALLING ALL FANS

The following clubs are looking for

new members. If you’re interested, just

write to the address given below:

Elvis Presley Golden Platters: Joan

Zeleny, Route #20, Perry, Ohio

George Maharis: Joan Petersen, 31 Sum-

mit Lane, Levittown, N.Y.

David Nelson: Peggy Fairchild, 4825

Charlotte St., Columbia, S.C.

Bobby Rydell: Nan Etta Barnard, Route

#31, Box 293, Reidsville, N.C.

Anthony Hall: Susan Dunn, 16C32 30th

N.E., Seattle 55, Wash.

Roger Smith: Joyce Velnicke, 2236 W.

Morgan, Milwaukee, Wis.

Please turn the page

WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT?
I want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars):

ACTOR: 1. 2.

3. 4.

ACTRESS: 1. 2.

3. 4.

The features / like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1.

2 .

3. ±

Name Age

Address
5-61

Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader s Poll, Box 1374,

Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y ., and tell us your favorites.



Your Key to Popularity
Are you shy . . . timid
. . . afraid to meet and
talk with people? If so,

here’s good news for you!
For Elsa Maxwell, the fa-

mous hostess to world
celebrities, has written a

book packed solid with
ways to develop poise and
self-confidence.

This wonderful book en-

titled, Elsa Maxwell’s Etiquette Book
contains the answers to all your every-
day social problems. By following the

suggestions given in this book you know
exactly how to conduct yourself on every
occasion. Once you are completely fa-

miliar with the rules of good manners
you immediately lose your shyness

—

and you become your true, radiant self.

Win New Respect
Win new esteem and respect from your
friends—men and women alike. Take
less than five minutes a day. Read one
chapter in this helpful etiquette book

in your spare time. In a very short pe-
riod you will find yourself with more
self-confidence than you ever dreamed
you would have. You will experience
the wonderful feeling of being looked up
to and admired.

Go Places—With Good Manners

Good manners are one of the greatest
personal assets you can possess. Good
jobs, new friends, romance, and the
chance to influence people can be won
with good manners. Ladies and gentle-
men are always welcome . . . anywhere.
The encouraging thing about good man-
ners is that anyone can possess them.

A Gay, Entertaining Book

Elsa Maxwell’s book is different from
the usual dry-as-dust etiquette volume.
It’s gay! It’s up-to-date! It’s just chock-
full of the type of information you can
put to immediate use. It brings you a
thorough social education, that will en-
able you to live a richer, happier life.

Here in clear, straightforward language
are the answers to all your everyday eti-

quette problems. Here you find impor-
tant suggestions on good manners in

restaurants—in church—in the theatre

—

on the street—and when you travel.

In this book Elsa Maxwell covers every
phase of engagements and weddings.
Here is everything you need to know
about invitations, gifts, the wedding
dress, the attendants, the reception, etc.

The bride who follows the suggestions
contained in this up-to-date book need
have no wedding fears. She will be ra-
diant in the knowledge that her wedding
is correct in every detail.

Only $1.00

The price of this book that puts you at

ease no matter where you are—and opens
the door to achievement and success

—

costs only $1.00. And we pay the post-

age! Take advantage of this truly re-
markable bargain. Mail coupon below
for your book—TODAY.

• LEARN THE CORRECT ANSWERS TO THESE PROBLEMS •
ENGAGEMENTS— Chaperons.
When He Proposes, The En-
gagement Ring, Proper Gifts
to a Fiance, The Announce-
ment, Etiquette following the
Announcement, Showers.
WEDDINGS—Time and Place,
Invitations, Wedding An-
nouncements, Second Mar-
riages, Acceptance and Regrets,
Who Pays for What, Wedding
Presents, The Wedding Dress,
Bridesmaids’ Dresses, What the
Groom Wears, The Best Man
and Ushers, The Trousseau,
The Bridesmaids’ Luncheon,
The Wedding Rehearsal, Wed-
ding Pictures, Going to the
Church, The Best Man, The
Receiving Line, The Bride’s
Table, The Parents’ Table,
Reception, Refreshments, Wed-

ding Breakfast, Cocktail or Tea
Party, Buffet Supper, Dinner,
The Toast, The Home Wed-
ding. INTRODUCTIONS—In-
troducing Relatives, When You
Introduce Yourself, Group In-
troductions, Proper Responses
to Introductions, Hand-Shak-
ing, Who Stands—and When,
Gloves, Doffing the Hat, Say-
ing Goodbye. MANNERS IN
PUBLIC PLACES—Greetings
on the Street, Doors, In Trans-
it. Taxicabs, The Theatre, In
Church, Restaurants. VISIT-
ING CARDS AND THEIR USE
—Size, Names and Titles, The
Mr. and Mrs. Cards, The Fold-
over Card, The Message Card,
Leaving a Visiting Card. IN-
VITATIONS — Formal Invita-
tions, Telephone Invitations,

Informal Notes of Invitations
and Answers, Withdrawing an
Invitation. PARTIES — The
Tea Party, Cocktail Parties,
Buffets,. Breakfast, Brunch,
Luncheon, Table Settings, Din-
ner, Bridge and Canasta, Chil-
dren’s Parties. TABLE MAN-
NERS—Eating Certain Foods,
Which Fork to Use. The Nap-
kin. LETTERS — The Bread
and Butter Letter, Thank You
Letters, Letters of Condolence.
WHEN DEATH OCCURS—Ar-
rangements, Flowers, A Church
Funeral. The Funeral at Home,
Burial, Mourning. TRAVEL-
ING — Trains, Airplanes,
Ships, Passports, Hotels, Tips.
WHAT SHALL I WEAR—
Clothes for Men and Women,
Gifts—Children’s Manners.

------

S BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, INC., Dept. PH-561 •

S
205 E. 42nd St., New York 17. N. Y.

! Send me postpaid a copy of ELSA MAXWELL'S
(

i ETIQUETTE BOOK. I enclose $1.00.

. Name
g

! Please Print

1 STREET I

• CITY STATE *
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for teen-agers... from Helene Curtis:

helps end acne

blemishes and

embarrassment

p

Hides pimples while it helps

heal them . . . keeps acne a secret

’til it’s gone.

Works three ways to speed healing:

1. Penetrates beneath the surface of

the blemish . . . clears clogged pores.

2. Destroys acne-causing

bacteria.

3. Antiseptically

cleanses and dries up
pimples so healthy

skin can grow

again.

Skin colored!

Odorless!

Greaseless

!

Stainless!

c9UjC-

continued

BEAUTY BAR

I have a problem which I hope you can

help me with. I have blond hair, blue

eyes and a yellow tone skin. What colors

would I look best in? Also what color

lipstick should I select?

Mrs. Blanche S. Scott

A.P.O. New York

As you know, no two skin tones are ever

exactly alike. But generally speaking, if

your skin is somewhat sallow, it needs a

sparkling lift. Why not try a foundation

containing a peach or rose blend? Then

select a lipstick and rouge in the orange-

red, coral-red and clear red families. When
planning a wardrobe, concentrate on bright

colors, such as red, coral, peach-pinks and

bright navy. Keep away from gray, beige,

brown and gray-blue whenever possible.

—

Ed.

PLEASE TELL US

In the film “Rachael and the Stranger”

which was released a few years ago,

Loretta Young and Robert Mitchum

starred. Who was the third actor? Was it

William Holden or Gregory Peck?

Betty Bowers
Wilmington, Calif.

William Holden.

—

Ed.

Will you kindly tell us who played in

“Desiree” and “Sabrina.”

R. Cook
Alton, III.

Marlon Brando and Jean Simmons starred

in “Desiree.” In “Sabrina” it was Humphrey

Bogart, William Holden and Audrey Hep-

burn.

—

Ed.

On television the other evening, we saw

the “Prisoner of Zenda” and Mother

claims the movie version with Robert

Donat was much better. Dad said he

wasn’t in that but in the “Count of Monte

Cristo.” Who’s right?

Judy Pitsticic

Freeport, L. I.

Ronald Colman appeared in the “Prisoner

of Zenda,” and your dad is correct, the late

Robert Donat starred as the unforgettable

“Count of Monte Cristo.”

—

Ed.

Would you please give me some informa-

tion on George Jessel? I think he was

married at one time to Norma Talmadge
and later to Lois Andrews. A friend of

mine said he was a bachelor.

June Scott

Rockford, 111.

At one time Mr. Jessel was married to

Norma Talmadge. In 1140 he wed Lois

Andrews, who at the time was a 16-year-old

showgirl. They had a daughter, Jerilyn,

and were divorced in 1943.—Ed.

I have just seen John Wayne’s new, great

epic, “The Alamo.” The acting was su-

perb, but one performer in particular

was called to my attention and that was

Richard Widmark. Please tell me more

about him.

Pam LeBaron

San Antonio, Tex.

Dick was born in Sunrise, Minnesota. He

stands 5 feet 1 1

J

/2 inches tall, and weighs

about 169 pounds. He was married in 1942

and has a daughter, Ann Heath. He went

to Hollywood in 1947—Ed.

HOUND DOG

Our father has a grudge against Elvis

Presley which we think is entirely un-

justified. He is forever calling him

“houndman,” and saying that he is too

lazy to hold his eyes open. He insists

that in two years Elvis Presley will be

thought upon as a “has been” and couldn’t

possibly survive twenty years in that

business as Sinatra and Crosby. By the

way, we would certainly appreciate a story

on Elvis.

Jean & Linda Stephens

Berkley, Mich.

We’re with you girls! It was once said

that Sinatra would never last, but look at

him today! Elvis has TV, movie and re-

cording commitments that will keep him

in the public eye for the next ten years.

6



at least, so tell Dad not to throw away

his blindfold and ear muffs in the days to

come. By the way, turn to page 18 as our

gift to you.—

E

d.

HAIL THE KING

. . . To the millions of us teeners and

adults, too, Elvis is King and always will

be. There will never be another singer as

great as Elvis. His records will ring out

in homes all over the world. To the

millions of his adoring fans he'll always

wear the crown. No one else is great

enough to wear it as long as Elvis is in

th is world.

Sandy Preston

Rocky Mt., Va.

WHO'S RIGHT?

Recently I saw the movie “The Bramble

Bush.” I thought it was excellent and

would appreciate your listing the cast.

My friend and I have been arguing about

the cast and would like to settle it.

Sandy Thompson
Ashland, Ky.

Richard Burton, Barbara Rush, Jack Car-

son, Angie Dickinson, Tom Drake and

James Dunn.

—

Ed.

HANDSOME GUY RICK

I know a handsome guy,

And he seems very shy.

His frame stretches six feet high.

Like Mt. Everest against the sky.

His eyes are of the deepest blue.

Much deeper than the blue sky’s hue.

His hair is of the darkest brown,

And upon him it’s like the most noblest

crown.

His smile is like the morning sun,

Bright and fresh and full of fun.

Hi s voice is like the cooing dove.

Sweetly telling me of his love.

His name Rick Nelson is the sweetest

sound,

And when I hear it I go round and round.

Sherry Ali

Georgetown, British Guiana

THANKS FOR THE MEMORY

Again this year I’d like to extend thanks

to the entertainment field for helping the

people of Milwaukee, Wisconsin. In a

fabulous twenty-hour telethon, $83,000

was raised for the March of Dimes. We’d

like to thank Robert Horton, Betty John-

son and Hugh Downs for making it a

success.

Donna Schnitzler

Mukwonago, Wis.

Write to Readers , Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret that we
cannot answer or return unpublished letters.

INVITATION TO ATTENTION

jCiO"1
'

elasticized

‘miracle’ hand

your invitation

to comfort on

COMFORT ZONE
ERES /BRASSIERES

An amazing new bra that’s so nice to have ‘around’ your tender
2" comfort zone. That’s the vital 2" area just under the bust —
where so many other bras dig and poke. In COMFORT ZONE
there's an elasticized ‘miracle' band that frees you where and
when it should. Almost seems to breathe. Gone is binding, cutting,

riding-up— without even a little loss in lift and shapeliness. Try
on COMFORT ZONE next time you shop— feeling is believing!

Fashioned in white embroidered cotton. A, B,C cups. As shownor
circular stitched cups $2. 50. Contoured versions of both $2.95.

Available wherever fine bras are sold in the U.S.A. and Canada.

EXQUISITE EORM BRASSIERE. INC., A SUBSIDIARY OF EXQUISITE FORM INDUSTRIES, INC.

P
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What's on tonight?

You’ve got to go out

to see the best! Look for

these new pictures

at your favorite theater

A RAISIN IN THE SUN
Columbia (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Sidney Poitier, Ruby Dee,

Claudia McNeil. Diana Sands.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The shattering ef-

fect of $10,000 insurance money on a hard-

working Negro family in Chicago.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Ruby’s deeply true

performance as the young wife . . . the high

voltage Sidney turns loose . . . Diana
hilariously going African after she meets
a handsome Nigerian student.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Just bursting

with life—even though it’s trapped in the

talky limitations of the stage. It’s as win-

ning as the original Broadway hit.

ALL IN A NIGHT’S WORK
Paramount, Technicolor (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Shirley MacLaine, Dean
Martin. Cliff Robertson, Charles Ruggles.

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A virtuous office

girl and her playboy boss who thinks she’s

a blackmailing gold digger.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The nice contrast

between Shirley’s fizzy exuberance and
Dean’s sleepy double-takes . . . wacky
double-meaning dialogue—nobody (but

us) knows what anybody is talking about!

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Don’t expect

a big-business lowdown like “The Apart-
ment.” This one’s all in fun all the way;
it’s only pretending to be naughty.

SANCTUARY
20th, CinemaScope (Adult)

WHO'S IN IT? Lee Remick. Odetta, Yves
Montand, Bradford Dillman, Harry Townes

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? After a brief plunge
into a sordid life, a Southern flirt can’t

enjoy being respectable.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The quicksilver way
Lee catches all the changing moods of the

“heroine” . . . singer Odetta, taking over

the picture with her majestic presence and
without a note of song.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? All the per-

formances are worth seeing, but the movie
P —based on two Faulkner novels—is too

busy balancing shocker scenes with in-

spirational stuff to make much sense.

THE SINS OF RACHEL CADE
Warners, Technicolor (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Angie Dickinson. Peter

Finch, Roger Moore, Woody Strode

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Modern medicine
and Christianity clash with the ancient

customs of Africa; a dedicated woman
finds that she’s only human.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The warmth and dig-

nity Angie gives to her role . . . unusually

interesting African characters (played by
well-known American actors).

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? In spite of its

soap-opera, jungle-epic echoes, this drama
is often strong, thoughtful and timely

(even though the action of the movie is

set in the 1940’s).

THE MILLIONAIRESS
20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Sophia Loren. Peter Sell-

ers, Alastair Sim, Vittorio de Sica

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A bossy heiress

tries to buy a poor but proud Indian doc-

tor for a husband. No sale!

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Those gorgeous

high-style costumes (by Balmain). Only a

beauty as bold as Sophia’s could get away
with them. . . . Peter’s careful, charming

work as the gentleman from India.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Will you settle

for a fashion show and a few giggles?

Then okay. The story’s pretty silly, even if

G. B. Shaw did write it.

( Please turn the page)
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Now from Scott Paper Company

A NEW ACHIEVEMENT IN
SANITARY PROTECTION!

Con-Fidets
.

;

the only sanitary
vV :

. .
:y

;

i
V
.\,

'

S'C ;
;

napkin with

true anatomical shape

and accident-proof

inner shield... for the greatest

comfort and protection

TRY CONFIDETS® AND SEE WHY WOMEN
OVERWHELMINGLY ACCLAIM THEM. DESIGNED

TO END ACCIDENTS, CHAFING, SLIDING

Only True Anatomical Design in

sanitary napkins, Confidets are

shaped to body contours, fully

tapered. Wide in front for more
protection, narrow in back for

greater comfort. Don’t bunch or

bulge. Another comfort feature

in Confidets’ unique design is the

Ultra Soft-Strength Cover. It’s rein-

forced on under side with silky

threads, leaving upper part smooth,

soft against skin. Tab ends are

reinforced, too, for firm fit; fasten

easily to any standard type belt.

New Proportioned Design with extra

depth in middle gives greatest ab-

sorbency where needed. The Multi-

Layer Filler holds 1 1 times its

weight in moisture as proved by

laboratory tests. Confidets pro-

tect like a super pad with even

less bulkiness than a junior size.

Moisture-proof Inner Shield is full

length, full width; won’t stain

through. Carefully placed below the center of the cushioned

layers—deep enough for superior absorbency above the shield

while under part stays dry.

No other napkin has ever brought you so many truly desirable

features for your comfort and protection. Another fine product

developed and patented by Scott Paper Company,

You’re blissfully secure with Confidets



LIFE HAS SETTLED DOWN TO A

SINCE MOTHER . . .

got her hands on a copy of The Modern Book of

Infant and Child Care. This book tells mother how
to handle me and what to do when I am not her

sweetie pie!

Written entirely by three experienced doctors, this

book answers, clearly and intimately, the questions

asked most often by mothers. It is not designed to

take the place of your baby's doctor, but will give

you the helpful information that you will need be-

fore you call him.

The price of the hard cover edition is $2.95, but

the flexible cover edition is only $1.00. All mothers

should possess this book. Send for your copy—today.

BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, Inc.

205 East 42nd Street New York 17, N. Y.

THE GREEN HELMET
M-G-M (Adult)

WHO'S IN IT? Bill Travers. Ed Begley.

Nancy Walters, Ursula Jeans

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Sports-car racing

;

men who love it; women who love them.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? High-speed excite-

ment in varied locales (England, Italy)

. . . Sean Kelly’s breezy good looks as

hero Bill’s eager kid brother.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? As long as it

goes “vroom-vroom !
”

it has built-in sus-

pense, but between races it dawdles. With
all the brand-name signs in sight, seems

drivers get killed just to sell cars, tires,

gas and oil.

THE LEAGUE OF GENTLEMEN
Kingsley-International (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Jack Hawkins. Nigel Pat-

rick, Roger Livesey. Richard Attenborough

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A former British

Army officer rounds up a gang of others

(all dishonorably discharged) to pull off

a hank robbery in military style.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Those oh-so-smooth

English actors, making every line sound

twice as bright as it really is . . . the

rogues posing as top brass at an Army
base.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? It’ll do for

a dash of light amusement, but we’d say

the big-heist bit has had it—from England,

France. Italy and us.

(Please turn the page )
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CUTEX
SP1LLPRUF

great jewel robbery!

tZ TJ I steals the sparkle of precious gems for your fingertips

Lucky you! Cutex puts a fortune in pearls, amethysts and rubies at your finger-

tips. But you don’t have to rob a safe to own them. Cutex polish, with its diamond

sparkle, its clear fresh colors, is the nearest thing to a jewel. And its new bottle

with the easy-to-hokl, easy-to-use “crystal” plume is a shining adornment to

your dressing table. Start your “jewel collection” by Cutex with the beautiful

booty above: “Fire Engine” in the safe, “Pink From Paris” on lips and nails.



#3937

For the fun of having more summer clothes than ever

33
,

#3960

For the fun of having a fling with color—sunny vacation colors!

1

'

#3916

For the sheer fun of being individual, of SimnMftity
creating your own fashion look! For the

fun of seeing fabric turn into fashion,

right in your hands! For the joy of know-
ing you didn’t spend too much on clothes

—there’s money left to spend just for fun!

Jm 7 Simplicity Patterns

See these

fun-to-make clothes,

phis hundreds more

in the biggest,

brightest fashion show

ever put between

covers — The new
Simplicity Magazine,

at newsstands and
pattern counters

everywhere.

SIMPLICITY PATTERN CO. INC., 200 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, NEW YORK



Please Do
Pick

the Flowers!
lovely long-stemmed

Posy Pins so pretty

you’ll want a bouquet!

THE HOODLUM PRIEST
U.A- (Adult)

WHO'S IN IT? Don Murray, Keir Dullea,

Cindi Wood, Larry Gates, Don Joslyn

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A slum-born priest’s

crusade to save young ex-cons from slip-

ping back into crime.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The personal sincer-

ity of star-producer-writer Murray ... a

promising debut for Keir Dullea, though

his part is thankless.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Best we can

say for this is that it means terribly well.

While it’s based on fact, it winds up look-

ing like a standard c.ops-and-robhers

thriller, not too expertly done.

GORGO
M-G-M, Technicolor (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Bill Travers, Vincent Win-

ter, William Sylvester

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Our old pal the

prehistoric monster—plus a money-mad
adventurer who brings the beast to London.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Good, scary trick

photography from a smashed fishing vil-

lage to London Bridge falling down . . .

sentimental switcheroo at the finish.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Lively enough
monster picture (likely to drive a pale-

ontologist nuts, as usual). Who’d ever ex-

pect to hate cleft-chinned Bill Travers and
sympathize with the Thing instead?

GOLD OF THE SEVEN SAINTS
Warners, Warner Scope (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Clint Walker, Roger
Moore, Leticia Roman, Robert Middleton

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? A running battle

between bandits and two gold-mining part-

ners who have made a rich strike.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Clint’s terrific torso

. . . Roger’s Irish charm . . . the story’s

consistently tough outlook. You can’t trust

anybody, so you’re always in suspense.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Solid, busi-

nesslike western that doesn’t pretend to

be anything else. Don’t look for a love

interest—there’s just a spice of sex.

CIRCLE OF DECEPTION
20th, CinemaScope (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Bradford Dillman, Suzy

Parker, Harry Andrews

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Deadly mission in

Occupied France for a young Canadian

—

who doesn’t know lie’s supposed to fail!

WHAT’S SPECIAL? The central plot idea,

new and ingenious . . . the picture’s cynical

view of modern war, making people as

“expendable” as ammunition.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Effective spy

melodrama that’d be better if it spent

more time on its real theme.

{Ptease turn the page)

Fashion’s planting them

everywhere this spring. ..on all

new clothes from suits to chapeaux

!

See how they glow with rhinestones,

simulated pearls, gay beads... in a

garden of colors. Pick some for Mother’s Day.

$2 each. Matching earrings $2.

Prices plus tax, slightly higher in Canada.

At leading stores or write

Coro, Inc., New York 1.
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ANN DEWEY, Sr., Washington
Clay H. S., So. Bend, Indiana

, says:
“My face breaks oul with ugly pim-
ples now and then, hut thank good-
ness, I’ve been able to get rid of
them quickly, before they spread.
I’m sure it’s because I always keep
Clearasil handy to use at the first

sign of trouble.”

H IB

Clearasil’s 3 MEDICAL ACTIONS

Open,Clean out

and Dry-up

Pimples Fast

!

Skin-colored . . . hides pimples while it works.

Skin Specialists explain that a pimple is a
clogged, inflamed pore. They point out that
for effective external treatment of pimples,
you need a medication with three actions to
1. open, 2 . clean out, and 3 . dry up pimples.
Only the Clearasil type medication can give
you all three of these vital medical actions.

HOW CLEARASIL WORKS FAST
1. Opens Pimples. ‘Keratolytic’ action
gently peels away and opens the affected
pimple cap . . . without dangerous squeezing.
Active medications can get down inside.

2 . Cleans-out Pimples. Now clogged pore
can drain quickly. Antiseptic medication
penetrates to any lower infection, stops
growth of bacteria, relieves inflammation.
Encourages growth of smooth, healthy skin.

3 . Dries-up Pimples. Clearasil’s oil-
absorbing action works to dry up pimples
fast . . . remove the excess oil that can
clog pores and cause pimples. Helps pre-
vent further outbreak.

Floats out blackheads. Clearasil softens and
loosens blackheads so they ‘float’ out with nor-
mal washing.

Proved by Skiu Specialists. In tests on over
300 patients, 9 out of 10 cases
completely cleared up or definitely

improved while using clearasil.
Guaranteed to work for you or
money hack. In Tube 69^ and 98£.
Lotion squeeze-bottle only
$1.25 (no fed. tax).

At all drug
counters.

SPECIALOFFER: For2weeks’ supply of clearasil, send name,

address and 15£ to Dept. KT -5, clearasil, 122 E.42 St.,N.Y

QUESTION 7
Louis de Rochemont Associates (Family)

WHO'S IN IT? Michael Gwynn, Christian

de Bresson, Almut Eggert

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The struggle of a

pastor, his wife and teen-aged son to keep

integrity and faith in East Germany.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Quiet realism in the

acting and the background (actually Ger-

many) . . . scenes that show convincingly

how Communists manage to win favor

with young people.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? A fresh, truly

important theme and an earnest approach

make this absorbing, though it’s awkward
in places and a bit too long.

SHADOWS
Lion International (Adult)

WHO'S IN IT? Lelia Goldoni, Hugh
Hurd, Ben Carruthers, Anthony Ray

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Problems that con-

front youthful Negroes in New York.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Roughly candid but

striking photography . . . Lelia’s simple,

natural loveliness.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? It’s a good try,

John Cassavetes’ first as a director, but

sometimes it’s hard to tell where he’s

heading. He let the actors make up their

own lines as they went along! In emotional

scenes, that may work. In relaxed mo-

ments, it gets downright painful.

WINGS OF CHANCE
U-I, Eastman Color (Family)

WHO’S IN IT? Jim Brown, Frances Raf-

ferty. Richard Tretter

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? The search for a

downed bush pilot; his Robinson Crusoe

life in the Canadian wilderness.

WHAT’S SPECIAL? Hints at an adven-

turous sort of flying—frustrating, because

we aren’t told much about it . . . glimpses

of the beautiful Canadian Rockies—equal-

ly frustrating, because the color photog-

raphy is so weak.

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Kind of sim-

ple-minded, but younger kids will like it.

MODIGLIANI OF MONTPARNASSE
Continental; French dialogue, English titles (Adult)

WHO’S IN IT? Gerard Philipe, Lilli

Palmer, Anouk Aimee, Lea Padovani

WHAT’S IT ABOUT? Last years of the

painter, unappreciated except by friends

(and loving women) during his lifetime.

WHAT'S SPECIAL? Several graceful

performances by attractive people, espe-

cially the late Philipe (who died soon

after making the film).

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Generally

overdrawn and romanticized—a twentieth

century “La Boheme.”



OF CURRENT PICTURES

ALL IN A NIGHT’S WORK—Paramount. Di-

rected by Joseph Anthony : Tony Ryder, Dean
Martin; Katie Robbins, Shirley MacLaine; War-
ren Kingsley Sr., Charles Ruggles; Warren
Kingsley Jr., Cliff Robertson; Oliver Dunning,
Gale Gordon; Sam Weaver, Jerome Cowan; Mrs.
Warren Kingsley, Mabel Albertson; Marge
Coombs, Norma Crane; Lasker, Jack Weston,
Miss Schuster, Mary Treen.

CIRCLE OF DECEPTION—20th. Directed by
Jack Lee: Paul Raine, Bradford Dillman; Lucy
Bowen, Suzy Parker; Capt. Rawson, Harry An-
drews; Maj. Spence, Paul Rogers; Maj. Taylor,

John Welsh; Capt. Stein, Robert Stephens.

GOLD OF THE SEVEN SAINTS—Warners.
Directed by Gordon Douglas: Jim Rainbolt, Clint
Walker; Shaun Garrett, Roger Moore; Tita, Le-
ticia Roman; Gondora, Robert Middleton; Doc
Gates, Chill Wills; McCracken, Gene Evans.

GORGO—M-G-M. Directed by Eugene Lourie:
Joe Ryan, Bill Travers; Sam Slade, William Syl-
vester; Scan, Vincent Winter; Flaherty, Bruce
Seton; Professor Hendydcks, Joseph O’Connor;
Dorkin, Martin Benson.

GREEN HELMET, THE—M-G-M. Directed by
Michael Forlong: Rafferty, Bill Travers

;
Bartel!

,

Ed Begley; Richie Launder, Sidney Janies;
Diane, Nancy Walters; Mrs. Rafferty, Ursula
Jeans; Kitty Launder, Megs Jenkins; Tas Raf-
ferty, Sean Kelly.

HOODLUM PRIEST, THE—U.A. Directed by
Irvin Kershner: Rev. Charles Dismas Clark, Don
Murray; Louis Rosen, I^arry Gates; Ellen Hen-
ley, Cindi Wood; Billy Lee Jackson, Keir Dullea;
George Hale, Logan Ramsey; Pio Gentile, Don
Joslyn.

LEAGUE OF GENTLEMEN, THE— Kingsley-
International. Directed by Basil Dearden : Hyde,
Jack Hawkins; Race, Nigel Patrick; Mycroft,
Roger Livesey; Lexy, Richard Attenborough;
Portliill, Bryan Forbes; Stevens, Robert Coote;
Peggy, Melissa Stribling; Hilda, Lydia Sher-
wood; Elisabeth, Nanette Newman.

MILLIONAIRESS, THE—20th. Directed by
Anthony Asquith: Epifania Parerga, Sophia
Loren ; Kabir, Peter Sellers; Sagamore, Alastair
Sim; Ardian, Dennis Price; Professor Merton,
Noel Purcell; Joe, Vittorio de Sica; Alastair,
Gary Raymond; Mrs. Joe, Miriam Karlin; Polly,
Virginia Vernon.

MODIGLIANI OF MONTPARNASSE— Di-
rected by Jacques Becker: Modigliani, Gerard
Philipe; Beatrice, Lilli Palmer; Jeanne, Anouk
Aimee; M. Sborowski, Gerard Sety; Mmc. Sbo-
rowski, Lila Dedrova; Rosalie, Lea Padovani;
Morel, Lino Ventura.

QUESTION 7—de Rochemont. Directed by
Stuart Rosenberg: Friedrich Gottfried, Michael
Gwynn; Gerda Gottfried, Margaret Jahnen;
Peter Gottfried

,

Christian de Bresson; Herr Rett-
mann, Leo Bieber; Rolf Starke, Erik Schumann;
Heins Dchmcrt, Fritz Wepper; Anncliesc Zing-
ler, Almut Eggert.

RAISIN IN THE SUN, A—Columbia. Directed
by Daniel Petrie: Walter Lee Younger, Sidney
Poitier; Lena Younger, Claudia McNeil; Ruth,
Ruby Dee; Bcneatha, Diana Sands; Asagai. Ivan
Dixon; Mark Lindner, John Fiedler; George
Murchison, Louis Gossett; Travis, Stephen Per-
ry; Bobo, Joel Fluellen; Herman, Louis Terkel;
Willie Harris, Roy Glenn.

SANCTUARY—20th. Directed by Tony Rich-
ardson: Temple, Lee Remick; Candy, Yves Mont-
and; Gozvan, Bradford Dillman: Ira Bobbitt,
Harry Townes; Nancy, Odetta; Governor, How-
ard St. John; Norma, Jean Carson; Miss Reba,
Reta Shaw; Dog Boy, Strother Martin.

SHADOWS-— Lion International. Directed by
John Cassavetes: Lclia, Lelia Goldoni; Ben, Ben
Carruthers; Hugh, Hugh Hurd; Tony, Anthony
Ray; Rupc, Rupert Crosse; Tom, Tom Allen;
Dennis, Dennis Sallas; David, David Pokitellow;
David, David Jones.

SINS OF RACHEL CADE, THE—Warners.
Directed by Gordon Douglas: Rachel Cade, Angie
Dickinson; Col. Henri. Decode. Peter Finch;
Paul Wilton , Roger Moore; Knln, Errol John;
Mwvango

, Woody Strode; Kalanumu
, juano

Hernandez; Buderga
, Frederick O’Neal; Marie

Grieux
, Mary Wickes; Musinga, Scatman Croth-

ers; Dr. Bike /, Douglas Spencer.

WINGS OF CHANCE—U-T. Directed by Ed-
ward Dew: Steve Kirby

, Jim Brown; A rline
Baker , Frances Rafferty; Johnny Summers,
Richard Tretter; Mike Farrel

,
Patrick Whyte.

New Show!

It’s a new show! It’s a great show! It’s a

1961 edition ol PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL,
produced by the editors of PHOTOPLAY!
And it’s available now wherever magazines

are sold

!

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It

brings you' all the news and gossip of every-

one of impoitance in Hollywood. It also

brings you gorgeous full-color portraits of

the stars, plus exciting candid shots and

never-to-be-forgotten pinups. In most places

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL sells out as soon

as it goes on sale. Get your copy of this

great Annual while the limited supply lasts.

HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL—Here is the month-

by-month story of Hollywood. The marriages, di-

vorces, separations, reconciliations, births and
deaths.

TOP BILLING—New pictures and stories of Troy

Donahue • Elvis Presley • Sandra Dee • Edd
Byrnes • Tuesday Weld • Connie Stevens •

Debbie Reynolds • Frankie Avalon • Annette

Funicello • Carol Lynley and Connie Francis.

DOUBLE FEATURES—Truly romantic stories

about these happily married: Liz Taylor and
Eddie Fisher • Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis •

Roger Smith and Vici Shaw • Pat and Shirley

Boone • Evy Norlund and James Darren •

Millie Perkins and Dean Stockwell • Joanne
Woodward and Paul Newman • Natalie Wood
and Bob Wagner.
FANFARE—Big pictures and fascinating stories

about Cary Grant • Rock Hudson • Rick Nelson
• Tab Hunter • Paul Anka • Bobby Darin •

John Saxon • Sal Mineo • Stephen Boyd •
Brandon de Wilde • Bobby Rydell • Jimmy

Clanton.

^
PINUPS— These thrilling

pictures are a "must" for

your collection: Brigitte

Bardot • Marilyn Monroe • Kim Novak • Lana

Turner • Ava Gardner • Doris Day.

UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your fa-

vorites: Glenn Ford • Susan Hayward • Hope

Lange • Tony Perkins • Audrey Hepburn •

Roger Moore • Susan Kohner • Laurence

Harvey • John Gavin • Shirley MacLaine •

Dolores Hart.

AND INTRODUCING—H ere are the newcomers

to the screen. You can follow their glamorous

rise to stardom: Angie Dickinson • Mark Damon

• Warren Beatty • Jo Morrow • Mark God-

dard • Sue Lyon • Tom Tryon • Vicki Trickett

• Nancy Kwan • Juliet Prowse • Richard Bey-

mer • Patti Page • Anita Bryant • Glenn

Corbett • Sigrid Maier • Carol Christensen •

Brenda Lee • Leticia Roman • Sharon Hugueny

• Kerwin Mathews • Michael Callan ® George

Peppard.

AT NEWSSTANDS NOW—OR USE COUPON

Bartholomew House, Inc.

205 E. 42 St„ New York 17, N. Y.

WG-561

Send me PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1961. I en-
close 50c.

Name . . . .

(Please Print)

Address. .

City State



QUESTIONS
ANSWERED ABOUT
'EMBARRASSING

MOMENTS”

(AND HOW TO AVOID THEM)

Q. Can boys tell by looking at me
that I have my period ?

A. Nobody will suspect a thing as long as

you’re poised and perfectly groomed.
You’re surer of yourself, of course, with

Tampax® internal sanitary protection.

Nothing shows — even under form-
fitting skirts and slacks. No odor can
form. Free of old-time discomforts and
doubts, you’re much more relaxed. And
all that puts you at your ease with the

opposite sex.

Q. What about bowling, hiking or

dancing dates during my period ?

A. If these are activities you normally en-

joy, there’s no reason to forego them for

time-of-the-month. One blessing of

Tampax is that the wearer literally can’t

feel it. The annoying chafing, binding

and slipping of pads is gone forever.

That’s why we say . . . Tampax, so much
a part of your active life.

Q. What about disposal problems when
I’m away from home?

A. You’ve undoubtedly encountered this

embarrassing problem. Some girls go to

almost any lengths to protect their “se-

cret,”—often waiting till the whole
household’s asleep. Smart girls use Tam-
pax. Insertion, changing and disposal

take only seconds.. Even the satin-

smooth applicator can be flushed away.
And of course a box of Tampax “hides”

itself so well that no one will know you
have it along.

Q.How can I be sure of personal

daintiness on menstrual days?

A. There’s only one answer: daily baths

during your period. Contrary to super-

stitions, warm water can’t hurt you

—

won’t stop the flow. Since Tampax can’t

absorb water from the outside, there’s

no need to remove it for bathing—

a

real advantage on the first few days.

You’ll appreciate the daintiness of using

Tampax, too. Applicator-inserted, it

never comes in contact with your fingers.

A trial sample of Tampax (in plain wrapper)

will be mailed to you on request, together

p with our free booklet on menstruation facts

and advice. Just send 10i to Department JF,
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.
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For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the

months indicated. For full reviews this month,

see page 8. (a—adult f—family)

ALAMO. THE—U.A.; Technicolor, Todd-AO:
Producer-director-star John Wayne turns a

frontier legend into an epic as hulking and
likable as his screen self. He's Crockett; Wid-

mark is Bowie; Frankie Avalon sturdily tries

to hold the fort, too. (F) January

BREATHLESS—Films Around the World:

Jean Seberg's finally at ease, as a beat-type

American girl snared in a Paris love affair with

a young hoodlum (sexy Jean-Paul Belmondo).
Fast, intriguing. (A) April

CAN-CAN—20th: Todd-AO, Technicolor: Feast

of star talent. Cole Porter songs. Gay Nineties

costumes. Frank Sinatra, Shirley MacLaine and

Louis Jourdan make up a saucy Paris triangle

while Maurice Chevalier makes with the sly

comments. (A) June

CIMARRON—M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metro-

color: With Glenn Ford and Maria Schell as a

loving but mismatched pioneer couple, this

Oklahoma cavalcade hits touching and spectacu-

lar moments as it wanders through the years.

(F) April

CRY FOR HAPPY—Columbia; CinemaScope,
Eastman Color: A slightly naughty, fairly fun-

ny service yarn puts Glenn Ford and Donald
O’Connor into Navy uniform to goof off and

chase geishas in Japan. (A) April

DON QUIXOTE—M-G-M; Wide Screen, Color:

The Russians offer us some lovely photography
in a robustly acted version of the Cervantes

classic about the crazy yet noble knight and his

comic squire. (F) April

EXODUS—U.A.; Super-Panavision 70, Techni-

color: Stirring saga of patriotism, with Paul

Newman as the Israeli hero, Eva Marie Saint as

the American heroine, Sal Mineo and Jill Ha-

worth as unforgettable teenagers who escaped

the Nazis. (A) February

FACTS OF LIFE. THE—U.A.: Chuckles mix
with gentle realism as suburbanites Bob Hope
and Lucille Ball try an illicit romance that

just isn’t their style. (A) February

FEVER IN THE BLOOD, A—Warners: Lots of

plot and hints at weighty ideas keep us busy as

a murder trial plunges Efrem Zimbalist Jr.

and Jack Kelly into conflict over political

ambition and justice. Love interest, too—Angie
Dickinson. (A) April

FLAMING STAR—20th; CinemaScope, De
Luxe Color: Elvis Presley’s the big attraction

in a reasonably good western. Frontier warfare

puts his half-Indian family in the middle—not

much to sing about. (F) March

GONE WITH THE WIND—M-G-M. Techni-

color: Now a new generation can see this all-

time champ, revived for the Civil War Cen-
tennial. Vivien Leigh and the late Clark Gable,

in his most famous role, are still matchless as

brave Southerners. (F) April

GRASS IS GREENER. THE—U-I; Techni-
rama. Technicolor: Aren't we elegant! Jean
Simmons goes kookie to steal a talky drawing-

room comedy about an uppercrust triangle,

with Cary Grant. Deborah Kerr, Bob Mitchum
as lord, lady and lover. (A) February

GREAT IMPOSTOR. THE—U-I: Deliciously

different comedy gives Tony Curtis plenty of

room to swing as he relives the impossible (but

real) life of Ferdinand Demara, man of many
identities. (F) March

HOME IS THE HERO—Showcorporation

:

Good, solid theater from Ireland. Arthur Ken-
nedy keeps pace with the Abbey Players, as

one of a family that builds a new life while the

father is in jail. (A) April

MARRIAGE-GO-ROUND, THE—20th; Cin-

emaScope, De Luxe Color: Light and amusing.

As a lovely big Swede with liberal ideas on sex,

Julie Newmar invades the happy home of James
Mason, Susan Hayward. (A) March

MISFITS, THE—LI.A.: A splendid exit for

Clark Gable, at his best with Marilyn Monroe
and Montgomery Clift, in a vigorous drama of

divorcees and drifters in Nevada. Writer

Arthur Miller and director John Huston rate

applause, too. (A) April

ONE HUNDRED AND ONE DALMATIANS—
Buena Vista. Technicolor: Charming Disney

cartoon dances through London and country-

side scenes while two Dalmatians save their

puppies from evil dog-nappers. (F) March

PEPE—Columbia; CinemaScope, Technicolor:

Wonderful Cantinflas offers fun in jumbo help-

ings, with Dan Dailey, Shirley Jones, loads of

“guest stars” sharing the wistful Mexican's

Hollywood adventures. (F) March

SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech-

n i rama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga

of ancient Rome. Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis

join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion

against the corrupt empire symbolized by

Laurence Olivier. (A) January

TWO WAY STRETCH—Lion-International:

Peter Sellers fans have another field day. as he

ribs jailbreak thrillers by plotting his way out

of the coziest prison you ever saw. Good for a

few chuckles. (A) April

UNDERWORLD, U.S.A—Columbia: Okay for

moviegoers who are satisfied with just plenty

of shooting and bashing. Cliff Robertson s a

crook out to smash “the syndicate” for purely

personal reasons. (A) April

VILLAGE OF THE DAMNED. THE—M-G-M,
MetroScope: Ingenious science-fiction finds sci-

entist George Sanders battling a strange outer-

space invasion of his English town. It's good

and creepy! (A) February

WACKIEST SHIP IN THE ARMY. THE—Co-

lumbia; CinemaScope. Eastman Color: Jack

Lemmon and Rick Nelson sail off on a slap-

happy adventure of World War II. taking an

old sloop on a risky mission. (F) February

YOUNG ONE. THE—Valiant: Haunting at-

mosphere and a nice performance by Key
Meersman, as a backwoods girl in her early

teens, highlight a story of struggle on a lonely

Southern island, also involving Zachary Scott.

Bernie Hamilton. (A) April

WOMAN TO WOMAN . .

.



YOUR

example

Think of your handwriting as a candid camera and watch yourself in action. T on 11

get an interesting view of your own personality this way. Large writing shows that >ou

must have freedom to express yourself and plenty oi space to do things on a big scale.

However, you should he careful. Exuberance and too much imagination can carry you

away and prove costly. I he natural

pride and self-esteem of large hand-

writing, if exaggerated, becomes van-

ity (see example A). Huge, towering

capital letters, out of proportion to

the rest of the writing, will show this.

If your writing is large, broad and

slanted forward, and has long, curved word-endings (see example B), you are a generous,

warm-hearted person and a good mixer. But watch out for extravagance, especially if the

spaces between your words and lines are wide! If your writing is small and uniform (see

example C), you have a disciplined

mind, you are careful and realistic

and you have a talent for observa-

tion. Ideas interest you more than

people, but you enjoy the company

of a few intimate friends and do not

big crowd around you constantly to be content,

(see example D) shows inhibition and anxiety.

TriM^ coxa/
example B

example C

vl OAh iKrtrVXXSuL'

example D

need the excitement and hubbub ol a

Small, narrow and cramped writing

Medium-sized writing is most com-

monly found, and tells the least about

the writer. Other features must be UT-

considered to interpret it. If your writ-
yy

ing is medium-sized, you are practical

and well-adjusted. When necessary,

you can handle details, but you would rather be among the doers than the thinkers. Those

who have medium-sized writing usually adhere to social standards and attach importance

to material welfare and success. But these people can also have very high ideals. Marilyn

Monroe writes her large script with tremen-

dous Hair and vivacity (see example E). Her

tall, highly flourished capital reveals great

ambition, imagination and a theatrical per-

sonality. The graceful forms with heavy pres-

sure express her femininity, and the extreme forward slant shows her sensitivity and her

desire for love. But she must give as well as receive. Her small os (not shown) are very

narrow and tightly knotted, showing a personal block despite her outer warmth and

spontaneity. The Hourished y of Marilyn

forms an underscore that shows her dra-

matic talent and showmanship. The knot

and the hook on it reveals her tendency to

cling to her career. Sandra Dee’s writing

is quite opposite to that of Marilyn Mon-

roe's. It is very tiny. The forms are simple

and unpretentious. She will concentrate on

details, pay close attention to instruction

and build her technique carefully. She is modest, intelligent and gentle. Hers is a quiet

persistence. The round, conventional forms show that she is adaptable and cooperative

and will appeal to the public through her sweetness

1 . and charm. Her good spacing shows that she can

/]£. plan ahead and that she has musical feeling. Some

of the spaces are too wide and reveal a certain shy-

ness. However, handwriting changes with develop-

ment, and this sample was written before her marriage. Until next time, watch your

writing! —Rosa Rosella

example F

“SECOND SKIN’’ THIN

SPORTS GIRDLE

No show or tell under sports clothes!

Flatters in determined natural rub-

ber. Cool, breathable surface. White

or Pink. Petite, S, M, L; only $2 .50 .



Cream hair away (lie beautiful way...

with new baby-pink, sweet-smelling

neet. Always to nicen underarms,

everytime to smooth legs to smoother

beauty, and next time for that faint

downy fuzz on the face, why not

consider NEET? Goes down deep where

no razor can reach to cream hair

TMAT'Q

HOLLYWOOD
FOR YOU

Only a few days more to April 17th. and we'll know. A little patience and at

10:30 that night we’ll see the whole glittering line-up of Oscar winners. We’ll

know—will Liz Taylor finally make it on her fourth try? Or will Mrs. Roosevelt

do as well by Greer Carson as Mrs. Miniver did eighteen years ago? It’s a hot race

for the men, too. The New York Film Critics gave it to Burt Lancaster, but with

the Academy, Olivier and a few others are in the running, too. To say nothing of

such a dark horse as Peter Falk for best supporting actor. And the picture—

-

“A” could he for “Alamo” or it could he for “Apartment.” Catch?

Anyway, on the 17th we’ll all know. But can anybody wait? No. I’m expected

to stick my neck way out and come up with my own personal predictions.

Now this is a big worry. I know who I’d pick for the best of everything, hut

suppose the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences has its own ideas?

These are the things that keep a man awake nights. Except me. When I worry, I

sleep and have had dreams.

A TALK WITH MY OLD FRIEND OSCAR
Like last night. One minute I put my head on the pillow, and the next I’m in

the Academy office talking to my old friend Oscar who’s standing on a desk.

“You look good,” I tell him. “As young as the night you were born. Remember?
May 16, 1929, in the banquet room of the Hollywood Roosevelt Hotel. They gave

you to Janet Gaynor. See how I don’t forget one little thing about you?”

“Flattery will get no scoops out of me,” answers the wise guy. “Even if I knew

who’s going to take me home, I wouldn't tell. It’s not fair.”

“A fine way to talk to me,” I protest. “If it weren’t for me giving you a name

they’d still be calling you the Gold Statuette.”

“Sure,” he says coldly, “and I know why—I’ve got a memory too. On the night

of March 15, 1934, you were in Western Union filing your first Academy Awards

story. You didn’t know how to spell statuette, so you gave me the handle that

every comic calls the orchestra leader in vaudeville houses

—

Oscar! And while

you were at it, couldn’t you have given me a last name too—like other people?”

I change the subject fast. “How do you feel about Awards night, Oscar?”

“How I feel is nervous,” be says tensely. “I don’t like them moving the cere-

monies to Santa Monica—I’ve never been there in my life.”

“You and everybody else,” I agree. “But you’ll be okay, you’ve lived through

worse. Like the night Eva Maria Saint got so flustered she said, ‘I think I’ll

have my baby right here.’ Remember?” Then I make another fast try at a few tips.

“So tell your old buddy-buddy, Oscar, who appeals to you as best actress?”

“Please,” he says coldly, “I’m an Academy Award, not a horse race.”

A GOOD YEAR FOR BAD GIRLS

I pretend not to hear the squelch. “I don’t imagine Melina Mercouri will get

you because you went to a foreign star last year—Simone Signoret.”

“All I can say,” he fences, “is that with Melina Mercouri and Elizabeth Taylor

trying for best actress, and Shirley Jones for best supporting, it’s been a great

year in Hollywood for actresses playing bad girls.”

“Well then, are you going to play it like you did with Susan Hayward?” I per-

sist. “Finally give yourself to Deborah Kerr because she’s been nominated six

times? Or to Shirley MacLaine because she’s the den mother of the Clan?”

“What’s t lie Clan?” he asks, absolutely poker face. Sinatra should hear him!

“Listen, you—you gold statuette!” I explode. “You keep this up and I’ll tell

tli£ world that you’re nothing but ninety-two-and-a-half percent tin and seven-

and-a-half percent copper under that gold hide of yours. Gold, hah!”

Lie doesn’t bat an eyelash. Which I realize is only natural in a statue, but



still it gives me the chills, he’s so deadly calm.

“If you’re threatening me,” he says, real icy, “I don’t scare easy.”

This sounded like one statuette that’d been seeing too many westerns!

“And there may be more base metal than pure gold in my makeup,” he goes on.

“hut that’s the only thing base about me. Nobody can point a finger at Oscar and

claim I’m not honest. I never had any truck with payola . .
.”

“I didn’t offer you any payola,” I shout. “All I’m asking is a few simple ques-

tions like when you go to the movies what movie do you like best . .
.”

“.
. . and I’m not slipping you any answers that are in the sealed envelopes,” he

says flatly. “You can wait till April 17th like everybody else . .

Suddenly his voice gets weak and he starts fading. I yell, “Oscar! Wait!” and

wake up in bed muttering, “That’s Hollywood for You.” Sidney Skolsky

ACADEMY AWARDS SCORECARD

Dont forget: Monday
,
April 17,

from 10:30 P.M. to 12:00 AM.,

over ABC-TV. See how your J

votes compare with Oscar's.

BEST ACTOR
Trevor Howard, “Sons and Lovers

”

(20th).

Burt Lancaster, “Elmer Gantry”

(U.A.).
Jack Lemmon, “The Apartment”

(U.A.).
Laurence Olivier,

“The Entertain-
er” ( Continental )

.

Spencer Tracy, “Inherit the Wind”

(U.A.).

BEST MOVIE
“The Alamo” (LT.A.).

“The Apartment” (U.A.).
“Elmer Gantry” (U.A.).
“Sons and Lovers” (20th).

“The Sundowners” (Warners).

BEST SUPPORTING
ACTRESS

Glynis Johns,
“The Sundowners”

( Warners)

.

Shirley Jones, “Elmer Gantry”

(U.A.).
Shirley Knight, “The Dark at the
Top of the Stairs” (Warners).

Janet Leigh, “Psycho” (Para-
mount).

Mary Ure,
“Sons and Lovers”

(20th).

BEST SONG
“The

from

“The Facts of Life,” from
Facts of Life” (U.A.).

“Faraway Part of Town,”
“Pepe” (Columbia).

“The Green Leaves of Summer,”
from “The Alamo” (U.A.).

“Never on Sunday,” from “Never
on Sunday” (Lopert).

“The Second Time Around,” front
“High Time” (20th).

BEST ACTRESS
Greer Garson, “Sunrise at Campo-

bello” (Warners).
Deborah Kerr, “The Sundowners”

( Warners)

.

Shirley MacLaine, “The Apart-
ment” (U.A.).

Melina Mercouri, “Never on Sun-
day” (Lopert).

Elizabeth Taylor, “Butterfield 8”

(M-G-M).

BEST SUPPORTING
ACTOR

Peter Falk,
“Murder , Inc.” (20th).

Jack Kruschen, “The Apartment”
(U.A.)

.

Sal Mineo, “Exodus” (U.A.).
Peter Ustinov, “Spartacus” (U-I).
Chill Wills, “The Alamo” (U.A.).

BEST DIRECTION
“The Apartment,” Billy Wilder

(U.A.)

.

“Never on Sunday,” Jules Dassin
(Lopert)

.

“Psycho,” Alfred Hitchcock (Par.).
“Sons and Lovers,” Jack Cardiff

(20th).

“The Sundowners,” Fred Zinne-
mann (Warners).

BEST COSTUME
DESIGN (COLOR)

“Can-Can,” Irene Sharaff ( 20th )

.

“Midnight Lace,” Irene (U-I).
“Pepe,” Edith Head (Col.).
“Spartacus,” Valles and Bill Thom-

as (U-I).
“Sunrise at Campobello,” Marjorie

Best (Warners).

Save This For Your Scrapbook.

29 *

plus taxLush, radiant, romantic

nail polish colors to make
your hands come alive . .

.

to match your new spring

outfit . . . to inspire a mood
for new adventure.

Compare! Its quality

and sprightly color

creations easily rank

with nationally

advertised brands at

several times this

price! See the

exciting display

of Smartee Party Colors
at leading variety

and drug store

cosmetic counters.

SMARTEE NAIL POLISH, division of Cameo. Inc., Toledo 6 . Ohio

p
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Nancy Sharp seems to be the girl in Elvis Presley’s life

at this moment. She and Elvis first met when he was making

“Flaming Star” at 20th Century-Fox and she was a ward-

robe mistress. Elvis was attentive, but if there were any

outward indications of romance, they were restrained. When

the picture was finished, Elvis went home to Memphis and

five weeks later returned for “Wild in the Country,” the

Jerry Wald production. Nancy was assigned to this picture

at Elvis’ request. The film went into production on location

at Napa. California, where these pictures were shot, and it

was here that the two were first seen holding hands, walking

arm-in-arm, stealing furtive kisses over picnic lunches. Elvis

seemed to look to her for approval on the set. And when he

happened to wander off to other corners of the set, Nancy

was on the job, right behind him. When Elvis had Christmas

week off, he planned to head for Memphis. Nancy wanted to

fly home to St. Louis for her three-day holiday. They left on

the same plane, along with three ( Continued on page 86)

p
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“We enjoy one another Nancy has said,

“but we haven't talked about, marriage. Elvis

is a man who has very positive ideas on

what he wants, and so do I. We don't know

each other awfully well at this point.’’

“/ admire her very much Elvis has said,

‘'and we see each other about once a week.

That's all we have time for. I sometimes

see other girls and 1 suppose she sees other

men. We never talk about marriage.”

19
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Sara Entertains
Hollywood

Martha Hyer's full-length cream-streaked

mink coat was the eye-knocker-out of my party.

"I've got to have one like it," I heard at least

three women sigh while their husbands—even

the enormously important Lew Wasserman,

President of MCA, pretended not to hear. But

then Edie Wasserman knows she can have the

world as far as Lew is concerned. And me, too,

if I had it. Producer Ross Hunter progressed from

lovely Virginia Grey to Mrs. Jules Stein,

wife of Chairman of the Board of the world's

largest agency, Music Corporation of America,

on to Margo
( Please turn the page )

It was her coat that caused the fuss, now what's Martha staring at?

Carol Lee Ladd joins the festivities.

Mrs. David Janssen, Nancy Sinatra, Sara.

Veronique and Gregory Peck couldn't stay long, but they made sure to meet Editor Evelyn Pain before leaving.
21



inside

stuff

continued

Moore and Anne Francis. From those two,

he came to a permanent stop beside Evelyn

Pain, PHOTOPLAY'S chic and lovely editor.

But then every eye in the room was turned

her way, as usual. "I think Frances Heflin, Van's

wife, is one of the greatest women in this town,"

Tab Hunter told me during the evening, "but

I'm really in love with Felicia Farr." Just to

complicate matters, I relayed Tab's confession

to Felicia while she and her escort, Jack Lem-

mon, were chatting in a corner. I must say Jack,

who had hurried back from lecturing on the art

of motion pictures at Stanford University, looked

rather startled. And about that lecture, the

Stanford lads were vitally interested in all Jack

had to say, and were mighty appreciative. They

should be. He's the greatest! And speaking of

Tab, his old house in Glendale, surrounded by

its accusing neighbors, now stands empty and

forlorn. Tab and his dog have moved elsewhere.

. . . Chatted with popular Andy Williams who

modestly refuses to believe that you, his fans,

are interested. "Do you mean people really write

in about me?" he asked. Now what can you do

with modesty such as that? . . . Mike Dante

brought socialite Fern Gimble to PHOTOPLAY'S

young people's party at George Lim's famous

Kowloon Restaurant, and Nancy Kwan showed

up with Mark Damon. It turned out Nancy and

George are old friends. Very direct and not given

to small talk, Nancy was the most vibrant per-

sonality in the room. . . . Efrem Zimbalist called

to say Stephanie was snowed in at Big Bear and

couldn't get down for the party. I was sorry, as

Ef and Stephanie are two of my favorites. And
I am happy they've decided to give their mar-

riage another try. Let's all keep our fingers

crossed for this popular couple.

Margo Moore, John Saxon and Edson Stroll gather around hostess Sara at her party.

Sylvia Sydney and Don Loper look as if something pretty interesting is happening!
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The Changing Clan

Pete Lawford and Frank Sinatra, who

quarreled at that whoop-de-doo Frank put on

in Washington, D.C., have only recently resumed

speaking. And Frank, who has been riding

the water wagon for some time, was a living doll

during his stint at the Sands Hotel in Las Vegas.

His entire family, including Nancy Sr., Nancy

Jr., looking chic as ever as a blonde, and her

husband, Tommy Sands, were guests of Frank's,

who couldn't have been more charming. No one

is too sure about Ava Gardner's trip to Las

Vegas to see Frank—some say she flew out, but

did an about-face at the airport when she realized

that Nancy Sr. was in town. Rather a sad story,

don't you think? . . . Another mystery: Annette

denied that she was planning to have her nose

fixed, but then turned up at a party with what

certainly looked like a bobbed nose. . . . Peace,

happiness and contentment are Debbie Reyn-

olds' these days, and I'm happy for her. Her

vacation with Harry and the children in Jamaica

did her a world of good. But there is one thing

that needs clearing up and that's a song Debbie

wrote, "Tammy, This Is True," and tried to sell

producer Ross Hunter for his movie, "Tammy,

Tell Me True" with Sandra Dee playing the

role Debbie played in the original "Tammy."

Instead, a title song, "Tammy, Tell Me True,"

was chosen by Ross and recorded by Sandra.

Now Debbie plans to record her own song,

which makes so many "Tammy" numbers floating

around no one knows who is who! . . . Roger
Smith's wife Vici Shaw has recuperated from

a recent illness, and those two seem more in love

than ever. . . . There's been quite a reaction to

handsome, leading-man type Horst Bucholtz.

Keep your eye on him.
(
Please turn the page)

Recognize Nancy Jr. as a blonde?

A bad moment for Frankie’s Clan.

The Roger Smiths—more in love than ever.

Leslie Caron, Horst Bucholtz in “Fanny.”One look at Stephanie’s face and no one has to ask if the trouble's over at home.
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inside

stuff

continued

No one can deny that it looks like love with Glenn and Hope. Now time will tell.

Love —
It’s in the Air!

It's a love match all the way with Bobby
Darin and Sandra Dee, and from all I can see,

their love grows stronger every day. "She's the

most wonderful baby in the world," says Bobby

proudly. "I never want her to change." As for

Sandra, she glows, she beams, she radiates hap-

piness when she speaks of Bobby. "I put my hand

in his and I know everything is all right," she

says. "I feel secure and safe with Bobby. I love

him so very much." Of course, she realizes there

exist differences in the way they think about

their careers. But to Sandra, Bobby is the answer

to her every problem. And no wonder, for Bobby

still woos her tenderly and lovingly. For instance,

while Bobby was performing in Las Vegas, she

found notes all over the house saying, "I love

you," "I miss you, I need you." It's no wonder she

loves him as deeply as Bobby loves her. It's a

real hearts and flowers marriage, and make no

mistake about it. . . . Far from separated, despite

the recent rumors, the Bob Denvers are closer

than ever. In fact, they are now a family of

four. Such delightful people, the Denvers.

. . . "Either we become a family of two," Dolores

Hawkins warned handsome Gardner McKay,
"or I cease to exist in your life." And with that,

Dolores, who commuted between New York and

Hollywood to visit Gardner, flounced back east

to her modeling jobs. Gardner is still thinking

it over. . . . Joanne Woodward denies all those

rumors of trouble in the Paul Newman house-

hold. "In fact, says Joanne, "Paul and I are hav-

ing another baby next summer." . . . Susan
Kohner and George Hamilton may be en-

P gaged by the time you read this. Susan said it

would be soon, and who knows, George may
finally be ready to settle down after all.

Rosalind Russell’s still a stunner. Here

she attends a premiere with her husband.

What’s New
Around Town

"She's beautiful," I said to Glenn Ford as

we sat chatting at the Don Loper party. His

eyes followed my glance toward Hope Lange,

who came with Glenn. "She has the profile of

an angel," I said. Glenn agreed. "But under-

neath that angel calm— look out," he said. ... I

hear Monsieur Montand of the Montand-

Monroe episode tried his charms on Lee Rem-
ick d uring the making of "Sanctuary," and much

to his embarrassment, Lee reacted with laughter.

. . . Stella Stevens is ready to face the music

when she returns to Memphis, to fight for custody

of her small son. Charged with taking her son

out of the state illegally, before he was snatched

back by his father, Stella may face a stiff fine.

Doug McClure, the blond, handsome lad of

the "Checkmate" series, came to call with his

best girl, Barbara Luna. At the moment, the

courtship of Doug and Barbara moves along

quietly. "We don't want to announce an en-

gagement until my divorce is final," Doug told

me. . . . There is a wonderful radiance about

Troy Donahue and Lili Kardell since the an-

nouncement of their engagement. And after

meeting Lili, I'd say she's the right girl for Troy.

. . . There were a lot of surprised people in

Hollywood when Connie Stevens and Gary
Clarke said it was all off, despite all the

altar plans.

hfdewrQreif

'/}/ trt/c

fs\ R 0 U LE TT T.

BACCARA

tpU • Danarw}-

resiauraht

Hugh O’Brian joined Soraya in Europe

to ski, but he wasn’t too lucky there!



Liz Near Death

-

Liz Taylor—there were happier days.

It was touch-and-go for Liz Taylor when she

was stricken with double pneumonia in London.

At one point, her doctors gave her only an hour

to live. But she rallied, to the great relief of

Eddie and her parents keeping up the long vigil

at her bedside. This has probably been the most

unfortunate and tragic year of Liz' life. She's

been plagued by one illness after another, and

it seems the end isn't in sight yet. Even though

she managed to win the desperate fight for her

life, she will have to take it very easy for about

a year. Another bout with illness would be

disastrous. But after the fifth day, when she

rallied, everyone seemed certain that all would

be well in the Eddie Fisher household once

again. I certainly hope so.

Judi Meredith
What a hullabaloo when millionaire Bob

Westbrook, in seeking an annulment from Judi

Meredith, claimed, "Judi isn't the dewey-eyed

innocent she pretended to be." Says Judi, "I will

oppose any attempt to end our marriage through

either annulment or divorce." In view cf several

overly-frank statements made by young West-

brook and all the mud-slinging, one wonders

where the whole unpleasant thing will end. . . .

Shocking news from New York, where popular

rock 'n' roll singer Jackie Wilson was shot by

a fan, who claimed that she loved him and

would kill herself if he wouldn't accept her

overtures of friendship. The gun went off, wound-
ing Jackie severely, when he tried to take it away
from her. . . . Dinah Shore won't be seeing the

USA in her Chevrolet next year. After so many
years, she and her sponsor called it quits. Dur-

ing a recent Las Vegas engagement, Dinah said,

"On TV I only change clothes. Here at Vegas I

sing." However, she will probably have a new
TV show next year with a new format and sponsor.

Mailbox Corner:
In the mail came a huge card from George

Nader with the printed words "Let's Frolic."

George added "and soon." I'm all for it as

George is one of the finest gents in town. . . .

From Dolores Hart came one of her greeting

cards in the "Sweethart" series. Dolores is do-

ing very well in her greeting card business, and

in romance, too, having discovered John Saxon,

for whom I have the greatest admiration. . . .

A telegram came from Janet and Tony Curtis

hoping we can get together soon. And I hope so,

too. . . . Sweet messages attached to beautiful

flowers arrived from both Barbara Stanwyck
and Loretta Young, plus a telephone call from

Cary Grant and one from a very old friend,

Janet Gaynor. . . . And so very welcome

was a letter from Audrey Hepburn and Mel
Ferrer who have been in Hollywood longer than

they expected. Wonderful people, Audrey and

Mel. Well, that’s all for this month. And don't

forget—keep writing! I look forward to your

letters and cards.—Sara

Love—it takes time and patience.

Bob Stack and wife Rosemarie still act

like newlyweds. It’s rather nice to see.

Could it be that Tony Curtis is doing an

imitation of Cary Grant for wife Janet

Y
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LAST MIN E NEWS FLASH
by CAL YORK

Latest rumor making the rounds about Marilyn
Monroe: The chatter goes that MM attempted

suicide by an overdose of pills, and that was the

reason she wound up in the hospital again.

Didn't Frank Sinatra quietly arrange for Ava
Gardner to stay a week instead of a day at the

Sands Hotel in Las Vegas? The two must have

a lot to talk over . . . Still, this bomb of a sur-

prise meeting didn't stop The Voice from dating

Dee Boyar.

The marriage of Claire Kelly, the fiery looking

red-headed actress, and Perry Lopez crumbled.

They’re not even speaking right now, but don't

be too surprised if they kiss and make up.

Isn't Tarita, the nineteen-year-old Polynesian

love interest of Marlon Brando in "Mutiny on

the Bounty," engaged to a childhood sweetheart

in Tahiti? Maybe that's the reason she wants no

part of Hollywood or Mr. Brando.

Sandra Dee's friends are worried about her

health. The trouble is a kidney infection.

The feud is on again between Joan Crawford
and her daughter Christina. They haven't spoken

to each other since Christmas.

Lance Reventlow finally decided to take Jill

St. John's advice. He has given up racing

sports cars and is concentrating on racing sail

boats.

Quite a sensation Jayne Mansfield created in

the cocktail lounge of Joe Kirkwood's Bowling

Alley. She was without hubby Mickey Hargitay
and reportedly with someone else. The rumors

spread next day—it's so rare to see Jayne any

place at all without Mickey.

The Janet Lake and John Saxon romance is

now colder than the climate at the North Pole.

But what about Dolores Hart?

Already the rumor is making the rounds that

Debbie and Harry Karl are expecting.

Is Abby Dalton worried? She's afraid one of

those girlie magazines is coming out with a

cheesecake layout of her she innocently posed

for prior to becoming Jackie Cooper's sweet-

heart on the "Hennessey" TV series.

VAN WILLIAMS

JUNE ALLYSON

MARILYN
MONROE

JOHN SAXON

DEBBIE
REYNOLDS

Was it Warner Bros, who talked Connie Stevens
out of marrying Gary Clarke?

Andra Martin and Bob Wasserman called it

a day. Her latest is department store heir David
May, and the way it looks she may be the next

Mrs. May before too long.

Doesn't June Allyson want Dick Powell to for-

give and forget?

All is not well at the Van Williams household.

Gina Lollobrigida dyed her hair red. Tina

Louise went the other route. She's covering her

red hair these days with a blond wig. Who's next?

From Monaco comes the rumor that Princess CONNIE STEVENS
Grace and Prince Rainier aren't hitting it off as

happily as they used to, and that by the end of

the year Her Highness will be making a picture.

Those who feel that Paul Newman was miscast

as the tough Israeli, Ari Ben Canaan, in "Exodus"

might be interested to know that Paul isn't so

happy about it himself.

Esther Williams and Fernando Lamas are

reportedly all set to marry in Spain. Still, Esther

has been known to change her mind at this stage

of the game—remember her long-drawn romance

with Jeff Chandler that ended in nothing? In

fact, people are asking what Esther's trying to

prove.

FRANKIE AVALO.J

i

A puzzle for you. What top female star's sister

lives in dire poverty very near the Hollywood

studio where the actress recently made a motion

picture? They haven't spoken in years, and the

actress has refused to help financially.

JAYNE
MANSFIELD

Twentieth Century-Fox Studios dropped May
Britt (Mrs. Sammy Davis Jr.).

MAY BRITT

FRANK SINATRA
Fabian and Frankie Avalon are probably the

youngest movie moguls in Hollywood. They have

formed their own production company, Fabalon.
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JOE’S FAMILY AND HOMETOWN FRIENDS REVEAL...



THE STORY BEHIND THE ANNOUNCEMi

If Joe DiMaggio’s family and friends had known

what was going to happen, they might have

bitten their tongues and kept silent. But no

one could have known, and so they spoke out.

They knew that Marilyn Monroe and Joe might

marry again — and they didn’t like it. "She’s

no good for him,” one member of Joe’s family

said. "Joe needs a wife and mother, not a hunk

of beauty.” And a waiter at DiMaggio’s, the San

Francisco restaurant Joe owns with two of his

brothers, grumbled,"Only means trouble again.

Joe seemed to ignore all this, but for Marilyn,

knowing how closely knit Joe and his family

are, that would have been harder to do. She is



aunted by a fear of rejection, and this disap-

roval of her re-marriage to Joe must have hurt

her deeply. It came so soon after her marriage

to Arthur Miller broke up. So soon after Yves

Montand, too, turned his back on her. At first,

when she and Joe began to see each other again,

all this didn’t seem to matter. But now, with

his family and friends against her, too, it may

have awakened the old fears. Did she see her

chance for happiness with Joe slipping away?

One rejection after another. Did she wake in

the middle of the night, as she used to, remem-

bering the twelve different sets of foster parents,

remembering the tragic history of mental illness

in her own family? The strain was beginning
(Continued onpage 80)



we fill in

the pieces on

the personal

side of

It's like a puzzle. You know

the picture you’re supposed to end

up with. Eighteen... five-feet-nine...

a wide, crooked grin,.,

a shock of blondish hair—the

biggest pompadour in Hollywood.
(Continued on page 16)





For six months,” says Dolores

These were the six months o]

Now Dolores says, NEVEB
WITH

When Dolores Michaels came to Holly-

wood, she was acclaimed a new star. Her

career looked very promis-

ing;, and the future seemed

bright. She was rather shy

and didn’t enter into the gay

round of parties and night

life like most of the other

young stars in town. . . . Then

about a year after she ar-

rived in Hollywood, she met

Maurice Martine, a talented interior deco-

rator and furniture designer. She met him

during a trip to New York, but they settled in

California. They built a beautiful and very

expensive home in Laguna Beach. For six

years she and her husband seemed very happy

doing things together they both loved. They

read a lot, went game hunt-

ing and skin diving and led a

solitary life. But then, quite

suddenly, Dolores told a

newspaper interviewer that

she was longing for excite-

ment and glamour. She com-

plained that she had become

“dull.” And less than two

months later, she sued Martine for divorce.

. . . She was still young, very beautiful and

vibrant. And she made up her mind to find

the excitement that she had been missing. . . .

Don Murray was quiet, too, but underneath



her romance with Don Murray.

FALL IN LOVE
A MARRIED MAN ”

his quiet ways was strength and determina-

tion. He had studied to become a Trappist

monk before he had set his goal on becoming

an actor. But once he made up his mind to

act, he did, and his career, too, showed great

promise. He married Hope Lange who gave

him two children, and who shared his interest

in helping refugee-resettlement projects in

Europe. Hope and Don were an unusual Hol-

lywood couple, but they seemed to belong

together. Most people were shocked when

rumors of a rift in their marriage began to

circulate around town.

Hope was then co-starring with Stephen

Boyd in “The Best of Everything,” and lunch-

ing with him almost daily. To quiet the gos-

sip, Don often visited at their studio and

joined them for lunch.

But it wasn't long after, that Hope and

Don decided they could no longer live to-

gether (the Boyd episode was not the con-

tributing factor), and (Continued on page 82 )

Dolores couldn’t forget—Don was still married to Hope.





Sandra,

Bobby,

tell us

if it’s true



at last,

Sandra

breaks the

silence

Sandra Dee sat on the couch. From time to

time, when she thought nobody would no-

tice, she touched the beautiful emerald-cut

diamond ring she was wearing, as if she still

had to reassure herself it was all true. She

had been Mrs. Bobby Darin for sixty-three

days then, and the wonder of it all was mir-

rored on her face. The room was fragrant

with the scent of roses—yellow ones—in a

pale green vase. They were from Bobby, and

a fresh box arrived every day. Sandy was

saying, “Everyone keeps asking me

—

‘Sandy, what's your marriage

really like?’

This whole thing is so new to both of us,”

she explained. “Before I was married, I was

Sandra Dee twenty-four hours a day. Now

I’m that from eight to five, but when I leave

the studio and go home. I’m Bobby’s wife.

That’s the way he wants it, and the way I

want it, too. But I just can’t suddenly pull

down a curtain and say, ‘No more interviews,

no more stories about my life with Bobby.’

I don’t want people to ask me

—

‘Sandy, don't you care

anymore?’

I don’t want the people who have been so

good to me to feel as if I’m trying to shut

them out, as if I don’t care . . . because I

do! That’s why I’m telling you this. If you

print the way I feel, (Continued on page 91)

EXCLUSIVE

Sandra and

Bobby’s first

family pictures
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inside

stuff



HOLLYWOOD’S NEWEST
SATURDAY NIGHT

Guess What Tuesday
Talked Elvis Into

Just when I thought Tuesday Weld had settled down,
she dreamed up the maddest thing in years—a hidden
mile party—and tailed Elvis into giving one with

her. The guests never guessed their every word was
being mysteriously picled up. When the truth got
out, everyone was furious—then immediately gave
one, too. Nowadays no one Inows if a party is

bugged or not—or where to snoop to find the mile.

Tuesday and El hid theirs and themselves in a comedy
cut-out, but you can't pull a stunt lile that twice. So

imaginations are running riot in Hollywood. Now
miles lurl in such unlilely places as lumquat dishes,

hairdos and even chandeliers. To find out what
Tuesday and El's mile overheard, turn the page.



“
Ticklish

,
Doug?”

“Gosh ! I had a girl when I came in!”

“More? / don’t even want the one I’ve got!”

“When they announce the winner, smile.”

Frankie Avalon was saying to Brenda Lee

that his fans want to change the name of his

movie, "The Alamo," to "Remember the

Avalon." . . . Frank Sinatra denied reports

that he was going to be the first Ambassador

to the Moon. "We just got word," he con-

fided to Dean Martin, "that the moon is

definitely made out of green cheese, and I'm

afraid you and the rest of the Rat Pack

would eat yourselves sick." Dino excitedly

replied, "Uh huh.” Then he turned to Perry

and sang, "Arrivederci, Como." Perry flipped

back, "I used to be a barber, you know,

[Please turn the page
)

“Forget it, honey.

Accidents will happen.”

inside

stuff
continued

Overheard By The
Hidden Mike



“Take it easy, dear. Remember, you
have to drive back to the palace

”

“Janet, darling, do you ever get

the feeling we’re being watched?”
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inside

stuff
continued

Overheard By The
Hidden Mike

that is, when I was a little shaver.". . .

Fabian made quite a spectacle of himself

by pouting throughout the entire party.

"Everybody here," he complained, "has got

two names but me." Barbara Luna, slinking

by with Doug McClure, proudly announced

Doug is to star in a new film, "The Yanks

Are Coming," which will be dedicated to

the United States Dental Corps. Smile,

Doug. . . . Dion whispered the news that

Elvis Presley has decided to re-enlist for

another hitch. When asked why, Elvis ex-

plained, "My daddy always told me, 'Learn

a trade, Son! Learn a trade.' Anyway, Colonel

Parker made it. Maybe I could, too.". . .

George Maharis and Marty Milner ar-

rived very late. They explained that the only

road they knew was Route 66, but it didn't

happen to pass the house. ... Sir Laurence
Olivier announced to his date, Connie
Francis, that he'd just spent a year studying

voice and diction under the expert tutelage

of Steve McQueen. Sir Laurence demon-

strated: "Ooookeeey, lits goooo."

The next thing we heard tickled us silly.

It's the new name game sweeping Hollywood

—not that the Sanitation Dept, isn't doing a

good job. Here's how the game goes. Try it.

Figure out what a lady's name would sound

like if she married a certain fellow. Here are

a few we caught off the tape. If June Ally-

son married Richard Boone, her name
would be June Boone. If Rhonda Fleming

got with Henry Fonda, she'd be Rhonda

Fonda. Or Doris Day with Chester Morris

would become Doris Morris. What about

Dodie Stevens and Steve Brodie? Dodie

Brodie? Our favorite was Audrey Hepburn
with Gene Autry. Can you see the wedding

announcement? Mrs. Audrey Autry! Silly Billy.

Janet Leigh was bragging about Tony's

new-found politeness. Said she, "It isn't really

politeness. I'd call it Curtis-y." "Nonsense,"

bounced Tony, "my real name is Bernie

Schwartz." . . . Gary Cooper came to the

party right off the jet from New York. He
brought along his pilot, who was thrilled at

the whole idea. "It sure was swell having

Gary on my plane," the pilot said. "It's the

first time I ever flew the Coop." . . . Milton

Berle broke up the party by leaving in a

huff, which he drives himself, by the way.

He complained, "I’ve been asked to perform.

What an insult! I don’t perform— I bowl!"

At about this time, the tape seemed to

stick on the repeated words, "Ap rilf ool. Ap
rilf ool." Put 'em all together, they don't

spell a real p-a-r-t-y at all. "April Fool!"

‘The door prize is a weekend at Conway Twitty?”

“They went thataway!”

“Boy, they really dig that cheese dip!”
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when Dion saw your

opinion of him he yelled,

"Now it's my turn .

.

Brenda, guess what
Dion thinks of you!
To me, Brenda is like a song. Don’t tell her, but I wrote one just for her. It

goes, “Four feet eleven and a dress size seven, tha-at’s Brenda Lee, cute as

a button and you ain’t heard nuttin’ till she belts out high C.” . . . And why

shouldn’t she belt, with all the exercise her vocal chords got in school?

Cheerleader—debater—and now I hear she talks her way out of kissing a

boy goodnight on a first date. Isn’t that like a girl? Can’t wait till they’re

sixteen and Mom lets them date, then they chicken out. . . . But that Brenda,

she’s so little and weighs all of a hundred pounds, but once on tour in South

America she went on in place of a whole circus. I kid you not, so many

(Continued on page 90)
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Life in a fishbowl is not a happy

place, as these pictures taken by an

unseen photographer show. It is cer-

tainly not a spot in which a precious

piece of privacy can be found. As Liz

and Eddie walked in the vast dining

room at Grossinger’s, all eyes turned

to watch them be seated. A few guests

even went out of their way to walk by

their table to get a closer look at

them. Liz seemed reserved, correct,

outwardly calm, but a passing wait-

ress noticed and commented later,

“Her eye makeup was too heavy.”

Eddie chatted amiably, effected a cer-

UNGUARDED

MOMENT
continued

tain nonchalance, but he puffed on his

cigarette nervously. It was the end of

what they had hoped would have been

a perfect weekend at Grossinger’s, the

famous Catskills resort, where they

made headlines before their mar-

riage. They had returned for a short

holiday. Jennie Grossinger provided

her own cottage. Someone noticed she

had discreetly taken down the picture

of Debbie and Eddie. Liz had romped

with her two dogs. She refused all

interviews, and photographers and

reporters were kept away. While Liz

seemed to be having a good time,

some of the guests said they thought

she seemed self-conscious. Looking at

herhere: Canyou blame her? The End







the saddest

love story of all-

with a happy ending

She was young and her dark good looks had

a beauty of another time. Her walk was proud

and sure. There was a haunting quality about

her face, and the light seemed to play tricks

with her expressive eyes. She crossed Sunset

Boulevard and waved gaily to a young girl who

waved back and joined her. “Hello,” she said,

and then, “Dad is feeling wonderful. He wrote

me yesterday.”

She couldn’t be more than seventeen. She

had a flawless complexion, and there was a

sense of expressiveness ( Continued on page 84)
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Do you think ofme luxuriating in bubble baths . . .well, you’re right! I do have a bubble bath

every night— a long, luxurious, relaxing bath piled high with bubbles. It lasts a hot ten

minutes. My life is fabulous because it’s two lives. It’s exciting without losing normalcy.

I’ve been working in show business since I was sixteen, and that meant gradually being

able to buy almost everything material I could want — first a new bathing suit, then a

new dress, shoes, a coat, and as my earning power increased, a mink coat and a diamond

ring, a bracelet, a car, a home. I dreamed of children, I had them and a lovely home. I like

to work around my own house, I love bathing my own children. ( Continued on page 78 )



invitation to

> who beli^r^s

9 at first sight



wiml

One stifling-hot Saturday afternoon last August, Troy Donahue happened to glance out the window of his

Hollywood apartment. Suddenly the casual glance changed into a long, curious stare. His eyes were

practically glued on a shapely blonde frolicking in the nearby swimming pool. She had on a strapless two-

piece red bathing suit, tame compared to the revealing bikinis worn by two other girls around the pool—yet

on her it was exciting. She was richly sun-tanned, and her face was radiant. This was Lili Kardell. She

was a lovely Swedish motion picture and television actress who had dropped by for a swim at the invitation

of her agent and good friend, Harold Gefsky, who lives in an apartment next to Troy. He and Lili had

no sooner climbed out of the pool than Troy, trying to act nonchalant, sauntered over and was intro-

duced. It was the beginning of a new life for both of them. For only a few short ( Continued on page 87)
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G
lenn Ford and Hope Lange

were sitting at a booth along

the wall of Chasen’s restau-

rant in Beverly Hills. It was

crowded even for a Saturday

night, hut, luckily, Glenn had re-

membered to telephone in advance

for reservations for two. They

made a quiet, reserved couple;

you might think they’d been mar-

ried for years, not just dating. Sud-

denly, a tall, handsome man ap-

proached. Hope looked up, startled,

yet pleased in a way, too. Stephen

Boyd extended his hand, and it

met hers halfway. Then 'Hope in-

troduced him to Glenn. Their hand-

shake was coolly brief. Many had

thought that, after Hope and Don

Murray split, Stephen would be

the new man in her future. Maybe

Glenn recalled this now.

That meeting between Hope and

Steve was the first in nearly six

months—since they’d filmed “The

Best of Everything” together at

Twentieth Century-Fox. And it was

the first since Hope and Don fi-

nally decided to call it quits. Hope

and Stephen (Please turn the page )
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chatted for a few minutes, politely and warm-

ly. Glenn looked on silently. He appeared ill

at ease as he watched them talk. Was he

jealous? Or was he just embarrassed over not

having anything to contribute to their conver-

sation? After a few minutes, Stephen excused

himself and left to rejoin a group of friends

at another table. Hope and Glenn were left

alone again.

This incident took place several months

ago. It seemed to mark the beginning of a big

change in Glenn. As one of his friends con-

fided: “Today Glenn sees Hope

as a potential wife—his. He

used to look on Hope just as

a lovely, charming actress he

enjoyed being with . . . enjoyed

being seen with . . . enjoyed ro-

mancing. This developed into

somethingmuchbigger—love.”

Glenn has been the only man in Hope’s life

since her marriage went on the rocks last year.

Even Stephen Boyd quickly dropped out of the

picture. When Glenn was away in Paris for the

“Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse,” she did

occasionally attend cocktail parties and studio

functions with George Stevens Jr., the bachelor

son of the famous movie producer-director.

But this could hardly be considered anything

more than escort service.

The ocean separating Glenn and Hope did

little to cool their romance. He called her from

Paris, wrote to her. Her brother, David Lange,

was Glenn’s constant companion in the French

capital. Glenn had arranged for David, a Har-

vard graduate, to join the company as a dia-

logue director. Those were long, lonely weeks

without Hope, and the dreary drizzly weather

didn’t help matters either. Finally, he could

stand it no longer and helped talk M-G-M out

of waiting for better shooting weather. Every-

body came home, and Glenn hurried to see the

girl for whom he’d been so homesick.

Oddly enough, the romance of these two is

parallel in many ways to Debbie Reynolds’

and Harry Karl’s during their courting days.

They made secret plans about their future to-

gether. Only on their wedding day did Debbie

reveal her true feelings about the man she was

marrying. And Debbie had seen Eddie fall in

love with another woman, Liz

Taylor, just as Hope saw Don

Murray fall for Dolores Mi-

chaels. (Unlike the Debbie-Liz-

Eddie triangle, the Don Mur-

ray and Dolores Michaels ro-

mance had come after Hope

and Don’s marriage had broken up. And when

Hope finally filed for divorce, it was too late

for Dolores and Don. The strain of a romance

with a man who was still married, even if he

was separated, had been too much, and there

seems no future for Don and Dolores to-

gether.) Debbie was left with two children to

rear, Hope likewise. Neither girl ever de-

nounced her husband for leaving her. Each

surprised everyone with her lack of bitterness

and determination to forget the past and plan

for the future. Each is close to her brother:

Debbie’s brother Bill stayed with her prior to

the marriage, and David lives with Hope.

Some say Debbie married as much to give

her children a father as she did for love. Some

say Hope will do the same. Even her close

friends agree, she has made up her mind. The

first Step was to start (Continued on page 82)

WHEN’S THE

MARRIAGE?
continued



A special kind of service
, for

PEOPLE WHO LIKE TO TRAVEL
For you, TRAILWAYS has made land travel more pleasant

than ever before, with FIVE STAR LUXURY SERVICE. The
buses that feature this special service are somewhat like

’mobile living rooms. There’s a hostess on board, and while you
enjoy the view she will bring you good things to eat, hot or cold

drinks, late papers or magazines if you’d like to read, even

a pillow if you’d care to nap.

From your own speaker, at your own seat, you hear the restful

strains of hi-fi music . .
.
your trip begins and ends on a soft musical

note, and you are there more relaxed than when you started.

The safest transportation is, of course, the most economical. And
when you’ve tried FIVE STAR LUXURY SERVICE, you’ll TAKE
TRAILWAYS— more often. Nearly all major cities in America
are served by TRAILWAYS exclusive FIVE STAR LUXURY
SERVICE, or by famous TRAILWAYS THRU-BUS SERVICE.

TRAILWAYS

ANNIVERSARY

+ 7 *

1 Easiest

travel on earthTHAIIAVAYS 1012 14th Street, N. W., Washington, D. C.
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FOR YOU, THE
MOST WONDERFUL

OF ALL!

k

Hi! That’s me with Cary Grant. I’m Evelyn Pain,

the Editor of Photoplay. You’ve asked me about

vacationing in Hollywood; well, here it is. Holly-

wood, to me, is a nine-letter word meaning vacation

paradise, a place where I can be driven around by

Cary Grant in a sleek, smooth, Rolls Royce; where

I bump into Sandra Dee buying cake at Pupi’s and

watch Pat Boone and Elvis Presley play touch foot-

ball on Sunday at the park on Beverly Glen. It’s

where the girls are prettier; boys are handsomer;

tans are deeper and everybody looks great in a

bathing suit. A town where everyone is on a health

kick, takes protein pills and vitamin C, eats 31 fla-

vors of ice cream, including avocado, carrot and

tea. Where poodles boast wardrobes of mink and

girls and boys exchange measurements at Muscle

Beach. Hollywood—no doubt about it—is the most

glamorous, exciting, romantic vacation place in the

world. Come along and I’ll show you what I mean.



THEWAY TO TOOK...
GO HOLLYWOOD

Go Hollywood! What does it mean? It means

wearing colors gayer than you usually do, bright

yellows, fuchsias, pinks and whites. It means casual

clothes—slacks, sweaters, sandals, easy-fit dresses.

It means clothes that make you feel gay, relaxed

and holidayish. These, on this page, are the bas-

ics, all you need for a Hollywood vacation. Plan

your wardrobe around one big buy (1), like my
fuchsia Bataldi Great Coat. And around the coat,

build a wardrobe on color: white, gray, canary

yellow. (Believe it or not, fuchsia and yellow go

great together. You just have to get used to wear-

ing them.) Under the coat, I wear a Bonnie Cashin

white jersey dress (2), and for a change later, as

an ensemble, her long white sweater coat. For an

afternoon pickup, I chose Junior Sophisticates

canary yellow suit (3), ideal for traveling on Santa

Fe’s Super Chief, too (opposite page). My one

basic suit-dress is a two-piece Junior Sophisticates

in gray (4), which I alternate with sweater tops

and change with accessories. And lastly, who’d ever

leave home—don’t you agree?—without one reli-

able black knit like this (5), by Catalina. My final

suggestion: Leave room in your bag and buy when

you get here. You’ll love the feel of California

fashions. And remember, you can’t go native without

at least one bulky knit; a pair of colorful flats;

streamlined slacks; sun-color accessories (even my
Samsonite luggage is light) ; and a new hairdo and

movie-star makeup. (Opposite page: Gene Shacove

gives me a new hairdo, and I learn at Westmore’s

to put on a new face. You can, too. See next issue.)
SARA JOHNS
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1 Andy Williams had no dime, left me as deposit.

2 Me, in Lee Remick's movie coat. 20th’s Don Feld

designed it. It fit, but Don wouldn’t let me keep it.

3 “Adventures in Paradise,” I sail away with

Gardner McKay. No one got seasick on this trip.

4 Schwab’s, Sidney Skolsky didn’t know I knew

he was looking at the menu. Some diet he’s on!

5 A birthday party, Taina Elg’s son, Raoul, has

his fourth. I wouldn’t miss it. I was at his first.

6 At Paramount Gate, I ask Nick Adams, “Doesn’t

Jack Chaplain look like Jimmy Dean?” Doesn't he?

7 What I like most . . . seeing the latest rushes.

8 “You’re always dropping things,” Cary says. So

he carried my flowers. In return, I gave him one.

9 To Sandra Dee on set, “Who’d guess when I

left you in Rome, you’d come home married?”

10 At Debbie’s, “Tired?” she asks. “Exhausted!”



from my
guidebook,
offbeat tips

WHAT TO EXPECT? Exactly what;

nobody knows! Hollywood is a state of

mind ... a town that produces glam-

our, a place like no place else. So let

some of it rub off on you. Go Holly-

wood. Here’s how: Walk slower, dress

gayer, tan deeper, splurge on a new

hairdo (Hollywood girls wear theirs

high-styled) ; wear a hat only to the

beach, don’t be afraid to have your

slacks a shade tighter, your smile come

easier and your makeup more natural,

just accent your eyes. Above all, accept

everything—because nothing out here

makes sense; Hollywood’s all glamour.

GLAMOUR-—how to get it! Hop a

taxi to Patsy Brogan’s on Robertson

Blvd., where you can buy Hedy La-

marr’s last year’s dress and Lana

Turner’s twice-worn gowns at knock-

down bargain prices. Pamper yourself

to a day of glamour. Have your hair

styled for $10 at Gene Shacove’s along

with Marlene Dietrich and Amanda

Blake. (You’ll never know who will be

sitting next to you). Then go on to

Westmore’s for a makeup session. It

will cost only $1.50 and you’ll come

out floating. Don’t be surprised if some-

body asks, “Are you a movie star?” For

full-hour instructions, $10. Warning:

don’t be disappointed. Call for reserva-

tions on arrival, tell them I sent you!

EAT WITH THE STARS: (I’ll give

you these on one condition
:

promise

you won’t beg an autograph while a

star is eating.) Splurge, try Chasen’s.

Sunday night’s the best. Or Dino’s on

the Strip. Reserve lunch at Romanoff’s

or the Brown Derby—any day you’re

free. Take tea at the Polo Lounge of the

Beverly Hills Hotel. After five, the com-

binations of stars there can’t be beat.

These places are expensive. Offbeat and

easier on your budget: See Sara Ham-

ilton eating fortune cookies at Kowloon;

Sidney Skolsky dieting at Schwab’s.

Other places: Jack Benny and Danny

Thomas at Linny’s delicatessen in Bev-

erly Hills; Nick Adams and wife Carol

on a health food kick at Aware Inn;

Tuesday Weld and friends at Chez

Paulette. Still hungry? Try Hamburger

Hamlet; Frascatti’s; Ontra Cafeteria.

For coffee. Cafe de Paris, Via Veneto.

COMPETE WITH THE STARS

:

: See

them at Farmer’s Market; Uncle Ber-

nie’s Toy Zoo (Continued on page 75)
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Peter Falk—who is he? For

one thing, he’s very much in.

And to make sure he stays in,

there are bars on the window.

To remind him of his home-

town—Ossining? “Yeah,” he

says, “I’m doing a stretch in

a Spanish hacienda.” He is do-

ing a stretch, in movies. And

it’s likely to be life according

to columnist Sidney Skolsky,

who knows about such things,

and who said, months ahead of

the announcement, that Falk

would be nominated for an

Oscar for his supporting role in

“Murder, Inc.”

O.K., he’s a good actor, may-

be a great actor. But what else

does he do behind those iron

bars? There’s only one way to

find out—go in and see. That is

if you can get in—those bars

work two ways, and one of their

most important functions is to

keep out phonies. But, if you do

get beyond the bars, there’s a

lot to find out. If you’re a

stranger, he’ll be very shy; if

you’re a friend, he’ll be warm

and friendly and do imitations

for you; and if you’re a Boris

Lurie modern painting, he'll flip

over you. If you’re a foreign

film, he’ll go out to see you. If

you’re a baby, you don’t belong

in the picture—not yet, but

soon, maybe, because he wants

lots of you. And if you’re a

pretty girl with brown hair

named Alice, you're his wife.

And if you’re his wife, you love

him and understand him, and

you know why he thinks the

way he does and what makes

him so strong and what gives

him the courage to be him. You

know about that July morning

a long time ago when Peter the

boy became Peter the tough

guy. And that’s what he is now

—tough. He got that way all

in one day.

by CHARLES MIRON

The sun shone brightly along]

Ossining’s Main Street thal
j

July, two months before Petei

was to reach his twelfth birth

day. His hard-working parent*

had left early to open theiii

small department store tha

stood between the town movn

house and the ice cream parloij

run by the friendly Germar!

couple who liked to give young

Peter an extra scoop of straw

berry ice cream because his eye;

could look so wistful and plead

ing.

“One look into those puppy 1

dog eyes, ” Frau Schmidt woulc

tell her husband, “and he go

us giving him the store foi

nothing.”

And her husband woulc

laugh loudly, recalling all toe

well how many times Petei

had milked him out of a little

more strawberry syrup, or ai

extra drop of malt by the soul

ful stare of those deep browi

eyes.

But on that sunny morning

in July of 1940, the day wa:

beginning to turn dark for Pete)

Falk. He woke slowly from the

sound sleep that had envelopec

him for eight, long hours. Hi

tried to focus his eyes, bu

things seemed dim for the long

est time.

“It must be early,” he mur

mured to himself, “it’s still darl

outside.”

He got out of bed to look foi

his baseball glove, the one hi

knew would carry him to th<;

New York Yankees—the pridi I

of the baseball world, the chain I

pions, his idols. He fumblec

about where he was sure he hac

put the glove, but it didn’t seen

to be there. He was sure it war

behind the small dresser. H<

reached behind the dresse'

again, feeling slowly for the

five- ( Continued on page 92)





TONY RANDALL:

Tony Randall lay rigid.

trying not to breathe.’

holding the {heet up

& /
over his' ‘liead with his

fingers. Maybe if he

didn’t move a muscle . .

.

maybe if his head didn’t

show . . . maybe if he

didn t make a sound . .

.

the burglar might think

he was just a big lump

in the bed and go away.

Maybe. ..The loud

squeak of a bed spring

startled him. Florence.

He'd (Continued, on page 72 )

it was a

tough fight, folks...

BUT I LOST
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it was a tough fight, folks...

BUT I LOST
continued

forgotten all about his wife

Florence, in bed beside him. She

was turning over in her sleep.

Just like a woman. Can’t depend

on one in a crisis.

Wait—he could throw a sheet

over her too! Two lumps on a bed,

no, that was silly. It would never

work. Why had he let her talk him

into not having the telephone con-

nected? “We’re here for a rest,”

she said. “Let’s not have the phone

hooked up.” Hopeless.

Suddenly, a flash of light hit the

window, stayed there. A flashlight

!

The burglar had an accomplice

outside!

Do something, he dared himself

silently. He forced himself to get

out of bed, and determinedly tip-

toed to the head of the stairs. Come

on, he told himself, you’re not

scared—only your legs are. Got to

save Florence . . . His toe hit some-

thing—an old bicycle pump ... a

weapon . .
.
good

!

With bicycle pump in hand, he

felt brave. Now he slunk down the

stairs like a tiger—ferocious. Half-

way down he stopped. Strategy!

Pretend he had a gun. Like a kid

does, poking his hand in his pock-

et. He went to poke his hand in his

pocket. But there was no pocket.

No pants! This was positively em-

barrassing. How could he face a

burglar in the nude?

He sneaked upstairs again. Flor-

ence was still sleeping. He slipped

on a pair of pants, pulled himself

to his full height, grabbed the bi-

cycle pump in his left hand, thrust

his right hand into his pocket. He

poked his finger hard against the

cloth—ready to shoot—and went

downstairs again. At the foot of the

stairs he flicked up the light

switch, shouting, “Put up your

hands. I’ve got you covered.”

The lights didn’t go on.

“The burglar s shut off the cur-

rent,” he thought. And—now he’d

given himself away by hollering.

Somewhere in that room a man
was crouching in the dark waiting

to kill him.

He dropped to the floor. But no

good to stay here with retreat cut

off.

Quietly he wiggled along on his

stomach. Then ... a light went on

—the powerful gleam of a flash-

light—from the top of the stairs

behind him. The burglar had crept

upstairs. He was caught!

“Tony,” his wife cried, “what

are you doing lying on the floor?

Are you sick? It’s one-thirty in the

morning. Come up to bed.”

“Florence,” he yelled, “go hack.

We’re trapped. Go back.”

Suddenly there was a quick

movement and the crash of a lamp

falling off a table.

“All right,” Tony snapped,

“come on out—with your hands

high—or I’ll shoot. I’m counting to

three. One . . . two . . .” The burg-

lar came out. “Meow,” it said. It

pattered across the room to Flor-

ence and rubbed against her legs.

Three minutes later, a wet, be-

draggled white cat was lapping up

a saucer of milk, Tony was at the

kitchen table munching a peanut

butter sandwich and Florence was

making him another. “You must

be starved,” she said, “after that

workout.”

“All right, so it was my fault—

so I forgot to close the porch door

and a cat slips in . .
.”

“. . . and (Continued on page 90)

INCREDIBLE! Lovable’
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just for you at wondrously

low prices!
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cle-stitched cups. White, only $1.50.

straps that give
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give suchdivineyoungshaping. Embroidered
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“Convertible” strapless for any fashion

neckline. The last word in stay-up comfort.
|

Embroidered cups, freedom-loving elastic

back.White or black, fabulous at only$1.50.

“Ringlet” (right) circle-stitched to ring

you in beauty. Stitched, “soft-touch” anchor

band .. . stays smooth.White or black, $1.50.
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WHAT TO SEE

Continued from page 66

Also at the Pickwick Book Shop;

Silent Movie Theater; gallery row on

La Cienega; McDaniel’s (super) Mar-

ket in Beverly Hills; antique shops on

La Cienega ; Ohrbach’s on Miracle Mile.

Posh and a treat : Don Loper’s fashion

salon. For addresses, check the local

telephone book or your guidebooks.

STAR-SNOOPING: Hollywood, the

streets are paved with movie stars. To

see them, go where they are. Here’s how

:

PREMIERES: For them, check t lie

local papers immediately on arrival.

You buy your ticket at the movie box-

office. And if tickets are all sold, don't

despair. Catch a look at the stars from

a free seat in the bleachers set up

specially at the theater. (Come early

anil bring your supper.)

PREVIEWS are listed in the local

morning papers. They won’t tell titles,

but they’ll tell you where. Get your

ticket at the boxofiice. And don’t be

timid. Be a movie critic and fill out the

preview cards. The studios do listen.

TV STUDIOS: To see a free show,

write Ticket Department ; to take a

studio tour, write the Guest Relations

Department. And write early. Here’s

where: CBS-TV, 7800 Beverly Blvd..

L.A.; ABC-TV, Prospect and Talmadge;

NBC-TV, Sunset and Vine, Hollywood.

MOVIE STUDIOS : Tanner Bus Serv-

ice, twice-daily, will take you set-hop-

ping by bus, let you see movies being

made at U.I. and drive you by sets

right out of a movie ($5.05; time: 4

hours). Lunch at the Commissary.

MOVIE STAR HOMES: Tanner will

take you to Beverly Hills, along the

beach and where stars live. $3.70, 4

hours. Or rent a car at Foreign Car

Rentals. For $3.50 a day, plus mileage,

you can get a Volkswagen. To impress,

rent a Rolls Royce from Prestige Car

Rentals. Better check the prices first!

FOR INFORMATION: For hotel,

motel and sightseeing tips, write L. A.

Chamber of Commerce, L. A., Calif.

Have fun!

is SantaFe

Chicago-Los Angeles
one-way coach

On El Capitan you sit high above the tracks where
the going is unbelievably smooth and quiet. You ride

in luxurious reserved “stretch-out” seats, relax in the

Dome Lounge, see the colorful Southwest, dine on
famous Fred Harvey food— all at high-level. Take it

easy—take Santa Fe’s El Capitan between Chicago-
Los Angeles, America’s only high-level train.

ia k
SantaFe

i
HI-LEVEL

Ask about Santa Fe’s new
"Go Now-Pay Later” plan

ELCasntaa
THE MOST LUXURIOUS COACH SERVICE IN AMERICA

For reservations, contact any Santa Fe Traffic Office or Travel Agent
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BOBBY RYDELL
Continued from page 30

Somehow it doesn't work out. Some of the

pieces are missing. Like the way one min-
ute he’s like electricity and the next, with-

out warning, the switch is turned off. Like
that pinky ring he never takes off—and
never talks about either. Like the fire-

engine red vest he bought and then hung
away in the back of his closet. Like the girl

he dropped so suddenly. What gives? He’s

just a simple guy. You think you know
him, but then you look twice and you
wonder: Who is he? Sometimes even his

mother doesn’t know the answer. “From
one extreme to the other,” she’ll murmur,
looking puzzled.

Like the red vest. It’s a toss up which is

loudest, the red vest in his closet or the

canary yellow one or the suit with the big

checks—or maybe the apricot suede shoes.

The boy loves bulky sweaters and neat ta-

pered slacks, so he walks into a haberdash-

ery and goes hog-wild among the racks of

their flashier garments. He came home
lugging his loot, and for an hour he tried

on one outfit after the other for the family,

pleased as punch with himself. Then spent

the next twenty-three hours chewing off his

nails. Suppose the kids think he’s gone
high-hat?—the last thing in the world he

wants to be. But maybe they won’t like

it. So the dazzling new clothes went way to

the back of the closet. Eventually some of

them were dragged out again to wear on
stage.

“Bobby’s a wonderful hoy,” his mother
will tell you, “but he's a bundle of con-

tradictions.”

He’ll say “Ah. gee, Mom. I’m not hun-

gry.” But put a heaping plate of his grand-

mother’s ravioli in front of him and he'll

plow through it. ask for more—and more.

He’ll eat like it was going to be his last

meal on earth—and still weigh the same
hundred twenty-five pounds he weighed
yesterday and last month. He’ll drink five

milkshakes a day (on a day he isn’t very

thirsty) and still have to take pills to gain

weight. A hundred twenty-five pounds, sure

—but ten of them are his hair.

Bobby Rydell—the skinny little Rida-
relli kid from the same Italian neighbor-
hood in Philadelphia where Fabian grew
up, and Frankie Avalon and Jimmy
Darren.

On a shoestring

When Bobby was an unknown kid. the

man who had faith in him. Frankie Day,
used to drive from town to town introduc-

ing his boy to the disc jockeys. Between
him and his future star they owned a shoe-

string. Certainly not the price of a motel,

if they hoped lo eat. So come night, they’d

pull in behind a roadside billboard and
sleep in the car. next morning change their

suits in the men’s washroom of a gas sta-

tion. and Bobby could walk in to meet a

deejay looking neat as a pin. But you
should see his room at home. He not only

hates picking up after himself, he wishes
his mother wouldn’t.

“Once Mom straightens out my clothes

and records,” he moans, “nothing is where
it used to he. I can't find anything." Can’t

find, eh? Why. he and Frankie could pull

into a new town and in no time flat find

out which hot dog stand served the biggest

wieners and the most coffee for the fewest

dimes.

In those days Bobby had to do a lot of

dreaming to keep going, and he still does.

But the dreams have changed. He used to

sit alone in his room at his drums so late

at night that he barely brushed them in a

soft rhythmic whisper, and dream about a

girl. Sometimes it was that girl he was so

shy with, the one he suddenly stopped
seeing. But in his dreams she’d be sitting

there all breathless and adoring, listening

to him play the drums. . . . Nowadays, he

doesn't have to dream like that. Whole
theater audiences packed with girls go

crazy for him when they see that crooked
smile and hear his booming voice. They
love him. and he’s perfectly at ease with

them—so long as he’s safe up there on the

stage. Then he can talk a blue streak,

break everybody up with laughter. It’s

only when he’s caught in a crowd of sigh-

ing, crying females that he gets to feeling

a little foolish over it all. Oh, he’ll stop

anywhere and agreeably sign autograph
after autograph till he misses out on lunch.

But he still can't dig what’s all the excite-

WatchTRUE STORY
on your I\BC-affiliated television station on Saturdays

See your local paper for time and station. Exciting

stories of actual events and people, straight from the

files of TRUE STORY Magazine—narrated by Katlii

Norris.

And don't miss “WHO SAYS YOU’RE TOO
FAT!,” an important article on dieting that asks,

“Are you brain-washed by the diet craze?”

in May TRUE STORY Magazi,,e

The Woman's Guide to Better Living
p

Buy Your Copy Today Vf herever Magazines Are Sold

7G

Kathi Norris

ment. lie's only Bobby Rydell—a shy boy,
a dreamer. Not so much girls now. Some-
times he’s Leonard Bernstein in full dress,

tails and white tie, standing up on a po-

dium conducting a huge symphony orches-
tra .. . other times he’s the dashing
Bobby Rydell whizzing a hundred miles
per hour at the wheel of a jazzy red Thun-
derbird.

The old dream of success used to worry
his father, because he hated to see his boy
all hopped up with hopes and then let

down—again and again and again. But
then this hard-working machinist would
dig down and somehow come up with the

money to give his kid drum lessons and
guitar lessons and singing lessons. Now
that Bobby has made it. he likes to tease

his father a little. “I know. Pop, I’m a

disappointment to you. When I was twelve
I was playing at weddings already, and
here I'm nearly nineteen and not even
married.”

But the faith was there from way back.
When Bobby was four, the relatives used
to ask his mom. “You sure he isn’t re-

tarded. Jennie, a four-year-old boy hanging
on pots and pans with a spoon? This is

for two-year-olds.” Always Adrio would
come in with the explanation. “To this boy
it’s not pots and pans—I took him to hear
Gene Krupa. and his mind’s made up. He's
going to be a great drummer.” The child

was encouraged, he went around the house
trying out sounds—the top of a good coffee

table, the arm of an upholstered leather

chair, the bathtub—whatever made a new
noise. He didn't have real drums till he
saved up for them himself—in his Bishop
Newman High School days. A hundred and
ten dollars’ worth. And the relatives still

needle his father. “After all that, did he

turn out a Gene Krupa?”

So shy it hurt

The most painful six months of his

school life was the time he had a king-sized

crush on a girl who sat next to him in

algebra. Her name was Carole Gibson-

—

she had black hair, blue eyes and a tiny

waist. Whatever math problem he did, the

answer came out “Carole.” Finally, at a

party, he came face to face with her. He
took a deep breath and got up the courage
to ask if she’d take a little walk with him.

Just around the block. It was like a miracle

—she would. He talked his head off—for

him. First time around the block he said.

“Nice night, huh?” Second time. “That
sure is a pretty moon. Carole.” After the

third lap. she did the talking. She said.

"Bobby, are you asking me to go out with

you? I’d love to.”

He’s come a long way since that night.

He’s friends with stars like Annette. Joanie

Sommers. Dodie Stevens. Eileen Donahue.
Sherry Jackson. But he still likes to date

girls who aren't in show business. And he

still gets shook-up the first time he calls

any girl for a date. ... A new phone num-
ber gives him butterflies. The kind of girl

he likes is one who'll be on time, and she

doesn't have to make one clever crack

ever, just so she's warm, sweet and herself.

If a date does turn out to be a phony after

all. he'll be as considerate and nice as he

always is when taking a girl out—but she’ll

never hear from him again. He'll always

give a girl the choice of where to spend

the evening, but he keeps hoping to him-

self she won't prefer a night club, because

lie’s not the type. He’d rather take her to a



party (Dancing to a record player in a

basement rumpus room, man, that’s liv-

ing!) ... or a beach barbecue (He still

loves hot dogs.) ... or to a horror movie

(She’ll get scared and hang on to his

hand.)

.

“Don’t muss my hair”

The list of what he doesn't like is amaz-

ingly short : long phone calls and girls who
muss his neat, oversized pompadour. (Is

that the mystery about the girl he dropped

so suddenly? Which was she, a phony or

a pompadour-musser? He won’t say, any

more than he’ll tell about the pinky ring

which is practically part of him.)

He likes a million things. Swimming
(won a letter at High) . . . baseball (was

a crack first baseman and fast on his feet

)

. . . Sinatra recordings . . . Sammy Davis

Jr. . . . photography . . . and many serious

things. Like going to church with his folks

as often as he can. He’s a Catholic with a

deep faith in God. He doesn’t talk about

religion much, hut when he’s got a prob-

lem, he likes to get alone and pray for

guidance. . . . He’s very sensitive hut not

touchy, and in his hook, when it comes to

loyalty and friendship, you can’t have one

without the other. And both are fine to give

and get, hut not to be used as a rung on

the old success-ladder.

Most important thing in the world to

him are his parents. He’s an only child

and has a close relationship with his pop

and mom. He’ll keep little problems to

himself, hut talk over the big ones with

them, and they know they’re lucky to have

it that way. He gets to spend only seven

or eight weeks a year at home, but he

wouldn’t dream of having his own apart-

ment, though he could well afford it. He
loves coming home with a load of presents

for his parents and the relatives. His big

thrill of 1960 was the look on his mother’s

face when she opened a box, pushed back

layer after layer of tissue paper—then

saw the mink stole!

When Bobby does come home, his folks

usually haven’t seen him for maybe two or

three months since the last visit. Yet

they’ve hardly had him to themselves a

minute when they go generous and signal

the neighborhood, “Bobby’s home.” The
code is via Venetian blind—jiggle the slats

open and shut, open and shut, over and
over very fast for a few minutes. It wears

out the cord, hut it sure starts the phone
ringing. Pretty soon aunts, uncles and
cousins are crowded around the big oval

dining room table and his grandmother
Nina is commanding, “Eat! Eat!”

This is the family part of the home-
coming. After dinner, friends will drop
in, or Bobby will go out with one of his

favorite home-town girls. Maybe an action-

packed movie, a snack at the soda shop
and some dancing to the juke box. He’s
downright careful not to talk show business
—lie’s afraid she might get bored.

A couple of days home, and he starts in

on his two perennial schemes.
“Pop, how’d you like to go along with

me, invest in a nice little hide-out in Flor-

ida for you and Mom?”
“I don’t know, Bobby, we talked about

it last time, remember? I’m not so sure
yet.”

“Gee, but I hate cold weather. It’s nice
and warm down in Florida.”

And from his mother, “And when would
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New York, N. Y. (Report)—Science de-

veloped pharmaceutical ice to meet to-

day’s biggest skin problem—over-active

oil glands. As excess oil fills pores, it hard-

ens into comedones—blackheads and
whiteheads—stretches and enlarges pores
— invites breaking out and “flare ups.”

Massaged into skin Ice-O-Derm® rolls

out “fatty” masses not removed by soap
or ordinary cleansing creams. It clears

out excess oil and helps tighten enlarged
pores. It protects skin all day from dust
and dirt with invisible medication—holds

in natural moisture. “Ice” stimulates

circulation. Ice-O-Derm is the scientific

new wonder-way to better skin care.

*Due to overactive oil glands in skin.

Follow New 15-Day

Complexion Timetable
1ST 5 DAYS:
Your first “ice” treatment starts

to rid pores of blackheads with-
in minutes—medication helps
keep skin from breaking out

—

special astringents tighten en-
larged pores. Result: Clearer,
smoother skin.

2ND 5 DAYS:
Now you may see how Ice-O-
Derm’s invisible shield has held
in moisture—protected skin from
wrinkling sun, wind and steam
heat. Result: Softer, moister skin.

3RD 5 DAYS:
As “ice” stimulates circulation
your skin is nourished from be-
neath. See how it’s improving.
Result: Fresher, healthier looking
skin.

you ever get time to come to Florida?”

It’s true, lime is one tiling he lias very

little of. He starts in on the other project.

How’s about that dog he wants to buy, the

little cocker spaniel puppy?
Again his mother, “And when have you

time to walk a dog? I know who’d end
up walking the puppy forty-five weeks out

of the year.”

This is true, too. He’s on the road more
weeks than a traveling salesman. But now
lie’s home, and he belongs to his folks. Up
in his room, he turns to the drums of his

boyhood, and to his model planes. Before

he knows it, lie's reaching for a wing tip

and a strut. . . .

This is Bobby Rydell, a few weeks be-

fore his nineteenth birthday on April 26.

Some days he makes model planes . . . and

other days he talks about wanting to get

married. In five years, lie’s decided. Prob-

ably in the long run. he’ll end up with a

neighborhood girl. Not beautiful, but cute.

And his wife won’t work. She'll give him
a hig family, stay home and mind the kids,

cook good Italian meals, love him like

crazy, laugh a lot and get one whale of a

kick out of living.

Meanwhile, he’s reaching for the air-

plane glue. Anil after all, when was a

teenager all-of-a-piece? A boy one minute,
a man the next—sometimes even his own
mother doesn’t know him.

---Hose Peklberg

Bobby sings on the Cameo label, and will

be seen in Columbia’s “That Hill Girl."



THE BRIDE—
HER PRIVATE LIFE

Continued from page 53

I'd have plenty to keep me busy full-

time if I never went near a studio. We
live on a street filled with children,

a little more luxurious, but just as

neighborly as the street I grew up on.

It’s true the sight-seeing buses do go

by and stop to tell the tourists where
we live, but we built an ivy-trimmed wall

so the children wouldn't notice, and they

slide down their slide and swing on their

swings with the other kids. We had almost

everything. But there was one empty spot

in the picture.

Life is fabulous now because the pic-

ture is complete. I have the personal

happiness I’ve always wanted. It’s been
fabulous ever since Harry came into our

lives and the children and I fell in love

with him. In this hectic life of mine
there was at last a deeply quiet, private

place. I don’t mind sharing my happiness.

I want to share it. But in each person’s

life there must be a personal and private

place.

Our wedding was everything I’d dreamed.

Everything you want yours to be. Quiet,

personal and beautiful. That isn’t easy in

this business. I realized as never before

what good friends the press can be. They
were very gracious, and I thank them with

all my heart. We greeted them outside

Harry’s sister’s house, posed, answered

questions. But inside, in the heart of our

wedding, there were no flash bulbs pop-

ping. There was just my old friend, Virgil

Apger, who took my first stills at Metro
when I was sixteen. Poor Virgil had
broken his toe that morning and had to

hobble around, but he doesn’t need a toe

to take good pictures.

I even had the honeymoon I dreamed
of, Jamaica . . . the first foreign spot I’d

ever been . . . and fallen in love with

back in 1952 when I was seventeen and on
the first tour of my life. Suddenly, the

world was much bigger than Burbank.
Now Jamaica was as heavenly as I’d re-

membered. Only I’d forgotten there are no

screens on the cottage windows of the

Tower Isle Hotel. And the fact is, I don’t

swat bugs as fast as I used to. The minute
the sun went down every mosquito, every

insect that could fly, came to pay us a

visit. Eventually we gave up and moved
to the Half Moon, which is only ten min-

utes from the airport, and perfect for the

children’s arrival. Neither Harry nor I

could stay away from the children for a

month, so he planned it for my mother
and father to bring Carrie, and the nurse
to bring Toddy, after two weeks. We all

settled down for a fabulous time.

Fabulous, luxurious and lazy

Mother and Dad went sight-seeing and
fishing, and we’d meet them usually for

dinner. But for us the days were lazy and
luxurious. I didn’t have to get up at five!

The children let us sleep until eight! I had
the luxury of being with my family all

day in the sun. And let me say right here

that if I ever retire from the business, it

will be for the luxury of being with my
children all day, instead of getting home
from work at 7 :30 and cramming a whole
day into an hour. This is very disturbing

to me. I love working. I love glamour and
fun. But make no mistake about it, my
greatest happiness, my real joy of living is

within my family. Harry feels the same
way.

I have to laugh when I hear him de-

scribed as a playboy. He’s one of the most
easygoing stay-at-homes I’ve ever known,
just like me. Our joy is to have a home to

come to, to have dinner with the children,

take them up to bed, play, read to them
and tuck them in. Toddy likes his stories

told, Carrie likes her stories read. So we
do both. I bathe the children, we put them
to bed and hear their prayers, this is the

most wonderful time of the day. I can’t tell

you what Harry has meant to the children.

In Carrie’s prayers, he comes right after

Mommie and Daddy. “God bless Mommie
and Daddy and Harry and Grandma and
Grandpa,” etc. But Toddy just says, “God.

please bless Harry and everyone else I

love!”

When we do go out, to dinner or a

Thalian meeting or a party, we go later,

after they’re asleep. Certainly we go to

night clubs—when a friend is opening or

someone of whom we’re fans is performing.
In New York, on our way home from our
honeymoon, we went out all the time. We
dressed every night and I wore my mink
coat (it’s four years old and I won’t get

another till it falls off my back) and my
pretty jewelry. How fabulous can you get?

But at home, fabulous means at ease. I

do my own manicure and pedicures, my
fingernails are never long enough to put

polish on. I’ve been in beauty parlors three

times in my whole life and it was always
so busy, it drove me wild. It’s easier for

me to wash my own hair, roll it up on
curlers; if I have ten minutes and can sit

under the drier, that’s great, I don’t have
to run around with a wet head. Most of

the time I run around with the wet head.

Nothing like a massage!

I love perfume, but use very little. I love

cologne in summer after we come out of

the pool. A massage I have every other day
or oftener if I can. This relaxes tension

and keeps my skin from drying in this

dry climate where we stay in the sun so

much ... we go to Palm Springs almost

every weekend. And this is fabulous, to

have a home in the city and a home in the

desert.

I’ve had a place of my own in Palm
Springs for four years, but I’ve sold it now,
and we’ve added two bedrooms for the

children and a dressing room for me on

Harry’s Palm Springs house. We dress

simply, and I don’t bother about makeup.
Makeup is part of working, very few ac-

tresses do it in their private lives. You
want your skin to breathe, and makeup is

hard on it. Unless I’m working, I never use

powder or foundation base. Just eyebrow
pencil and lipstick.

I will say I’ve improved in my lounging

clothes—instead of levis, I wear silk Ital-

ian pants with shirts to match. But I’m

still barefoot . . . except when we have

guests, then I wear Italian shoes with wild-

ly curving heels that look as if they came
from outer space. They’re comfortable and
I get around fast. And I have some elabor-

ate at-home clothes for entertaining—

a

new pants and overskirt ensemble, pink

peau de soie with overskirt of heavy white

lace with rosebuds appliqued all over it.

We have everything now except the new
house we want to build or buy. We do

have the land, it’s being cleared—a beau-

tiful two-acre lot in Beverly Hills. But if

we should find something already built . . .

I was out looking at a place today. (I

walk through looking at everything with

Harry’s eyes.) We’re interested in country

English architecture or in modern—if it

is good, heavy, magnificent modern. It

would be great to find a house and avoid

the complexities of building; but it doesn’t

really matter too much because my hus-

band can handle any amount of complex-

ities.

Calm man in a crisis

He phoned me just a moment ago in

the middle of a hectic conference at the

office. I could hear the voices excitedly

quoting figures and shipments, and Harry’s

voice calm as a judge, calling to find out

how everything is at home, because the

children have a virus. This man has such

calm. The roof could fall in, cannons could

1

.

Lennon Family Crisis
aaustvt: • in

;

SASHES CN Of WISTERNS Don't Miss This Exclusive
COURT BATHE 8 PRIVATE EYES

w.l Story of How Death Almost
** ^if Struck The Lennon Family

'PCotd Welk's New Exciting Star
id v~/ jps* »

j NORMA ZIMMER

/ttba Stinted /M&cct,

fLJii : MARILYN MONROE • JACK BAILEY

May TV RADIO MIRROR on sale at all newsstands

78



be booming and he d just sit back and

muse, “Hmm ... a little trouble . . . we’ll

work it out.” He’s such a pro. He’s been

trained to his business since he was seven.

His dad used to pick him up after school,

take him to the factory, and he’d work

there at small chores until they went home

to dinner. Harry did his homework at

night, later he took summer school courses.

He got out of high school at fourteen and

law school at twenty-one. He’s a graduate

lawyer, and his knowledge of law is in-

valuable, not only to him but to me. Who
do you think reads my contracts?

He’s taught me a little about law. He’s

taught me to play cards. He’s influenced

my life in a million ways. I used to do a

fair amount of cooking, now I’m inter-

viewing for a full-time cook because Harry

loves good cooking and so do I, and we
want uncluttered time together. We love

all the small things that go to make up a

life—a picnic lunch or a night at the

theater, dinner at Pavilion or a hamburger
at a drive-in on our way to a movie, buy-

ing a new painting or hearing a child’s

prayers. Little presents ... on Valentine’s

Day he came home with a gift for each

of us. A bride doll for Carrie, who’s been

hearing a lot about bride and groom
lately at our house. That’s how we knew
she had a virus. Carrie, who usually raises

the roof if you give her a jelly bean, just

took the doll quietly in her arms and laid

down on the couch with the afghan!

“She must be sick,” Harry said. “Have
you taken her temperature?”

“Oh, she’s all right, she’s just tired,” I

said.

But Harry said take her temperature,

so I took it and it was 103. We called the

doctor. We were up with her most of

that night. But we were together, and the

fever was slowly going down. And be-

ing all together in the nursery—a family

—

was wonderful.

It’s more than fabulous. It’s what I’d

call a dream life. —Debbie Reynolds as

told to Jane Ardmore
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MARILYN TO

WED AGAIN?
Continued, from page 29

to tell. On February fifth, she walked into

the Payne Whitney Psychiatric Clinic. She
registered as “Miss Faye Miller” and was
given a private room. She was put under
the care of her personal physician and ar-

rangements were made so that, from time

to time, she could obtain a pass and leave

the hospital. It was reported that she used
this pass to attend “The Misfits” premiere
with Montgomery Clift, to visit her friends,

Paula and Lee Strasberg, and mostly to

see Joe DiMaggio. It was even reported

that Joe had taken a room in the hospital

to be near her. She had entered the hos-

pital secretly but, after several days, the

news was out. At first, the hospital would
only admit she was there “for study and
treatment of an illness of undisclosed

origin." They said she was doing well and
some of her friends also insisted there was
nothing to be concerned about. They tried

to explain that when Marilyn wanted to

get away from it all, a hospital was the

only place she could get a real rest. “Mar-
ilyn is prone to going into hospitals as a

way of getting out of environment and
escaping any conflict," a close friend said.

After all. her friends explained, after a

divorce and a hard year of work on two
films, anyone might be near exhaustion.

Other friends, though, were frankly wor-

ried. They said that for some time she’d

seemed unstrung, that she’d been troubled

by insomnia and a deep depression. The
hospital refused to confirm—or deny—

a

report that Marilyn had been transferred

from a ward for moderately disturbed

patients to one for more disturbed ones.

Joe, too, had no comment, but he cancelled

a Miami trip with his pals George Solotaire

and Skinny D’Amato to remain close by

Marilyn’s side.

On February 11th, Marilyn checked out

of the psychiatric clinic and disappeared.

She managed to leave the hospital secretly,

probably accompanied by Joe. and did not

appear at her own apartment. The hospital

issued a statement denying there was any
schizophrenia involved in Marilyn’s case.

The next day, Marilyn turned up at the

Neurological Institute at New York’s Pres-

byterian Hospital and was checked in

there. “For just a rest and a checkup,”

officials insisted. Joe had handled every-

thing. Quietly, he had stepped in to make
the decisions for Marilyn.

The mystery begins

Mystery had surrounded Marilyn’s every

move for several weeks now. It started one

day when she arrived at Idlewild Airport.

She was wearing a black suit and a flower-

pot hat, and she was early. When an air-

lines clerk told her that the plane to El

Paso was temporarily grounded, she

seemed surprised, almost as if she hadn’t

noticed the blizzard outside.

Wearing very little makeup, her face

averted, she stood apart from the other

passengers. She seemed more shaken by

P the delay than any of the others and.

noticing this, some of the passengers stared

at her. But no one seemed to recognize
80

her. For forty-five minutes, she waited.

Then finally the airliner was cleared for

take-off. At seven that evening, it landed
in the Texas border city.

All the arrangements had been made.
A car was waiting to hustle Marilyn away
from the airport and across the border to

Juarez, Mexico. There, her suit creased

from the flight, she went to a night court

session that had been set up especially for

her. She filed for divorce from Arthur
Miller, charging incompatibility. Four days
later, the decree was granted. It was the

end of one marriage and. judging from
Marilyn’s sudden haste, it could also mean
the beginning of another.

At first, when she announced her sepa-

ration from Miller, Marilyn had said she

was in no hurry to get a divorce. Now,
something had happened to change her

mind.

“Marilyn and Joe will marry again,” a

friend announced in New York. But the

story behind that announcement lay three-

thousand miles away in San Francisco.

Photoplay sent a reporter there to inves-

tigate. Here is his story:

At Fisherman’s Wharf

The day was cold and crisp and Fisher-

man’s Wharf was nearly deserted. Only a

handful of people, muffled in overcoats,

roamed among the seafood markets and
past the dozens of tiny fishing boats moored
along the dock. The men on these boats

remember Joe DiMaggio as a gangling

boy, taller than any other boy his age. He
hung around the dock and did odd jobs

for them, mostly repairing crab nets. His

family had been fishermen in Italy and
then in San Francisco, until finally they

had enough money to pool together and
open a small restaurant on the wharf. The
men on the wharf talk of Joe as a brother.

Even if the rest of the country ever forgot

the days when he belted home run after

home run for the New York Yankees, he

would always be a hero in San Francisco.

This is his home town. This is where he

married Marilyn Monroe and this is where
he built a honeymoon cottage for her.

An oldtimer on Fisherman’s Wharf
swears that Joe is determined to remarry

Marilyn.

“Joe never sold his home.” he says,

“the one he wanted for Marilyn. He has

never stopped talking about her over the

years. I think he believes she’ll eventually

find herself and return to him. He’s in no

hurry. He’ll wait.”

The man pointed to a two-story, modern-

ly rustic building with a giant picture

window looking out over the harbor. This

was DiMaggio’s Restaurant today. “That’s

where they had the wedding reception,” he

said, and then added with a wry grin,

“It was quite a party.”

Seven years before. Joe’s friends had

cheered his bride. His family had taken

Marilyn warmly to their hearts, ready and

eager to make her a part of the kind of

big, loving family she herself had never

had and had always wanted.

Today, it was all different. They’ve

changed their minds about Marilyn.

DiMaggio’s is a family affair and. through

the years, cousins, nieces and nephews
have grown up in it. starting out as bus-

boys or acting as hosts. Today, one of

Joe’s nieces greets the customers at the

door, and his brother Tom is there every

day to supervise and look after things.

Things were quiet inside DiMaggio’s.
There was time for the handful of regulars

at the bar and for the waiters and busboys
to remember that wedding reception and
remember, too. how the marriage had
ended only nine months later. They knew
it was the hardest thing Joe had ever had
to face. They remembered how bitterly be

had fought against the divorce at first and
how finally, reluctantly, he had had to

consent.

They talked about Joe’s remarrying
Marilyn now.

“He’s a great guy,” his niece said, “and
anything he wants to do is all right with

me. We love him.”

“I prefer to think he won't marry her

again." another member of the family

said. “But who could ever stop Joe? He
has a mind of his own and we’re not going

to interfere. It’s his life. Frankly, I feel

he’s being taken on another publicity band-

wagon. He’s being used again by her.”

One of Joe’s former golfing partners,

who owns a San Francisco restaurant too,

put it more bluntly. “Joe is an easygoing

guy. Maybe a bit too naive,” he said. “The
type a good-looking gal could wrap around
her finger. And Marilyn has a big hold on

him. I hope for his sake he can shake it.”

They talked about the big change in

Joe since his divorce.

The change in Joe

Once. San Francisco had been his full-

time home. Now it became only a stopping-

off place for him between trips. Perhaps he

thought it would be easier to forget Mari-

lyn if he kept moving. He took a $100,000-

a-year job as vice president of the B. H.

Monette Company, which supplies military

PX stores. Often, he was in Alaska one

week and Europe the next. He turned over

his lush North Beach home in San Fran-

cisco to relatives to maintain. For himself,

he took a three-room hotel suite on the

eighteenth floor of the Lexington Hotel in

New York.

“Joe drops in and out of town,” said his

brother Tom. “He keeps very busy.”

Joe, who’ll be forty-seven in November,

is now almost completely gray. Since di-

vorcing Marilyn, he has had little time

for social activity.

“But you have to hand it to Joe." said

one of his fellow restaurateurs on Fisher-

man's Wharf. “When he falls, he always

falls for a beauty.”

It was true, joe’s first wife was singer-

actress Dorothy Arnold. They were mar-

ried in November of 1939, when she was

nineteen and he twenty-five. Joe was then

already a legend as the big slugger with

the Yankees. But his wife came to hate

baseball as much as he loved it, for it drew

them apart. They divorced in 1944. and

Dorothy returned to Hollywood. She took

with her their small son. Joseph Paul

DiMaggio Jr., who was born October 23.

1941.

“It tore Joe up inside,” said one of his

friends, “to see Dorothy take away his

son. He really loves that kid. It was Joe’s

plan,” the friend explained, “to ask for

permanent custody of the boy after he

married Marilyn. He had great plans for

the three of them living together in San

Francisco. Marilyn got along fine with

Joe Jr., too. They really liked each other.

But, of course, when the marriage broke



up, so did Joe’s hopes of having the hoy

with them always.”

Always a loner, Joe grew even more

distant after he lost Marilyn. His trips to

San Francisco grew less and less frequent.

His brother Tom took over the full-time

managing of the restaurant. As much as

Joe loved his home town, it seemed to bring

back too many bitter memories.

“He has never stopped loving Marilyn,”

Ids friends say even now. But his relatives

and long-time associates share the opinion

that “he was taken.” Taken on a publicity

merry-go-round. Joe and Marilyn even had

to sneak into a basement elevator to avoid

being mobbed at their wedding ceremony

in San Francisco’s City Hall.

Some blame Marilyn for this. One report

was that, minutes after Joe proposed, she

was on the phone to her studio, telling

them the news. Joe was used to the press

asking him questions, but before it bad

always been just about baseball and not

his personal life. He tried to accept it.

“I have never been happier,” he told

reporters on his wedding day. Marilyn,

blushing, had hold of his hand. She was
wearing false eyelashes, a smart brown
broadcloth suit with an ermine collar, and
natural polish on her nails.

The reporters asked about children.

“We expect to have one,” Joe said in a

serious tone. “I guarantee that.” Marilyn
interrupted, “I’d like to have six.” And
then she giggled.

The honeymoon was never over because
it never really began. Shortly after the

ceremony, Marilyn was back at work in

Hollywood. Joe tried to accept her way of

life. He couldn’t. Her long hours at the

studio, her fatigue when she finally did ar-

rive home, her associates—all of this dis-

turbed him. Joe’s idea of home life was
having a wife prepare a good meal for him
and later just sitting around watching TV
until bedtime. Marilyn couldn’t stand this.

She felt trapped again.

Yet after the divorce, Marilyn still had
a hold on Joe. He was the only one per-

mitted to see her while she was recuper-

ating in a Los Angeles Hospital from

emergency surgery. He kept tabs on her.

There was the famous “wrong door” raid,

when Joe and Frank Sinatra reportedly

broke down the door of an apartment in

which they thought Marilyn was living,

it was the wrong apartment.

And in January of 1955 the two were
dating each other again. A reporter recog-

nized them in a Boston restaurant.

“Is this a reconciliation?” he asked.

“Is it, honey?” Joe asked.

She paused, as if in deep thought, and
then replied, “No, just call it a visit.”

The next year she married Arthur

Miller. And the next year Joe started

courting Marian McKnight. She reminded
many people of Marilyn. She was beauti-

ful, independent and sensitive. But a year

later, when she won the title of Miss
America of 1957, the romance seemed
doomed. It was strangely like the fame
that had come suddenly to Marilyn just

after their marriage. The publicity that

came with it had been a big part of their

bust-up. Now it was happening again. Joe

continued to date Marian after she won
the title and. for a while, they seemed
even closer than ever. He introduced her

to all his friends, and then they spent a

weekend at his boss’s home. Almost im-
mediately after that visit, they parted.

Joe was in New York the day Marilyn
left for Juarez to divorce Arthur Miller.

He appeared to be breaking out of his

shell and seemed happier than in years.

At first, he and Marilyn met in out-of-the-

way places. Then, after she flew back, they
began to revisit all the old places where,
long ago, they had fallen in love. And then,

unexpectedly, Joe rejoined the Yankees,
this time as a coach. Was he trying to tell

Marilyn that one thing had never changed,
that, even to win her back again, he still

would not give up his own life to share
hers? If Marilyn wanted him, one thing
was the same—he was still his own man.
When Joe’s family and friends first learned

that he and Marilyn might marry again,

they didn’t like it. But when, a few weeks
later, they heard the sad reports of Marilyn’s
troubled state of mind, they couldn’t help

but remember the girl who had once been
so eager to belong to this family, and their

hearts must have gone out to her.

When, for whatever the reason was,

Marilyn fled to one hospital and then an-

other, it was Joe she turned to for advice,

for help, for strength. If she turned to Joe
for love, he had that to give her, too.

Joe has changed in the years between.

He is not the fiery combination of temper
and brawn he used to be. Once mad at

the world, he’s learned to weather its

blows. He’s more understanding now, and
he’s eager for a home again. And the only

home Joe DiMaggio has is the one he built

for Marilyn long ago. —Bob Dean

Marilyn’s in “The Misfits” for U-A.
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WHEN’S THE
WEDDING?
Continued from page 58

negotiations for a divorce. She hired

attorneys to work out a property set-

tlement. The action caught Hollywood
somewhat by surprise, because not too

long before, Hope had told the press: “I’m
in no hurry to divorce Don, but I'll not

stop him if he wants one.”

It seemed something had happened to

change her mind. And what about Glenn?
Has lie made up his mind, too? Is he
afraid of another marriage? These are the
questions everyone’s asking. When he’s

questioned, Glenn runs hot. lukewarm and
cold on the subject of Hope Lange. One
time he'll confide to friends that Hope
could very well be the next Mrs. Glenn
Ford. On other occasions, he’ll only con-
firm that he likes her very much. And then
again, he’ll act insulted if he’s even asked
about Hope.
The first Mrs. Glenn Ford, Eleanor

Powell, lived with the actor several years
shy of two decades. Although he won’t ad-
mit it, the marriage failure after all those
years must have been a great shock.
Enough to make any man leery of marry-
ing again and give him many a sleepless

night. However, one version of the break-
up goes that Glenn and Eleanor would
have split years ago if not for their son
Peter, now sixteen. Glenn and Peter are
close, very close. He’s always managed to

devote weekends to the boy. taking him
for a sail or hike, and even became a Boy
Scout troop leader because Peter was a
member. Even today Glenn finds time for

Pete. He has visitation rights under the
divorce settlement and takes full advan-
tage of them. But the divorce became final

only last November, and to some the feel-

ing is that he’s in no hurry to rush into

another marriage.

Time for a decision

Yet the time is close for another deci-

sion—one inspired by love. Perhaps he
has already made it. There are indications
that he has. For one thing, he’s rushing
plans to build a new home in Beverly
Hills, having lived with his mother since
the split with Ellie. And Hope has become
a close part of his future picture plans.
Their first together. “Pocketful of Mira-
cles,” already is under way, and they are
due to make several more.
Can a marriage between Hope and

Glenn work? The same thing was asked
about Debbie and Harry. The difference in

age is practically the same for the two
couples. Glenn is in his forties, Hope in

her twenties. Hope’s children are about

the same age as Debbie’s. Both women
have found stability in an older, wiser
man who seemed to possess something
their youthful husbands lacked. It certain-
ly has worked thus far with Debbie. She
has never seemed happier.
What are the chances that Glenn and

Hope would go back to their first loves?
One columnist printed that this could hap-
pen to Glenn. He speculated that Glenn
and Ellie were very close, and he’d paid
her a visit when she was in a hospital for

surgery last December. But friends said
no. he merely drove their son to the hos-
pital out of respect to Ellie. He has con-
fided to a few that neither he nor Ellie

have even faintly considered reconciling.
And what about Hope? The spark Don

Murray once held for Dolores Michaels is

dying. Maybe Don would come back if she
would have him. Does she want him back?
The answer is clearly evident in Hope’s
surprise action for a divorce—not next
year, but now.

Glenn Ford is free, Hope soon will be.
She has apparently made up her mind.
How about Glenn? Only he can answer
this question, and some of his friends
think he already has—and that the answer
is yes. —Tout) Rowland

Hope and Glenn will soon he seen co-star-
ring in “Pocketful of Miracles” for U-A.
and Glenn will also be seen in “Four
Horsemen of the Apocalypse” for M-G-M.

A MARRIED MAN
Continued from page 33

Don moved in with his good friend, Walter
Wood.

p
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And it was just at this point that Dolores
and Don met. They had seen each other
at the studio commissary, but they’d never
spoken. Now they were to co-star in a
movie, "One Foot in Hell.” “A prophetic
title. Dolores says today. But at the time,
she had no idea of what was ahead.
Something happened between these two

different people from the very first instant.

“I found I was reacting to Don as a man
rather than an actor,” says Dolores, “and
was embarrassed and self-conscious about
it. That wasn’t like me, and I wondered
what was wrong with me.”

There was the incident of the horse.
Dolores had never ridden before so Don
swept her up in the saddle with him. “So
you can get used to what it feels like to

be on horseback,” he said. She found the
horn of the saddle was pressing painfully
against her, but, for some reason, she made
no protest. Instead, she said, “Oh, I’m very
comfortable.” She found herself forgetting

everything but Don’s strong arms around
her. And Don. too, seemed under some
strange spell. He knew how to ride, and
yet he didn’t realize that anything was
wrong until the assistant director finally

yelled, “The saddle’s coming off, get

down.” Don and Dolores didn’t say any-
thing. They just looked at each other.

Time passed. Then, suddenly, everything
was out in the open.

“I’ve separated from Hope.” Don told

her one evening after work. They were
driving together along the Malibu coast.

Dolores made no comment but she knew
then that she loved him. And as two people
often do, they became closer through their

days of working together.

“Don is a man of softness that is not to

be confused with weakness,” she says. “I
discovered his strength as our relationship
grew, and I came to respect it.” They be-

gan to have dinner together, go to the
beach together and take long drives along
the countryside. But all was not well.

“I created all the problems,” Dolores
says. “I never once asked about Hope, but
my underlying anxiety began to creep
through. I was beset with doubts. And
there was the pressure from the outside.

My mother, a good Catholic, was anxious
for me. Sometimes I could feel her douhts
about me. Had I broken up this man’s
home? Of course. I hadn’t, but the small
guilts began to build—to be a weight.”
Her own divorce from Maurice Martine

had just become final, and Dolores had
the feeling her very religious family from
the Midwest were more than disapproving.
Tension mounted. And Don. though sepa-

rated. was still a married man.
“And so,” says Dolores in all honesty.

“I began to press, to push, to doubt, to

plague. And all this time Don never once
discussed his personal problems.” Perhaps
if he had been able to talk over his plans
for the future with Dolores, she may have
been less anxious, less insecure.

But. of course, Don was a married man,
and he never once discussed the possibility

of marriage with Dolores. "Don.” says
Dolores, “is a man of strength and honor.”
But she, unfortunately, was a woman in

love who needed him.

“I became depressed when I was not
with him. Even one day away from him
became a blue day. And looming in the

distance was his long location jaunt to St.

Louis for the movie ‘The Hoodlum Priest.’
”

The approaching date threw a cloud over
everything. Not for Don. perhaps, but for

Dolores. She had no ties with Don. no
promises, no talks of a future together.
And she panicked.

“Do you love me?”

One evening he came to have dinner
with her. “I have to make this a short
evening.” he said. “I have to he up early
for details on the ‘Hoodlum’ story.”

Trying to hold on just a few hours
longer, with the coming weeks of sepa-
ration between them. Dolores began to

push.

“Do you love me?” It was almost a de-

mand. “Do you love me? Don’t lie to me.”
Don tried to calm her. but there was

nothing he could say. After all. he was still

married to Hope. How could he promise
anything to Dolores?

But Dolores persisted. “If you love me,
why aren't I going to St. Louis with you?
Why are you leaving me?”

Then, when she could see that she wasn't
going to sway him that way, she tried an-

other method. She tried to punish him.
“Well, as long as you’re going to be

busy, let’s just skip dinner tomorrow
night.” she said coldly.

“The following night?” Don asked.

“No. no. I don’t want to see you at all.”

“Well. I’ll try to see you before I leave,”

Don said quietly. But he walked out.

She had him on the phone an hour later.

"I see I’m dealing with a man and not a

boy.” she said.

“Look,” Don told her. “you have an
image of what you think love is, and you're

trying to fit me into that. Well. I won't

fit into any preconceived notions you have.

I'm me.” This man of great strength spoke



quietly, without raising his voice. And
Dolores knew what he meant.

But as the time for his departure grew

closer, she panicked all over again. She

had tried to change, to be stronger and

less demanding. But it was no use, and,

because of her panic, she weakened. She

couldn’t stop herself from saying, “Now
that I’ve changed, do you love me again?

Now that I’m different, do you love me?”
She was foolish, but she was a woman in

love, and she wanted Don to need her as

much as she needed him.

His only reply was, “I am not conform-

ing to what you think I ought to be.”

He had said this before. And now there

was nothing more that he could say. He
left, and he refused her permission to visit

him on location.

Dolores was in despair.

“Separation is death to two people who
love each other,” she says now. “It con-

tributed to the end of my first marriage,

and I dreaded it. War and death should

be the only separators. Otherwise, the

thread is snapped and the tie broken.”

There were a few phone calls from St.

Louis, not many, and a few letters. Again,

not too many.
She lost weight. After a while, she tried

dating, but it was no use. She still loved

Don. And. in loving Don. a married man,
she had no secure ground to stand on. She
knew in her heart it was killing their re-

lationship.

“I finally came down to the level of an
apology,” she admits. “I had destroyed a

lovely appreciation in Don Murray, and I

knew it. He could say if he chose, ‘I called

you a lovely woman. You’re not. You're
less than a girl.’

“He would have been right. I hadn’t

reacted to the situation as a woman. I had
been even less than a girl in my reactions.”

He’ll never forget her

“I created all the problems. I did it all.

I fell in love with a married man.
“A man with children is never really

divorced anyhow. A part of him is always
married to the mother of his children. And
Don is devoted to his children.

“Don could never have been totally mine
under those circumstances. He had a son
and a daughter. And his heart would al-

ways have been with them, of course.”
Don and Dolores see each other oc-

casionally now, but as friends. The frenzy
seems to have died down. Dolores went
about the preparations of her new film.

“Battle at Bloody Beach,” with resigned
calm, and left for the six weeks location
on Catalina Island. Another separation.
But men don’t forget Dolores easily. “My
beaus even from way back in grade school
always come back into my life, as friends,”
she says. So who knows—maybe Don Mur-
ray will one day come back into her life,

too.

And if not, perhaps Dolores will have
learned something from her relationship
with Don. She was young and foolish, and
she was looking for romance. She made
the mistakes of a woman in love. But she’s
the first to admit that her biggest mistake
was falling in love with a married man.

—Julia Corbin

Don and Dolores are in 20th’s “One Foot
in Hell.” Don is also in “The Hoodlum
Priest” for United Artists, and Dolores
is in 20th’s “Battle at Bloody Beach.”
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A HAPPY ENDING

Continued from page 51

about her, her hands, delicate and grace-

ful as any duchess’, seemed to radiate a

meaning all their own, as she told of her

father. He was in Europe, she explained.

Then the girl and her companion began
to walk toward an outdoor restaurant,

Cyrano’s. They sat down at a table on
the terrace.

“And mother looks as beautiful as ever,”

she said, smiling happily, “even though
the kids keep her on the run all day.”

There was more than just the girl to the

family. There were seven brothers and
sisters. She was the oldest and next

came Michael, who was going on sixteen

and who had the most Grecian nose she

had ever seen. Except, of course, for her

father, who was her image of a great man.
It had been eight long years of exile

since that night in 1952 when her father

had closed the mansion in Beverly Hills,

and silently fled in the night to a strange

land. It must have seemed all just a game
to her to be whisked away to a new land.

But in the haste of the flight, in the

pinched faces of her gray-haired father

and her fair-skinned mother, she must
have sensed that it was a game adults did

not enjoy.

In their new home, they never talked

about that night. But later, when she was
old enough to understand, the girl had
read the story in a magazine. She read

the terrible things they had said about

her father. “An unsavory character,” the

Attorney General of the United States had
called him. . . . Some criticized him for

never having become an American citizen.

Others said his pictures were full of prop-

aganda. “Disloyal,” they called him. Her
father had denied the charges. And he
had said, when it seemed he would never

be allowed to return to America, “My
children all were born Americans and I

still would like to go back and live there.”

At that time there were only four, the

other three were born abroad. Her father

had never returned to America.
“And now,” the girl said, “here I am,

in Hollywood. I can’t believe it.” She
nibbled at her tossed salad and her friend

gulped down the oversized Coke a waiter

put before her. They chattered on.

“Father loves when I play the piano for

him,” she said, “and I love to hear his

applause.” And she said, “It’s fun here,

but I miss the family. We have so much
fun. Momma never gets tired of laughing,

although she must have seen father do the

same funny trick a thousand times.”

She leaned across the table to whisper
excitedly to her friend. “And this boy. . .

.”

And finally she said, “I’ll be going back
soon.” Then her eyes clouded and, as if

she didn’t want her friend to see, she

lowered her head to pick an imaginary
thread from her skirt.

Her trip had not been successful, and
she tried to hide her disappointment. She
had come so hopefully to Hollywood, but
it seemed there was to be no future for her
here. The doors she tried all seemed to be

p closed to her. Everyone remembered her

father, of course, but, though they never
said it aloud to her, she could see that
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most people had never forgiven him.
People seemed surprised that she had
come at all. Perhaps she had expected
that. Perhaps that’s why she kept the trip

just a quiet visit. Only a few people knew
she was here. And then, before anyone
knew it, she was gone.

There was to be no future for her in

Hollywood. The answer to all her hopes
had been “No.” Perhaps her father had
expected that, too. It would explain why
he had been against her coming.

Yet she was a beautiful girl. And tal-

ented. What was behind the doors that

had closed to her, the sudden hardening
of the face when people heard her name,
the “no” she heard everywhere?

Another time, another girl

How long had it been since that other

girl had come to Hollywood, the same age
as this girl? Nearly twenty years. She
was very young, too—barely seventeen

—

and very beautiful. She had jet black hair

down to her shoulders and a full, generous
mouth. She walked lightly on long slim

legs, she didn’t smoke or drink, she dated
only on weekends, and she had a delicious

sense of humor. Her name was Oona

—

Oona O’Neill.

She too was the daughter of a famous
man. Her father was Eugene O’Neill, the

great tragic playwright. She had come to

Hollywood against his wishes, looking for

a career in the movies. Instead she met
the great love of her life.

Oona had been going around Hollywood
with Orson Welles. One evening he
brought her to a luxurious house where
the filmtown’s greats were in the habit of

gathering for good food and talk. The
host was a handsome, graying man of fifty-

three—a charmer. The young girl was
deeply impressed. So was he. Before the

evening ended, Oona had forgotten Orson
Welles, and Charles Spencer Chaplin was
no longer interested in Joan Barry, a

twenty-three-year-old girl who was then

his protegee.

When Oona and Charlie fell in love, it

caused a furor. Wherever they went,

people stared at the stunning teenager and
her elderly escort. They’d walk into a

restaurant, she taller than he, and heads
went together for whispers. “He’s three

times her age.” Her father put his foot

down against their unsuitable marriage
and friends tearfully begged her not to

commit such a tragedy. They told her

everything she already knew—that he’d

been married and divorced three times.

That his first wife, Mildred Harris, had
said, “A woman would have to be ten

women to hold Charlie.” That even though
his second teen-age wife, Lita Grey, had
presented him with two sons, the marriage
didn’t last. Neither did his third, to Pau-
lette Goddard. And he was Hollywood’s
Great Lover, she wasn’t the first young
girl he’d been involved with.

Oona wouldn’t listen. “I love him,” she

insisted. They made their plans to marry.

And that was when Joan Barry shocked
the whole country by suing Charlie for

support of the baby she swore was his.

He told Oona, “We’d better put off our

marriage until I’m cleared, I can’t drag
you into the mud she’s throwing at me.”
Oona said stubbornly, “When you love a

man, you want to be at his side when he’s

in trouble.” She insisted on pushing the
marriage date ahead to stand by him.
They eloped to Santa Barbara and were

married on June 16, 1943. Later a blood
test proved that Charlie couldn’t possibly
have been this baby’s father, but the jury’s
verdict was in Joan’s favor anyway.

But Oona didn’t question his love for
her, and hers for him. She said, “He is my
world.” She gave up all thoughts of a
movie career, because Charlie felt that
one star in a family was enough, and he
was the star. Her role was that of a loving
wife and soon mother of a stepping stone
succession of children: Geraldine, Michael,
Josephine, Victoria. . . .

And then, suddenly, she had to take
her children and follow Charlie into exile.

In England, she gave up her American
citizenship and her children’s, and became
a British subject “like my husband.”
When her famous father died a year

later, she did not cross the ocean again
for the funeral. Evidently the rift between
them over her marriage had never mended,
for she was not even mentioned in the
will.

The Chaplins settled in an isolated man-
sion in Vevey, Switzerland, to live a se-

cluded life. And everybody who had
known the gay young girl mourned for

her. “What an existence,” they said, “cut
off from her world with an old, old man
and nothing in life but to bear him babies
every few years.” Tadpole was born in

Switzerland (and touchingly named Eu-
gene—for her father?); then Jane, and
then Annette. Oona was seldom seen in

the social world, and her friends sighed,
“Poor Oona—poor lost girl.”

The saddest love story

If this was a love story, they said, it was
the saddest one they’d ever heard. But
what they didn’t know—because they
didn’t hear from Oona herself, and she gave
no interviews—was what life was really

like in the Manoir du Ban, their palatial

Swiss home.
The seventeen-room $350,000 mansion

stands hidden in ten acres of beautifully

kept park overlooking the blue waters of

Lake Geneva. The days go by evenly and
uneventfully. Everything is for the comfort
of “Monsieur Chariot,” the master, but

Oona is the one at the controls. She is a

patient wife. She is the one who shields him
from annoyances, calms him when he gets

temperamental, and on the cook’s day off,

she makes his favorite gourmet dishes. . . .

She makes sure all seven children never,

never disturb their father when he’s con-

centrating. For Charlie, it seems a con-

tented sort of life, but her friends might
wonder what happiness Oona, still young,

could possibly get out of it.

“In our family,” says Oona, “the slogan

is, 'The more the merrier.’ I’m delighted

with every new baby. Charlie tells every-

body I look my prettiest when I’m ex-

pecting one. He’s crazy about the kids.”

The children are loved and wanted,

but Oona makes it clear that the house-

hold doesn’t revolve around them—or her

—only around Charlie.

Oona says, “Laughter is one of his great

gifts to me—I never knew it as a child,

I didn’t have a happy childhood.” But

she also admits, “I’m probably the only

member of the family who considers him

as funny as he is. The kids are too intent



on trying to be funny themselves.”

A shock to her

Oona is a woman with an amazing

knowledge of how to be a wife. She is 35

now. to her husband’s 71. but to her he

is ageless. “Only his birthday is the an-

nual shock to me,” she says, “when the

whole world seems to pour into our home
with wishes, cables and presents.” Her
figure is still so girlish that her oldest

daughter borrows her clothes, yet Oona is

glad of her first gray hairs. It has always

annoyed her to be called Charlie’s “school-

girl wife.” She and Charlie are warm host

and hostess in their own home, but when
it comes to going out, she is anti-social.

Whatever her friends might have sus-

pected about Charlie’s keeping her hidden

from the gay, outside world, they were

wrong. It seems instead, that it is he who
has to coax her out.

“I feel our happiness depends on our

being left alone,” says Oona. “In privacy

he flirts with me as though we had just

met. We are completely relaxed in each

other’s company, we do not ask too much
of one another.” She understands his

crotchets and does not consider them signs

of age—only of Charlie. “He is such a

contradiction,” she says, her dark eyes

smiling, “When we do go out, I have to

carry a large supply of change to do the

tipping. Then he'll go off and buy me an

expensive car.” And she says, “He can

make me feel like crying with rage when
he won’t be nice to someone be should be

civil to.” But instead of flaring up, she

will squeeze his hand or kiss him swiftly

on the forehead and he comes to heel

—

tamed. He is famous for his terrible tem-

per, but she is one wife who can claim that

“not once in all the years of our marriage
has he lost it at me.”

“I have learned to keep silent.” she says,

“and let him charge ahead. Unless he asks

me for a criticism I never venture one. He
respects my judgment, and jokes that I’m
always right in the long run—because I

try not to get on his nerves.”

This is Oona O'Neill Chaplin who pro-

tects, loves, honors and appreciates her
husband. For all her good manners, she
can be rude to anyone who upsets him.
“Other young women,” she says, “who have
married older men will understand what I

mean when I say our marriage is founded
on a rock.” Solid, with no unpleasant
surprises ahead. The man’s character is

formed, his life shaped, he has a sense of

responsibility and tolerance. “We met
when I was a mere child, and I have been
in love with him ever since.”

This is the story not known to those
who speak of Oona’s marriage as “May
and December,” and mourn her lifelong

exile. They don’t know that, for her, her
story has had a happy ending.

But the Chaplins know it. “My father

didn't want me to come.” the lovely young
girl had told her friend. She was the
Chaplins’ oldest daughter Geraldine, and
she'd come to Hollywood. Just as her
mother did nearly twenty years before.

When, it seemed, Hollywood didn’t want
Geraldine, her father welcomed her home
with open arms. Perhaps he didn’t want
her to be a movie star or, as she thought
a while later, a ballerina. Perhaps what
he wanted from life for his daughter was
what her mother had had—a love story
with a happy ending —Chuck Rosen
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Takes just seconds to apply . . . stays on

4 to 5 weeks! "Dark-Eyes” is the perfect way
to make eyelashes and brows completely

natural looking . . . and it will not harden

or break them. "Dark-Eyes” is NOT A MASCARA!
Will not stick to eyelash curler. Eliminates

the bother of daily eye make-up. It is

PERMANENT, SWIMPROOF, SMUDGEPROOF.

TEARPROOF and SMEARPROOF!
$1.25 (plus tax) at leading Our 27th

drug, dept, and variety chain stores Year!

• “DARK-EYES” COMPANY, Dept. P-51

I
3319 W. Carroll Ave., Chicago 24, III.

• J
I enclose 25c (coin or stamps— tax included) for

0 J " . , TRIAL SIZE pkg. of "Dork-Eyes" with directions.

TODAY FOR TRIAL SIZE ."• (heck shadeO Light Brown O BrownO Black

NO DELAY... your
. |

Name
trial order shipped

#
•

in 24 hours! • i Address
. . I

• • • • • I Town State

NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions

yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED,
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from...

NORDYKE Music Publishers
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 287, Calif.

FREE 5 x 7 ENLARGEMENT

ETCHCRAFT

with order for

plus 25< postage

25 embossed, deep-sunk, panel-edge wallet photos 2V2
x 3V2" made from any photo or negative. Returned
unharmed with your gorgeous FREE enlargement
POSTPAID for only $1.25; or 60 Wallet Photos with

enlargement, $2.25. Satisfaction guaranteed.

FOTO PLUS CO • BOX 10 • NEW YORK 1, N. Y.

IMPROVE YOUR FIGURE—^1.98
Stretch your way to a trimmer YOU with
new, sturdy rubber STRETCII-A-WAY.
Make any room your private gym in which
to use this scientific exerciser. Complete
with special chart to show you the safe
method of toning muscles. Improve your
figure—tummy, thighs, hip and bust meas-
urements—this natural way! Keep fit and
trim. Stores away in any drawer. Guaranteed
to do the job or your money back! Only $1.98,
postage paid. Order STRETCH-A-WAY from
Sunset House. 488 Sunset Building, Beverly
Hills, California.

ANALYZE HANDWRITING
MORE INCOME. ..MORE PRESTIGE
and Greater PERSONAL Success!
YOU CAN learn how to identify character
and personality traits from ordinary hand-
writing:. Fascinating home-study training. Many
career opportunities for both men and women , full

or sparetime. Just send your name, address for
a FREE sample lesson and big illustrated catalog
Free. No salesman will bother you. (State age)

.

INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC.
Dept. EN-94 ... Springfield 4, Missouri

SHORTHAND in

oFamous SPEEDWRITING shorthand,
words per minute. No symbols,
machines; uses ABC’s. Learn at home
or through classroom instruction. Low
cost. Over 500,000 graduates. For busi-
ness and Civil Service. Typing available.
38th year. Write for FREE booklet.

Shrinks Hemorrhoids

New Way Without Surgery

Stops Itch -Relieves Pain
For the first time science has found a

new healing substance with the astonishing
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve

pain — without surgery.
In case after case, while gently relieving

pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place.

Most amazing of all — results were so

thorough that sufferers made astonishing
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a

problem!”
The secret is a new healing substance

(Bio-Dyne®)— discovery of a world-famous
research institute.

This substance is now available in sup-
pository or ointment form under the name
Preparation H®. Ask for it at all drug
counters.



LAST MINUTE FLASH

wedding

present

for (finger Rogers

and Bill Marshall

W hen Hollywood s most ageless star, Ginger Rogers, announced her en-

gagement to movie director and producer William Marshall, they gave

full warning that the wedding would follow soon after. “Just as soon as

work permits,” they said.

For silm, shapely Ginger, who still wears the same size eight she wore

twenty-five years ago, it’s her fifth marriage. She and her first husband.

Jack Culpepper, were a stage team. Her next marriages were to Lew Ayres,

Jack Briggs and Jacques Bergerac, the young French actor she discovered

while on a trip to Paris. They were divorced in 1957, and he is now married

to Dorothy Malone.

Now romance has come into her life again. Her mother, Mrs. Leila Rogers,

said recently, “Ginger and Bill are very deeply in love. They’ve known each

other for some time, and I gave them my blessing. But I’m glad they’re

waiting a few weeks at least and not marrying in impetuous haste.”

Bill, a former singer, bandleader and actor, has been married twice before,

to Micheline Prelle and to Michele Morgan, the French actress from whom he

was divorced in 1947. At that time he won custody of their son Michael,

who was hardly more than a baby and is now a handsome teenager. Through

the years a battle over the boy has simmered.

Bill fought to keep Mike exclusively his. “I want my son raised in this

country as an American citizen, which he is,” he said. “I’ll fight any action

that would let his mother take him to France.” He even fought against a

proposed visit to Michele this summer. She lost that round in court, but

was given the privilege of reopening the case this spring.

The day after Ginger and Bill made their engagement public, came another

announcement. This one was from Michele, saying she is dropping the suit.

So to Bill Marshall, who has battled for years to keep his son. and to

Ginger Rogers, who has no child of her own, the news comes like a gift. It is

probably the most welcome wedding present anybody could give them.

THE GIRL ELVIS
HIDES

Continued from page 18

of Elvis’s friends. When they arrived in

St. Louis early in the morning, they were
met by Nancy’s parents, Dr. and Mrs.
George W. Sharp (he is a dentist), and
taken to their home for breakfast. Three
hours after arriving, Elvis and friends left

for Memphis. Nancy says, with candor,
their being on the same plane was acci-

dental.

Fellow workers on “Wild in the Coun-
try” bet Nancy wouldn’t be back in time.

They thought she would be in either St.

Louis or Memphis. But they were wrong.
She was ready for work Tuesday morning
after Christmas. And when Elvis returned
the following week, he and Nancy greeted

each other so casually the crew thought
they had either met the day before or that

the whole thing was off. However, after a

few days, the hand-holding resumed.

Elvis’ Christmas present to Nancy was
a jewel box topped by a little ballet dancer
which turned round to the strains of “I

Love You Truly”—the wedding classic.

The choice of music, professional singer

Presley says, was accidental.

Most observers agreed this was a new
and different Elvis, that the Army had
matured him. The surest indication of his

change was Nancy herself, a hazel-eyed

blonde, slender and collegiate in appear-

ance. She is a far cry from the conven-

tional concept of a sexpot.

She has a frank and friendly manner
and is liked and respected by her co-

workers. She was always careful not to let

her friendship with Elvis interfere with

her duties on the set. (Wardrobe people

handle clothes for only their own sex. so

Nancy had no direct professional associa-

tion with Elvis.)

Nancy was raised in St. Louis and is a

graduate of Washington University School

of Fine Arts. She was a costume designing

major and a sorority girl. Originally, she

had majored in music and sang a couple of

seasons in the chorus of the St. Louis

Municipal Opera, but changed her major

in her sophomore year. She modeled for

a season in New York, and then came to

Hollywood where she landed a job as

wardrobe girl on the Betty Hutton TV
show. The duties of a wardrobe woman are

exacting. She has nothing to do with the

designing of the clothes, but her job re-

quires that she be responsible for each

performer’s garments.

She hopes, of course, to go into the field

of costume design. Though she looks

younger, she must be 25 or 26.

As for Elvis, he admits he no longer

feels marriage will affect his career, and

if it does, he says, “I can always go back

to driving a truck.” (He drives a Rolls

Royce and a Cadillac now.) And about

Nancy, he admits: “I admire her very

much,” adding that respect is very im-

portant in marriage, and that marriage is

“the happiest way a man can live ... I

saw this in my own home. I’ll know when

the right girl comes along.”

He acts as if that girl might have come

along. —Cal York

Elvis is in “Wild in the Country, 20th.

i and stars next in “Blue Hawaii. Par.



TROY’S

ENGAGEMENT
Continued from page 55

months later, I ran into him on a Warner
Brothers backlot. Beaming with happi-

ness, he told me that he and his “first and
only love” had just become engaged. That
was in February. The marriage, he said,

would take place as soon as he could get

time off from his “SurfSide 6” TV series

—

either July or August.

“I feel great”

“She's the first girl I ever really loved,”

he said. “I feel great. We wanted to keep
our engagement secret a little longer,” he

added, “but we just couldn’t. I haven’t

even had a chance yet to buy her a ring.”

Just at that moment, Lili herself walked in

the gate, looking very smart in a gray flan-

nel suit. When Troy saw her, he raced
over to meet her, and they embraced as if

they’d been apart for months. Then hand
in hand, they walked back together, and
Troy introduced her proudly.

“This is Lili Kardell,” he said, “this is

the girl who has everything—beauty,

class, personality—I could go on and on.”

I never saw Troy so happy. He was
dressed for a scene, in a white dinner
jacket, very handsome. Very much in love.

When Lili put out her hand I noticed

she was wearing a ring on her betrothal

finger after all—a gold band studded with

tiny diamonds. It looked like a wedding
ring. Seeing my glance, she smiled and
said, “It isn’t what you think, this is my
mother’s wedding ring. I wanted to wear
something to let everyone know how
happy Troy has made me.”
At first their engagement had been an

understanding between them—in other

words, a secret—but the news leaked out

and then both seemed eager to tell every-

body. That was when Lili put on her

mother’s ring as a symbol. Now people are

wondering why they were in such a hurry
that they couldn’t wait for Troy to buy
one. Some friends asked, “Was it because
of Sally Todd?” There were rumors that

Sally, whom Troy used to date a great

deal, had become hysterically tearful

when Troy told her it was all over between
them. Others said that Lili and Sally used
to be best friends—till Lili took Troy
away from her.

Troy won’t talk about the rumors except
to insist that he didn’t meet Lili until after

he’d broken off with Sally. And that the

two girls, far from being best friends,

never even knew each other.

“1 never thought of marriage with
Sally,” he says. “We just enjoyed each
other’s company. Then things got stale.

We broke off. I met Lili shortly after-

wards.”

“No,” Lili laughs, “I never took Troy
away from another. I didn’t have to. I

knew after a few dates that I was in love
with him. How did I know? You either

feel love or you don’t.”

No matter how it happened, Troy’s en-

gagement took one of Hollywood’s most
eligible young bachelors out of circula-

tion. He has dated such beauties—besides
Sally—as Connie Stevens, Diane McBain,

Sherry Jackson and Nan Morris. And if a

recent weekend in Palm Springs is any in-

dication, more than one of his former girl

friends may not take kindly to his new
status. The weekend that Troy and Lili

were at the resort, they ran into Nan Mor-
ris, and observers say that they didn’t

speak—not even just to say hello. Others

say that Diane and Sherry were in Palm
Springs, too, and that Lili chatted with

them around the pool at the resort. And
one of Troy’s friends later remarked, “Poor
Lili, wherever she goes she runs into an

old flame of Troy’s.”

Love at first sight

Nevertheless it was with “poor Lili"

that Troy fell in love at first sight that Au-
gust day at the pool. But then after a few

dates, she broke down and reminded him
that it was really on second sight—be-

cause they had actually met four years

before at a party. And she had refused

him a date for after the party. What hap-

pened was that Lili was surrounded by
men asking for dates. When Troy came
over and asked the same thing, she said no
to him. too. There were so many more men
than women at the party, and the attention

was so overwhelming, she had felt a little

embarrassed, and so refused him.

The funny part was that, until she re-

minded him. Troy didn’t even remember
the incident. Yet four years later it took

only one glimpse for him to fall head over

heels. Which just goes to prove, they de-

cided. that love has to hit you at the right

time—when you’re ready for it and not

before.

Who is this girl who gave everybody
such a surprise that many of them still re-

fuse to believe it’s the “real thing” and
will lead to marriage? Lili first came to

this country nearly seven years ago from
tier native Stockholm. Her father, Thore
Kardell, is a Swedish orchestra leader. “I

didn’t win a beauty contest to get here,”

she says. “I never entered one. I was on
the stage in Stockholm and I wanted to be
a motion picture actress, so 1 came over.”

The breaks were immediately with her.

Only eighteen years old, she was put un-

der contract at Universal-International

Studios and appeared in several features.

But because of her slight accent she got

only roles of a foreign type. And pretty

soon, thanks to so many beauty contests,

Hollywood was flooded with accents. To-

day hers is hardly noticeable, and she is

kept busy filming television shows.

The proudest day of her life was last

November 18th, when she became an
American citizen. She was sworn in with

nearly a hundred others in ceremonies at

the Federal Building in downtown Los An-
geles. Then she stepped across the street

to the court house and received another
kind of freedom, her final divorce papers.

It signaled the end to a brief and unhappy
marriage to an insurance broker, Peter
Paxton. They were married not quite a

year. “He had to have everything his way,”
she testified in court. “Otherwise he threw
a tantrum.” The divorce was granted.

Death of a friend

The saddest day in Lili’s life was Sept.

30th, 1955. It was on this day that James
Dean lost his life when his sports car

crashed off the highway near Paso Robles,
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new view on how much you should
weigh! Before you count another
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NEEDLEWORK

7243—For ladies-in-waiting, easy-to-sew

tops. Fill in the neckline with embroi-
dered yoke and collar. Pattern piece;
transfer, directions for Sizes 14-16. 25

£

7212—For a

cozy quilt, em-
broider words
of child’s pray-

er, sleeping fig-

ures. Transfers,

diagrams, direc-

tions for 36 x
42" quilt. 25(?

7212

7064—A cool halter to

top skirts, slacks or

shorts. Tissue pattern,

transfer for sizes Small
10-12; Medium 14-16;

or Large sizes 18-20. 25 <t.

Send order (with coins) to Photoplay Needle-
work Service, P.O. Box 123, Old Chelsea Sta.,

New York 11, N. Y. Add for lst-class mail-

p ing. For more gift ideas, send 25tf for Needle-
craft Book. For full-color Spring and Summer
Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send 35C

California. Lili had only been in this coun-
try a short time then, and Dean had taken
her under his wing. He helped her adjust
to the strange ways of Hollywood, helped
her with her acting, gave her encourage-
ment and confidence.

“We were very close,” she says. “It

wasn’t a romance, either. It was sort of

brother and sister.”

Even today it hurts her to talk about it.

She appeared in “The Jimmy Dean
Story,” made after his death, but she has
never seen the picture. It would bring
back too many memories.

She is different from most of the girls

Troy has dated. She’s not the glamour
type; her clothes are attractive yet not
extravagant. She is twenty-five to Troy’s
twenty-four, and their love may have pro-

gressed as fast as it did because both are

mature. But she is not aggressive, and in

Troy’s company she plays a secondary role

out of respect and devotion. Yet when
making the studio rounds with her agent,

she unleashes so much charm that she usu-
ally gets the role for which a producer is

interviewing.

This, then, is Lili Kardell. When she
met Troy, they found they had a lot in

common; love of the outdoors, sports,

laughs and good food. Lili is an above-
average cook. Often, instead of dining out
on dates, she prepares the dinner. “Troy’s
favorite dish,” she says, “is leg of lamb
the way I prepare it, a la Swedish. He also

likes my beef stew.”

Another bond is that Troy is half Swed-
ish, on his mother’s side, and half English.

Their dating wasn’t all secluded restau-

rants and hands across the table. A lot of

it was on golf courses, at football games
and basketball games. Lili is a fine ama-
teur golfer—in fact, she’s even built like a

female champion. Her interest in athletics

whetted Troy’s appetite for sports, too.

She started giving him golfing lessons,

passing on what she had learned from
such a top pro as Eric Monte. Troy took to

the sport like a duck takes to water. When
he was on location for “Susan Slade” in

Monterey last December, Lili was there,

too. When Troy wasn’t before a camera,
he was on the Pebble Beach course play-

ing golf with her.

Late in January, Troy was given some
time off by the studio, because he had
worked hard. He headed for Palm Springs
and the golf courses, and Lili was there too.

It was there they started talking mar-
riage.

“He asked me to marry him on a golf

course,” Lili laughs. “I was so surprised. I

missed a three-foot putt.”

Troy tells a slightly different story.

They decided to wait

“I kept asking her to marry me. she
kept saying no. I was persistent. She made
me the happiest man in the world when
she finally consented. It wasn’t a sudden
thing, though. We had long talks about
marriage, whether or not it would work
for us. And although we are sure about
each other, we wanted to be doubly sure.

That’s one reason we decided not to elope
—to wait until summer. To see if our love

is true, everlasting.”

As for the future, Troy sees a bright

one. Lili likewise. In the last year, Troy’s
star has risen to the top at Warners. They
plan to live in Troy’s apartment after the
marriage, and eventually buy a home in

the Hollywood Hills.

“We would like to honeymoon in

Sweden,” Troy says. “I very much want to

meet Lili’s parents. My mother and 72-

year-old grandmother are very fond of

Lili. They are really happy over the news.”
Lili is anxious to revisit her native land.

She hasn’t been home in six years.

What about children? “We want to have
children,” Troy says with a smile, “and a

nice big family. However, we would like

to wait a couple of years before we start

that project.”

As for Lili’s career, she plans to con-

tinue it, at least for a while. It has been
filled with ups and downs, still, “I think

right now I’d be lost without my acting,”

she says. “But eventually I’ll adjust to be-

ing a housewife—because naturally, Troy
comes first.”

After a remark like that, they smile at

each other with such complete under-

standing that it looks as if these two have
the future all wrapped up. And if some
people in Hollywood aren’t quite ready,

in their surprise, to believe that this time

Troy’s really found his love, perhaps it’s

because they haven’t yet gotten to know
Lili Kardell. —Dean Gautschy

Troy can be seen in “Parrish” and “Susan
Slade” for Warner Bros, and in “Surf-

Side 6,” on ABC-TV, Mon., 8:30 P.M. EST.

33/4% interest
on New U.S. Savings Bonds now in effect
and the Bonds yon already own are better than ever,

too!

Now U.S. Savings Bonds are a better

buy than ever in three important ways:

• All Series E and H Bonds bought
since June 1, 1959. now earn 3%%
interest when held to maturity.

• Older Bonds will also pay more—
an extra Yz%, from June 1 on, if

you hold them to maturity.

• All Series E Bonds, old or new, now
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ADVENTURES IN HOLLYWOOD

close-up—travel accessories
from page 62

HOLLYWOOD

Yellow straw pillbox hat by
John Frederics. Burlap and leather

“hardware” bag by Lona. Yellow
hand-stitched shorties by Wear-
Right. Graduated four-strand off-

coral beads by Coro. Yellow straw

pumps on page 63 are by I. Miller.

how to get there

Paste on a postcard and mail to:

Photoplay Travel Dept.

221 N. LaSalle Street

Chicago 1, Illinois

Please send me free travel literature. I am especially interested in:

Package Tours Things to Do and See In Hollywood

Routes To Hollywood Q Packing Pointers and Wardrobe Tips

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE

r 1 OPPORTUNITIES

FOR YOU
For ad rates, write

9S. Clinton, Chicago 6

OF INTEREST TO WOMEN (Pub. W—mTT^)
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat-
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 1615C, Glen
dale, California.

UP TO $300, For Your Child's Picture paid by advertisers.
Send small picture for approval. (All Ages). Returned. Print
chi Id s, parent’s name, address. Spotlite, 1611 La Brea, P5,
Hollywood. California.

MAKE $25^$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free. National
81-WM, Knickerbocker Station, New York City .

LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywearl No
house selling I Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1 , Indiana.
SEW OUR APRONSTor merchants? Materials supplied. Jiffy
Manufacturing, Lake Village 75, Arkansas.
WOMEN WANTED TO Assemble Jewelry At Home. Star
Jewelry Co., 60 W. Hays, Banning, California.

EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut’s,
Loganville, Wisconsin.
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy,
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Arkansas.
HOME TYPING FOR Advertisers! Instructions $1. Merit,
42 Warren, Brentwood, New York.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
HIGH SCHOOL AT Home in spare time with 64-year-old
school. No classes. Standard high school texts supplied. Single
subjects if desired. Credit for subjects already completed.
Progress at own speed. Diploma awarded. Information book-
let free. . . write today! American School, Dept. X-574, Drexel
at 58th, Chicago 37.

FINISH HIGH SCHOOL at home. No classes. Texts fur-
nished. Diploma awarded. If 17 or over and left school, write
for Free assignment and catalog. LaSalle Extension Univer-
sity, A Correspondence Institution since 1908, 419 So. Dear-
born. Dept. WC 372, Chicago 5, III.

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers.
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-1,
Atlanta, Georgia.

MEDICAL SECRETARY, 10 Weeks, Home Study. Boston
Institute of Medical Secretaries, 725X Boylston Street,
Boston, Massachusetts.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
POEMS WANTED—FREE examination. Best recorded Free.
7-piece orchestra. Melodies written. Free sample record. Send
poems. Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36.

POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems:
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn.
SONGWRITERS, NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send
songs, poems. Starcrest Recorders, 1350-B North Highland,
Hollywood 28, Calif.

POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32,
New York.

SONGS WANTED FOR Records and Publication. Cowtown
Records, Avery, Texas.

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $100 TO $600 by mail. Quick, Easy, Private.
No Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil-

patrick Bldg., Dept. E-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska.

LOANS ENTIRELY BY Mail—$600 Or Less. Strictly confi-

dential. Repay in 24 monthly payments. Write : Budget Finance
Co., Dept. K-41, 114 S. 17, Omaha 2, Nebr.

BORROW $800 NOW. New Increased Loan Limit. Anywhere.
Air Mail Service. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building, Dept.
63-H, Louisville, Kentucky.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-51,
Chicago 32, Illinois.

60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
details Studio Girl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. De pt. 1615H,

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
SECOND INCOME FROM Oil Can End Your Toil! Free Book
And Oilfield Maps. No Obligation. National Petroleum,
527-PWC Panamerican Bank Building, Miami 32, Florida.

$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell

1, Arkansas.
STAMP COLLECTING

GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE— Includes Triangles—
Early United States— Animals—Commemoratives— British

Colonies— High Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection plus

Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage. Gray
Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada.

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS
WRITERS! REQUEST FREE sample Pink Sheets listing

markets U.S.A. Literary Agent Mead, 915 Broadway, New
York.

HOLLYWOOD
ENLARGEMENTS
offourFavorite PAotosf
SEND YOUR BEST 2 COLORED
NEGATIVES, TRANSPARENCIES,
SLIDES, BLACK AND WHITE SNAP-
SHOTS, PHOTOS OR NEGATIVES.
Just to acquaint you with the
beautiful portrait quality of
our new Gold-Tone Process,

^ we will make you a 5 x 7
v Gold-Tone Enlargement of
your best 2 of the above—FI^EE.
Be sure to include color of .hair,

eyes and clothing and get our bar-
gain offer for having your small
pictures or negatives made into
gorgeous Natural Color Portrait
Enlargements and mounted in

harmonizing Ivory and Gold frames. Limit 2.
Please enclose 1 56 for handling each enlargement.
Originals returned with enlargements. Act Now!
HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS, Dept. B-193
7021 Santo Monica Blvd., Hollywood 38, Calif.

P
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Before tackling dish ’n dust duties,

sprinkle silky Cashmere Bouquet Talc
into your rubber gloves. Works won-
ders to keep your hands feeling soft-
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BRENDA LEE

Continued from page 44

people wanted to hear her. the only way
was to pay off every other performer for

a day and let Shorty have all three rings
to herself. ... I don’t know what she does
with so much money—she says herself she
spends her whole five dollars allowance
foolishly every week. . . . On the other hand,
she’s done what every red-blooded Amer-
ican kid should, bought her family a new
house. It’s a split-level Swiss chalet type
with a French Provincial bedroom for her
brother and Early American furniture for

her mother, and it’s in Nashville, Tennes-
see. But I guess she’s got her geography
straight because she was an A student at

Maplewood High. . . . Nowadays she doesn’t

stand still long enough to go to school; a

tutor chases around the world trying to

keep up with her. But wouldn’t you think

a tutor could teach her to say “Tuileries”

for those gardens in Paris instead of

“Tooleries” like she does? That’s where
she nearly got arrested because it’s against

the law to be photographed in the Tooler-

ies—I mean Tuileries. What some people
won’t do to get a picture in Photoplay.

That Brenda, she says “Ah cain’t tell

you about Paris, ahm too modest,” and
then goes right on to say they simply
showered her with flowers every day. I’ll

bet. Threw them at her. . . . She had a

real romance in Paris, too. Every day she

came home from the theater and found a

bunch of violets or tulips or candy by her

door and no card, while somewhere in the

hotel she could hear a guitar playing and
a boy’s voice serenading her. Till one day

she ran out into the hall and found him.
It was a little bellboy, and you know what
Brenda did to that boy? Next day she
took him to the theater and made him
listen to her. . . . And maybe you don’t

know it, but she can’t read a note of music,

poor little girl.

I notice she never mentions the time
she and Fabian and a bunch of the kids
were on touff all over this country. Fabe
told me—she kept planting dead flies and
moths and stuff around his room because
he’s got a thing about bugs and she isn’t

afraid of anything. Except snakes. She
didn’t tell Fabe that. So I’m telling him
now. There will be other tours. And what’s

nicer to get than a live garter snake—

-

gift-wrapped?
She had her first real solo date year

before last in Nashville with a local boy
named Randall Watts. She says they’re

buddies, he used to be in some of her
classes and they played touch football to-

gether. Randall asked her would she like

to go someplace to eat, and she said yes, so

they did and that was the date. It was
nice, she says, but not very romantic. May-
be she should try dating a boy she didn’t

play football with.

But honestly, I’m only teasing. Brenda’s

all right. She’s got some sound ideas. Like

she can’t be bothered smearing a lot of

makeup on herself, she can’t bear the stuff.

And when she meets her ideal boy she

won’t care what he does for a living just

so he has a nice disposition. She doesn’t

care what he looks like either, just so he

has hair—either dark or blond—and blue-

green eyes, is five-foot-eleven—and carries

around a stepladder. —Dion

Brenda Lee records on the Decca label,

and Dion records for Laurie Records.

A TOUGH FIGHT

Continued from page 72

stamps her feet so hard that my hero

grabs a bike pump to save me.” She was
laughing uncontrollably now.

“Ah, lay off.” Tony begged, reaching for

the other sandwich. “I tell you somebody
did try the doorknob and flash a light into

the upstairs window and cut off the

lights
”

He stopped as a motor roared up to the

cottage. Brakes squealed. Fists pounded
on the door.

“Open up. sanded a rough voice.

Tony leaped for the bolt and fastened it.

“I told you,” he whispered.

“Hurricane warning,” the voice yelled.

“Last call!”

Florence unbolted the door. There stood

a dripping Coast Guardsman. “I’ll pick

you folks up for the boat in five minutes,”

he said hurriedly. “Got to finish checking.

Last time around your place looked de-

serted.”

Tony gave Florence a triumphant look.

She avoided it. The Coast Guardsman
called, “No time to lose, folks,” and drove
off in his jeep. The Randalls got ready
to leave. At the door, Florence stopped.
“The cat,” she pleaded, “we can’t desert

it.” She stooped, but the animal squirmed
away and disappeared into the other room.

She came back with something in her

mouth—a very small kitten.

“Oh the poor little thing,” Florence

cried. She pushed it into Tony’s big hand,

scooped up the mother, and she and Tony
each grabbed a valise.

When the ferry lurched away from the

dock, the kitten leaped over the rail in

sudden fright. Tony yanked off his rain-

coat. “Don’t worry,” he told the cat, “I’ll

save your baby.”

Florence screamed.

“It’s too rough.” she cried. “Tony. . .
.”

She grabbed his jacket. He squirmed out

of it, kicked off his shoes—and jumped.
“Man overboard!” someone shouted, and

someone else yelled, “Cat overboard!”
The ferry reversed engines. A line was
thrown over the rail. In a few minutes

man and kitten were hauled back on deck.

Florence cried anxiously, “Tony, are you
all right?”

“I’m fine,” he managed to gasp.

A woman passenger looked at Tony and
sighed. “Wasn’t he wonderful? So brave.”

Florence put her arms around her soak-

ing wet husband and whispered. “My
hero!”

“Ah. now Florrie, quit riding me. . .

“Oh. darling. I mean it. You were won-
derful—so brave!”
And as they walked away from the ad-

miring crowd, Tony let out one big, loud,

ominous sneeze. —Jim Hoffman

See Tony in “Lover, Come Back” for U-I.



SANDRA BREAKS

THE SILENCE
Continued from page 36

the way we feel, maybe they will under-

stand. Being a new bride and adjusting to

a new life, taking up a new role with new

responsibilities, well, it’s not something

I can share every moment of except with

one other person—Bobby. Right now,

with both of us working and having so

little free time together, when we are

alone, those are the hours we want to

share just with each other. . . .

“There are some questions, though,

which are meaningful and sensible. Like

the one people are always asking me now:

‘Sandy, have you changed since your mar-

riage?’ Sure I have. ... I mean like be-

fore, well, 1 was just somebody’s daugh-

ter. Now I’m an individual. A person.

For the first time in my life, I have an

identity. Let’s face it. I’ve grown up more

this year then I have all the other years

of my life combined.

Life changed

“When I met Bobby and fell in love,

I changed. Life changed. My whole

world changed. For the first time I have

responsibilities. When I lived at home,

my mother did everything for me, took

care of everything, and that was just fine

with me. I never planned anything, never

look part or contributed to the way things

were run. If Mom said, ‘Sandy, let’s eat

out,’ I’d say, ‘Great.’ If she said ‘Let’s

put in a pool, or paint the kitchen yellow,

or buy a blue bench for the den,’ I’d just

say, ‘Fine.’ Whatever she did was all right

with me. I’m sure people are wondering,

‘How can Sandy manage?’ But I’m run-

ning my own home now, and even though

we do have Nellie, the housekeeper, I feel

things are and should be my responsibility.

I plan things, I oversee what’s to be done,

I make those decisions a woman should

make. It’s really crazy, too. because it has

all come to me so naturally!

“I never knew I could miss anybody so

much,” she said of the times she and
Bobby had to be separated. “It’s funny,

because when we're home together, Bobby
can be in the other part of the house re-

hearsing for three, maybe four hours and
we won’t see each other. Yet I feel com-
plete, secure, because I know he’s there.

But when he’s away, well it’s ... so very

lonely. If it weren’t for Mom, I don’t know
what I’d do. At least seeing her keeps
me from being too unhappy. But we don’t

plan on being separated again. It’s just

that both of us had these commitments be-

fore we were married. When Bobby comes
back from Las Vegas, we’ll stay here for

a while. Then we’re flying to New York.
We’re going there while Bobby plays the

Copa. We’ll rent a little apartment, and
for three whole weeks the only role I’ll

play is Mrs. Bobby Darin, period. Then
we’re going to Fort Knox, Kentucky, where
Bobby will start a picture, then back to

Hollywood to start my next picture. But,

no matter what, we won’t be separated!”

Lonely without Bobby

From Monday through Friday of their

first days of separation. Sandy explained

that she kept herself busy all day with the

hundred-and-one duties and details of be-

ing an actress. At night, after work, she’d

drive back across the mountain pass sep-

arating the San Fernando Valley from

their rented Bel Air mansion, and immedi-

ately try to busy herself again to keep from

getting lonely. She’d talk on the phone to

friends, visit her mother, go to movies

chaperoned by a young married couple

or study her next day’s script, until finally

she was tired enough to sink into bed with

Clementine, the two-pound Yorkshire ter-

rier Bobby had given her. for company.

At three A.M. the sound of a phone

ringing would shatter the dark silence of

her bedroom. Reaching out to lift the

receiver, Sandy would immediately become
wide awake. Who’d call her at such an

hour? It would be Bobby, and they would

talk about what kind of a day it had been,

exchange words of love and count the

hours until they would be together again.

Bobby, who was living the topsy-turvy

life of a night-club performer would have

finished his last show, had a bite to eat

and just be beginning to unwind. Hours

later he’d be turning out the lights in his

hotel suite just when Sandy would be

getting up to begin her day at the studio.

And yet despite the separation of space,

of time, of routine, there was a oneness

about them that no barriers could destroy.

And, come Friday afternoon. Sandy would

rush from the studio directly to the air-

port to grab a plane. In less than two

hours they’d be together for a hectic, fast-

paced weekend before she had to fly back

to Hollywood for another week of work
on “Tammy.” One weekend, Sandy went

straight to her mother’s after returning

from Las Vegas. She rang her mother's

doorbell at two in the morning, and they

sat up talking until five!

“Another way I’ve changed,” Sandy con-

tinued, “is in my attitude toward myself.

Since I’ve been married I’ve learned self-

discipline, self-knowledge of my own per-

son. Before, when I lived at home. I was
not exactly the world's neatest person.

Let’s face it, I was pretty sloppy! Out-

wardly I looked neat and well-groomed,

but that was because the studio or Mother
did everything for me. But. when I used

to get home, I’d kick off my shoes, cream
off my makeup and take off my clothes

and leave them wherever they dropped. I

just didn’t take care of things and. unless

my mother picked up after me, things

stayed a mess. Now, boy, you should see

me. I’m just a different person—every-

thing has its place, every time 1 see a

speck of dust. I run and grab a rag. . . .

I’m a regular Mrs. Clean ! Before, I guess

I just didn't care. Now I take a pride in

everything I do—a pride in the way I look

and keep my things; a pride in my new-
found ability to be organized. I guess it’s

just that when you really fall in love with

somebody you just stop living for your-

self . . . you stop saying ‘me-me-me’ and
think of everything in terms of ‘us’ or

‘him.’ . . .

Just like they say in books

“As far as actually falling in love was
concerned, you want to know something?
It really was like they say in books! I

mean honestly I did feel as if I had butter-

flies in my stomach, and l discovered that

/
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when someone you love just comes into a

room or takes your hand, well . . . it’s

like a beautiful dream come true! I’ve

suddenly found a whole new world that

I never really knew existed outside of

movies! You know something else, though,

that you don’t read too much about? Be-

side the attraction you have for each other,

the deepest feeling when you’re in love

—

or at least with me—is a feeling of re-

spect. I have such admiration and respect

for Bobby and the deepest desire to he

everything he wants me to be. . .
.” Sandy’s

voice trailed off. She put her hand to her

face, dismayed. “Now you see, you’ve let

me rattle on and I’ve already said more
than I intended to! Gosh, it’s hard to

keep still when you’re like me—the gabby
kind! In one more second, I’ll begin

bubbling all over about things that should
remain sacred between a man and woman
in love. . . .

“Honestly, I don’t mean to be repeti-

tious, but I just can’t get all icky gooey
and go on and on about my life with
Bobby because that wouldn't be fair to

him, or to me for that matter. I only mean
I want to take this opportunity to speak
right out to everyone reading this story.

I want to sav, ‘Hi, this is me. Sandy.’ I’m
still me. I haven’t gone all sophisticated

or hard inside. I’m not unconcerned or

unfeeling, but still that’s only one side of

me. Now I have another side, too. I have
a home life that I mustn't talk about in

too intimate detail, because if I did it

would lessen the thing that is most pre-

cious to me in life—my love for Bobby.
I mean, well, look at any girl who’s mar-
ried, or engaged, or going steady, or even

just in the dreaming-about-it stage. You
know how she hates to be asked all sorts

of intimate questions about her relation-

ship, questions about things that belong
to just the two of them. Well, I’m still

human and I feel the very same way you
do about things. And yet I wanted you to

know what my marriage is really like.”

At last. Sandra had broken the silence

about her marriage. Yet there were still

questions that were unanswered. She
promised she would answer them in

Photoplay. “I would like those of you
readers who care to.” she said, “to sit

down and write me a question that you’d

like to know about. Just write to me,
Sandra Dee. care of Photoplay, 205 East

42nd St., New York, N. Y. I promise that

when all the questions are in. I’ll read

them and answer all of those I can in

Photoplay. There’s only one little favor

I have to ask in return. All I ask is that

you send me questions I can answer

—

because I do care—questions that can
be answered without in any way lessening

the respect I have for my husband and
the sanctity of our marriage. And I prom-
ise. Sandy will tell you true.”

—Marcia Borie

Sandra's in “Romanoff and Juliet” for U-I.

Bobby records for Atco. and can be seen

in “Pepe” for Col. Watch for both Sandy
and Bobby in “Come September” for U-I.

VISITING DAY
Continued from page 68

finger leather mitt. Then, suddenly, he

tripped over the baseball bat that lay

below him.

Peter sprawled down on the carpet,

then shook his head and began to rub the

bruise on his left arm. He was glad it

hadn’t been his right arm. for that was
his pitching arm. He wondered if his

mother had heard him fall, and whether it

had awakened her and his father. He heard
no sound, and figured they were still sleep-

ing. After all. it was still dark, and they

didn’t leave for the store until it was light

outside, usually about eight in the morning.

“Where is that glove?” Peter wondered,

as he groped his way back toward the

dresser. “Maybe I should go back to

sleep,” he thought. “Maybe I haven’t slept

enough.” He hadn’t been sleeping well

lately. He’d been having headaches that

sometimes kept him up at night. That

—

and thinking he had mapped out his life

to a fine point. He knew he’d be going to

Ossining High in two more years, make
the baseball team and then receive dozens

of scholarship offers to go to college for

his hitting and pitching talent and for

being a good student, of course. But he

would turn them all down to sign that

contract that the Yankees would have wait-

ing for him.

Then ... he bumped his head against

the dresser. He realized, with a strange,

sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach,

that he hadn't seen the dresser at all—not

until his head had slammed against it. He

lay on the floor, trying to focus the dim
outline of the room, but all he could see

were vague shadows and dim forms.

“Mama! Mama!” he screamed, but there

was no answer.

He lay still for a long time, wondering
why his mother did not answer him. Where
was she so early in the morning? He heard

the ticking of the clock, and he moved
slowly toward the sound. He reached up.

felt the clock in his hand, and tried to

convince himself that it was early dawn.
He heard the clock loud enough and clear

enough, but when he tried to read the num-
bers. there was nothing. Nothing at all.

except to know that there was a clock,

and it was ticking, but that was all.

All day Peter lay very still on his bed.

afraid to move. He heard the shouts of his

playmates going off to play hall and he

knew, deep in his heart, that he would
never play ball in Yankee Stadium, and

he would never wear the white flannels

with the black pin stripes and the word
“Yankees” scrawled across the chest.

“I can’t see”

That night his parents found him hud-

dled in his room, and in his frenzied cry.

“I can’t see anymore. I can’t see. Mama."
they knew that their trial had begun. It

was just as the doctor had warned. He had

told them this might happen when Peter

was three, and the sign of a tumor had

begun to show. That night they hurried

him to the General Hospital in Ossining.

The next morning he was taken to New
York City to see a specialist. That after-

noon. Mr. and Mrs. Falk heard the news:

“He’s got a tumor. It’s affecting both of

his eyes. He may be permanently blind

. . . unless we can operate immediately.”
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The risk was great, but the potential

loss was greater. The doctors operated,

and after three long hours, they applied

the bandages and hoped for the best. Peter

lay flat on his back for six weeks. He knew

he’d have one glass eye for the rest of his

life, and he wasn’t sure that he’d even be

able to see out of the other one. His dream

of playing baseball was over. Then, finally,

the day came for the bandages to be re-

moved. His mother and father were pres-

ent, and Peter could scarcely breathe, he

was so nervous.

“Are you ready, Pete?” asked the doctor.

“Yes . . . doc, I’m . . . I’m ready.”

Slowly, carefully, the bandages were cut

away. At first, Peter could see nothing. He
tried desperately to make out the figures

near him, but the light refused to pene-

trate.

“Can you see anything, Pete?”

The doctor’s voice seemed so far away.

Peter strained to clear the wall of dark-

ness that engulfed him, and slowly, very

slowly, the streaks of light began to break

through his prison of darkness.

“I . . . I . . . yes, yes, I can see! I can

see Mama . . . and Pop . . . and you, doc.”

They kept him in the hospital for an-

other week, then he returned to Ossining

with his parents. It was another six weeks

before he was allowed even the simple

pleasures of reading his favorite stories for

more than a few minutes, or seeing a

movie, or even looking at his mother’s

magazines.

Peter says now, “My dream of a big

league baseball career was over, because

my left eye never came around as strong

as it should have. But I did play baseball

again, and even made the high school bas-

ketball and track teams at Ossining.”

His struggle to show the other fellows

that he would never take their pity reached

its goal when he won his varsity basketball

letter for playing guard in 1943, 1944 and

1945, his graduation year.

He tried to enlist in the Marines, the

Army and the Navy, but his glass eye

kept him from making it. So he joined the

Merchant Marine, and served during the

last days of World War II.

He was restless

Returning from the Merchant Marine,
Peter decided to enroll at Hamilton Col-

lege in Hamilton, New York. He stayed

there through 1947 and 1948, but then he
became restless. He transferred to the

University of Wisconsin in Madison, Wis-

consin. At the time, acting seemed the

furthest thought from his mind, and except

for an incidental part in “Saint Joan” at

Hamilton, where he had to be practically

pushed on stage, his thoughts of the

theater were non-existent.

“When I’d been sick and laid up after

the operation,” he explained, “I’d been
the star, director, writer and audience to

my own dreams and fancies, but really act-

ing wasn’t what I wanted. Not then.”
After Wisconsin, he attended the New

School in New York City, but in the spring
of 1950, he got so restless again he left

for Europe. He r traveled through Yugo-
slavia, Italy, France and Austria until his

money ran out and he had gotten that
restless feeling out of his system. When he
came back, he decided to finish his school-
ing at Syracuse University. He got his
diploma in Political Science from Syra-
cuse’s Maxwell School, and he met Alice

Mayo who, six years later, was to become
his wife.

“Everytime I asked her to marry me she

said no,” Peter quips today, “until one

day she figured I might make something

out of myself, so she said yes!”

But Alice had good reason to be reluc-

tant. She knew how restless and impulsive

Peter was, and she was afraid he’d never

settle down. Even after Peter had gotten a

job as an efficiency expert with the Con-

necticut Budget Bureau and had worked
for them two years, he suddenly announced
one day that he was giving it all up to

become an actor. No wonder she was afraid

of a marriage with him. But what Alice

didn’t see then were Peter’s greatest quali-

ties—his strength and the courage to

search for what he really wanted from life.

When he found something that could satis-

fy him, he would pour all his energy and

all his love into it. And that “something”

turned out to be acting.

How it happened

Unknown to Alice, Peter had one day

driven down to the White Barn in West-

port, Connecticut, to see a friend. There he

saw Eva LeGallienne, the great actress,

teaching a class.

“I was hooked the minute I saw her

teaching,” he states simply. “That was it.”

He enrolled in her class, and came down
every week to hear her lecture. He was
still holding his job with the Budget Bu-

reau, and one day, after he’d been study-

ing with Miss LeGallienne for some time,

she called him over. He’d come to class

late, as usual.

“Why are you always late?” she asked.

“I have to drive down from Hartford.”

“But there are no theaters in Hartford.”

Miss LeGallienne said.

“Oh, I’m no actor,” he explained.

She looked at him for a long moment,
and said,

“You should be.”

Peter had found himself. He had found
something he loved, and he could stop

running now, stop searching.

His next thought was Alice.

“Pm going to New York,” he told her,

“and I’m going to become an actor. A
good actor.” And for some strange reason,

as crazy as it sounded, she knew it would
be just as he said. She went with him, and
they were married.

After several successful TV appear-
ances, Peter landed the now-famous role

in “Murder, Inc.” The little kid with the

big dreams had made good. The future

looks bright for Peter Falk now. He’s on
his way, and nothing can stop him. Noth-
ing’s too hard or too tough for him to

conquer. After all, he fought the toughest
battle of his life when he was eleven years
old. He fought then—and won. Now he can
fight anything and come out on top.

The End

Peter’s in U-A’s “Pocketful of Miracles.”

SUPPORT
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INITIAL and FRIENDSHIP RING
STYLE YOUR OWN RING—order this new, swirling beauly

with your own initials ... OR with your initials on one

tier and his on the other ... OR with your first name and

his first name.

It’s the newest thing in the newest jewelry style! Either

gold or silver plate. They're engraved in beautiful script . . .

designed to make fingers and hands look gracefully beautiful.

Get them for all your friends with their initials. A great

gift idea.

Only $1 per ring (plus 25< handling). Sorry, no C.O.O.'s

WORLD WIDE, Dept. ID, OSSINING, New York

POEMS
WANTED

Songs recorded. Send poems
today for FREE examination.

|

ASCOT MUSIC, INC.
6021 Sunset Blvd.

Studio A-16, Hollywood 28, Calif.

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

L

Go as rapidly as yonr time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-
dent school work— prepares for college entrance exams. Standard
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subject*
completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

American School, Dept. H553, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37

KILL THE HAIR ROOT
Destroy unwonted hair PERMANENTLY. Use coo

eniently at home. When you have read <

instruction book carefully and learned to use ,

the new Mahler Epilator safely and efficiently,

then you can remove unwanted hair FOREVER.

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 76th Year).ms1

MAHLERS. INC.. DepL 601F PROVIDENCE

Any J
PHOTO
Copied

Send NO AtONSy

(

BILLFOLD
^PHOTOS

g
*|25c

- har
1 I

IVi x 3Vz in. size on dou-
ble weight, silk finish,

portrait paper . . . The
rage for exchanging with

i’5cini
handling

|

friends, enclosing in letters or greet-
ting cards or job applications. Orig-
inal returned. Order in units of 25
(1 pose). Enclose payment ($1.25)
and we prepay or SEND NO
MONEY. (Sent c.o.d. if you

wish.) 4 day service. Satisfaction
guaranteed. Send photo or snapshot today.DEAN STUDIOS

Dept. 376, 913 Walnut Street, Des Moines 2, Iowa

Cover all

BLEMISHES
WITH... MEDICALLY APPROVED

Hide it
TShemish, Crecuvi

A Quick, Simple Way to Cover all skin imper-
fections—Birth-Marks, scars, dark circles, or
brown & white spots, bruises, veins, blotches.

Stays on all day. Waterproof and greaseless.

SHADES: Light, medium, rachel, brunette,
suntan and dark. Jar $1.25. Or send 25c for
a liberal sample. At dime stores everywhere.

HIDE-IT RESEARCH CO.
5251 West Harrison St., Dept. MN-5, Chicago 44, III.

p
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MONTHLY
RECORD
PHOTOPLAY POLLS THE RECORD SHOPS

VVI Idl

hollywood’s listening to

POP ALBUMS

Ray Conniff’s “Moments to Re-
member” (Columbia) . . . Ray
Charles’ “Dedicated to You”
(ABC-Par.) ...Lawrence Welk’s
“Calcutta” (Dot).

POP SINGLES

Elvis’ “Surrender” (RCA) . . .

The Shirelles’ “Dedicated to the

One I Love” (Scepter) . . .

Shelby Flint’s “Angel on My
Shoulder” (Valiant).

COMEDY ALBUMS

“An Evening With Mike Nichols
and Elaine May” (Mercury).

CLASSIC ALBUMS

Sviatoslav Richter playing
“Brahms Concerto No. 2” with
the Chicago Symphony (RCA)
. . . Van Cliburn playing “Pro-
kofiev Piano Concerto No. 2”

(RCA) . . . Philippe Entremont
playing “Rachmaninoff Con-
certo No. 2” with Leonard Bern-
stein and the New York Phil-

harmonic (Columbia).

JAZZ ALBUMS

Miles Davis’ “Sketches of

Spain” (Columbia) . . . “Can-
nonball Adderly at the Light-

house” (Riverside) . . . “The
Swinging Mastersounds” (Pa-

cific Jazz).

. . . and what
they’re reading

“The Snake Has All the Lines” by Jean
Kerr (Doubleday) . . . “The Last of the

Just” by Andre Schwarz-Bart (Atheneum)
. . . “Decision at Delphi” by Helen Mac-
Innes (Harcourt).

Debbie Reynolds, Jane Powell,
April 1 ;

Alec Guinness, April

2; Marlon Brando. April 3;

Tony Perkins, April 4; Greg-
ory Peck, Spencer Tracy, April

5; Chuck Connors, April 10;

Brad Dillman, April 14; Peter

birthday

calendar

Ustinov. April 16; Bill Holden.

April 17 ; Leopold Stokowski,

April 18; Anthony Quinn,

April 21 ;
Sandra Dee, Shirley

Temple, April 23; Shirley

MacLaine, April 24; Bobby
Rydell, Duane Eddy, April 26.

I*

new
faces

Paula Prentiss; Texas-born and bred; mad
about this space age; loves music; has chestnut

hair, brown eyes; is 5'9" and 122 pounds.

Jim Hutton is 6'3" and 175 pounds of man with

blue eyes, brown hair. Acted and made films

during his Army hitch, married, has two kids.
94



A SOFT, FINE SPRAY THAT IS GOOD TO YOUR HAIR
HOLDS CURLS BEAUTIFULLY IN PLACE FOR HOURS
Breck Hair Set Mist is a gentle spray Breck Hair Set Mist holds your curls softly

that leaves your hair soft and shining, in place. This fragrant mist helps to

never stiff or sticky. It is good to your hair. bring out the natural beauty of your hair.

• Use after combing, to hold hair in place • Use before combing — style as you comb • Use for pincurling

a u / iju l ^

t

a i rBRECK
Copyright 1961 by John H. Breck, Inc.

New purse size 75<$; 2 oz. 65<$; 51/2 oz. $1.25; 8 oz. $1.50; 11 oz. $2.00; Pius tax. /Available wherever cosmetics are sold.



menthol fresh

rich tobacco taste

modern filter, too
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Cotillion Formals

diving ..or dancing...

The rush of water against your face—how cool, how clean! The floating dress you chose to wear

that night— how lovely it looks! And how nice to know that time-of-the-month need never interfere

—not with Tampax. Invisible, unfelt, Tampax is used by millions. Worn internally, it’s the modern way.

TAMPAX so much a part of your active life

Tampax® internal sanitary protection is made only by Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass.



“Ifyou’ve ever
dreamed of being
in pictures—here's
your big chance!”

says TROY DONAHUE
star of WARNER BROS, forthcoming release

"PARRISH”
I ICO LOR ®

THE METEORIC RISE of these young stars of “Parrish” (/. to r. Connie Stevens, Sharon Hugueny, Diane McBain, Troy Donahue)
Shows the tremendous opportunity that awaits anyone who has real talent — and can prove it. Here’s your chance.

You can win a
Hollywood contract

—even ifyou’ve never acted before!

IT’S HOLLYWOOD’S BIGGEST Until now, you
SEARCH FOR NEW TALENT had to be “lucky”

IN YEARS! to be seen by a

Hollywood talent scout. But today, you can be sure

of a chance to catch the eye (and ear) of the top

judges in movieland—without ever leaving home!
Entering this fabulous talent contest is as easy as

acting in front of a home movie camera. In fact,

that’s all you do!

MAKE YOUR OWN SCREEN This is the amazing
TEST WITH THE 8mm camera that

FAIRCHILD CINEPHONIC® captures both action

and sound right on the film. You can talk, laugh,

even cry in your “scene”— it’ll all be on film. Just

like Hollywood!
Get your friends or family to help you make your

Cinephonic “screen test.” They’ll have as much fun

filming it as you have acting in it.

YOU DON’T HAVE TO OWN If you don’t own a

A CINEPHONIC CAMERA Cinephonic camera,
TO ENTER your Fairchild deal-

er will arrange to rent you one by the day or week
for a very nominal charge— specially so you can
enter this contest.

He’ll also make available a Cinephonic sound pro-

jector at a modest rental, so you can enjoy showing
your screen test to your friends and family before

you send the film to Warner Bros, in Hollywood.

FAMOUS TALENT SCOUTS Warner Bros, is

WILL JUDGE ENTRIES looking for the new
IN HOLLYWOOD stars of tomorrow.

All films will be carefully reviewed, and winners

decided solely on the basis of acting promise.

Final judges w ill be Solly Baiano, Warner Bros.

Casting Director, Harry Mayer, Talent Executive,

and Delmer Daves, Producer-Director of “Parrish.”

This is truly the
chance of a lifetime

for anyone who has

talent, and wants to

do something with it

at last.

ANYONE CAN ENTERTHE
WARNER BROS.-FAIRCHI D

TALENT SEARCH
inspired by the exciting

young cast of “Parrish
”

1
st A 10-week Warner Bros.

contract with options,

r with guaranteed

appearance in a Warner Bros, feature

movie or TV production.

2nd ord An appearance in

& a Warner Bros. TV’

production, plus 7-day all-expenses-

paid trip to Hollywood.

Ith o rth A Fairchild

4,o251 to Ad Cinephonic 8 Camera

and Cinephonic Projector.

Enter
now-
here’

s

t how,

Fill in the coupon, and mail it

today. You will receive without

obligation, by return mail:

* ENTRY BLANK and complete

contest rules.

Free booklet of helpful tips,

“How to Make Ypur Screen

Test."

if Names and addresses of Fair-

child dealers in your area.

if An autographed picture of Troy

Donahue and Connie Stevens.

Mail today to

WARNER BROS, FAIRCHILD TALENT SEARCH

BOX 85157, HOLLYWOOD 27, CALIF.

Name

Address.

.State. P
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VOL. 59, NO. 6So natural...
even

HE can’t tell!

Nestle
Hair Color
COLOR-BRIGHTENS YOUR HAIR

SO EASILY • IN ONLY 5 MINUTES

Nestle Colorinse enhances your
natural hair shade with color-
highlights and sheen. Quickly rinses

in... stays color-true till your next
shampoo! Lifts drab blonde hair to

sunny splendor. Gives mousey brown
hair dramatic beauty. Glorifies
faded red with fiery sparkle. Trans-
forms dull black hair to beautiful

brilliance. 12 glorious shades. 35$:

NESTLE COLORINSE

FIRST AND BIGGEST FOR FIFTY YEARS ENTERTAINMENT FOR YOUNG AMERICA

CONNIE STEVENS

SUSAN KOHNER and
GEORGE HAMILTON

JUDI MEREDITH

LIZ TAYLOR

EXCLUSIVES
19 The Girl I Didn’t Marry

30 Is There a Happy Ending for Susan?

60 Accused by Nancy Anderson

SPECIAL—8-PAGE REPORT ON LIZ

32 The Inside Story Never Told Before

34 The Day of Crisis by Milt Johnson

36 “Liz Taylor Just Died . .
.”

38 Help Liz Get Well

by Gary Clarke

by Julio Corbin

FEATURES
GARDNER McKAY 22 This is the Life of Gardner McKay by Gus Pavlov

AVA GARDNER 24 Ava at 38 by Charles Miron

MOTHER'S DAY 26 Why Does It Come But Once a Year?

GEORGE MAHARIS 40 Hi There, I’m a Single Man by George Maharis

BEAUTY 42 Secrets of a Movie Star’s Makeup by Evelyn Pain

FASHION 46 How to Suit Him

PETER BROWN 52 Divorce by Marcia Borie

CONNIE FRANCIS 54 No One Guessed Her Secret by Rose Perlberg

JACKIE COOGAN 56 His Tomorrows Have Only Yesterdays by Cal York

GRETA GARBO 62 Caught Off-Guard by Rose Britten

DIANE VARSI 70 The Mystery That Still Haunts Hollywood

BELINDA LEE 89 It Happened Too Fast by Cal York

BONUS GOSSIP SECTION
SIDNEY SKOLSKY 4 That’s Hollywood For You

CAL YORK 11 Flash From Hollywood

SARA HAMILTON 12 Inside Stuff

NEWS AND REVIEWS AND DEPARTMENTS
6 Readers Inc. 68
6 Your Monthly Ballot 69

64 Monthly Record 74
66 Go Out to a Movie 90

Now Playing

Casts of Current Pictures

Becoming Attractions

Needlework

Nestle Colortint gives rich, lustrous,
all-over color that lasts through 3
shampoos. Stronger than a rinse
but not a permanent dye! Lanolin
enriched. Nestle Colortint intensi-

fies your own hair shade OR adds
exciting NEW color. It’s world-famous
for blending-in gray, streaked and
faded hair. 10 lovely shades. 35?:

NESTLE COLORTINT

EVELYN PAIN, Editor

CLAIRE SAFRAN, Managing Editor

KENNETH CUNNINGHAM, Art Director

SARA HAMILTON, West Coast Editor

Vivien senise. Assistant to Editor

bose enclander. Associate Editor
carol ROSS, Associate Editor
kate PALUMBO, Fashion Editor

june clark. Beauty Editor
rocer mahshutz. Staff Photographer
MARION CATALANO, Assistant Art Director

ANNE KANES, mabcia BORIE, Contributing Editors

Your July issue will be on sale at your newsstand on June 6th

Photoplay Is Published Monthly by Macfadden Publications, Inc., New York, N. Y.

Executive, Advertising and Editorial Offices at 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Editorial

branch office, 321 South Beverly Drive, Beverly Hills, Calif, Irving S. Manheimer, Chairman of the

Board; Gerald A. Bartell, President; Frederick H. Klein, Vice- President-General Manager; Lee

Andrews, Vice President; S. N. Himmelman, Vice President; Lee Bartell, Secretary; Meyer Dworkin, Treasurer.

Advertising offices also in Chicago and San Francisco.

Subscription Rates: $2.50 one year, $4.00 two years, $5.50 three years in U. S., its possessions and Canada,
$5.00 per year all other countries.

Change of Address: 6 weeks’ notice essential. When possible, please furnish stencil-impression address from a
recent issue. Address change can be made only if we have your old as well as your new address. Write to

Photoplay, Macfadden Publications, Inc., 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y.

Manuscripts, Drawings and Photographs will be carefully considered but publisher cannot be responsible for

joss or damage. It is advisable to keep a duplicate copy for your records. Only material accompanied by stamped,
self-addressed envelopes or with sufficient postage will be returned.

Foreign editions handled through Macfadden Publications International Corp., 205 East 42nd Street, New York

17, N. Y. Irving S. Manheimer, President; Douglas Lockhart, Vice-President.

Re-entered as Second Class matter May 1, 1946 at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March
3, 1879. Second-class postage paid at New York, N. Y., and other post offices. Authorized as Second Class

Mail P. O. Dept., Ottawa, Ont., Canada. Copyright 1961 by Macfadden Publications, Inc. All rights reserved.

Copyright under the Universal Copyright Convention and International Copyright Convention. Copyright reserved

under Pan American Copyright Convention. Todos derechos reservados segun la Convencion Panamericana de
Propiedad Literaria y Artistica. Title trademark registered in U. S. Patent Office. Printed in U. S. A. by Art Color

Printing Company. Member of True Story Women’s Group.



She was so busy
WITH HER CHILDREN

SHE DiDN’T HAVE TiME

TO GET MARRiED!
This is the story of Anna,
schoolteacher by trade,

single by choice and most
things to most men from
5 to 551

This is Paul who was terribly

offended because she didn't

ask him to spend the week-end!

MAYER

PRESENTS

SHIRLEY MacLAINE
LAURENCE HARVEY

JACK HAWKINS
This is W.W.J. who fell in the

sandbox and in love— all

at the same time!

This is Whareparita, the teen-

ager who learned about love

and life before she became

a woman!

wmaagsm
with nobu McCarthy

Screenplay by BEN MADDOW
Based on the novel by SYLVIA ASHTON-WARNER

Directed by CHARLES WALTERS

In Cinemascope and Metrocolor

p
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Today

You Can’t Buy

A Finer

Deodorant

At Any Price

!

p

Iamder
CHLOROPHYLL

GREASELESS. NON • IRRITATING

STOPS PERSPIRATION ODOR

HARMLESS TO SKIN OR CLOTHES

EASY-TO-USE PUSH-UP HOLOER f

US-TESTED

McCall's

USETESTED:

McCall's /

Yet this jumbo

“use tested” stick

Think of all the qualities you want in

a deodorant. It should stop perspira-

tion odor instantly, and protect all day

long. Yet it must be absolutely safe,

harmless to skin. Greaseless, harmless

to clothes. Delicately fragrant.

Must you pay a high price for all

this? Not today! Not when Lander

sells so many millions that they can

offer an oversize supply in a plastic

push-up holder, at a mere 29c!

DEODORANTS
. . .and only 39c for the lotion ROLL-ON

style that stopsperspirationworries.

THATS

HOLLYWOOD
FOR YOU

FROM A STOOL AT SCHWAB’S: I’m sitting in my office—oil a

stool at Schwab’s drugstore. Tuesday Weld is sitting next to me. A girl I don’t

know is also sitting next to me, on the stool to the right. I’m between two worlds:

a girl who has it made, and a girl who has a scrapbook but no clippings.

I lean over and whisper to her, "Who’s your latest?” Tuesday hates loud talkers,

although sometimes she can be loud. Tuesday is an improved person in all depart-

ments: conduct, clothes, acting. Tuesday

often hurries here after work, to make
a phone call in privacy, she says. Yet

she seldom uses the booth, but makes
her call on the phone out in the open.

Tuesday ignores my question and talks

of other things. I persist. "Have you

been phoning Elvis?” Tuesday smiles,

almost laughs. "I’ve yet to phone a

fellow long distance.” She continues.

"I date a lot of fellows but I’ve yet to

fall in love. Maybe that’s what I’m

waiting for—to fall in love.” A few

minutes later she’s oft to keep a date.

"Give my best to Wednesday,” I call

after her. Wednesday is our name for

her mother.

Schwab’s is a modern Lonely Hearts

Club. Characters who are lonely and / know what Tuesday’s waiting for.

looking for companionship congregate

there. A real character is character

actor Clegg Hoyt. Notice the cast of characters at the end of the next TV show

you see. One out of ten is certain to list Clegg Hoyt. The other nine times, he’s

here at Schwab’s. Clegg is a fixture. A few weeks ago, I was eating with Martin

Schwab. Husky Clegg approached, timidly. “Will you cash this five dollar check

for me?” he asked. Martin looked up from his plate and initialed the check. “You

haven’t your phone number on it,” quickly added Martin. Clegg said, “It’s 01.

6-1212.” Martin penciled it in on the check before he realized: “That’s the number

of the store.” “I know it,” replied Clegg, “but I get all my phone calls here!”

Sandra Dee now comes around with Bobby Darin. Before, Sandra came around

with her mother. And Bobby used to do his shopping alone. Sandra is the same

with Bobby as she was with her mother. She seldom says a word, smiles, and looks

pretty. Bobby talks more than Sandra’s mother, but don’t get the wrong idea from

this sentence. Bobby is pleasant. Sometimes he’ll even sing, very softly, a new

song for me.

Janet Leigh says, “A person who needs no introduction generally does.” . . .

Shirley MacLaine wonders how television would have done if there had been

no Roaring Twenties and no A1 Capone. . . . Doug McClure is the shadow that

Barbara Luna casts. ... It certainly was strange one evening to see Dillinger

(Lawrence Tierney), A1 Capone (Rod Steiger), A1 Capone (Telly Savalas),

A1 Capone (Neville Brand) and Ma Barker (Joan Blondell) in a huddle near

the cash register.

The girl at my right, the unknown with the empty scrapbook, stood up. Before

exiting, she said to me, "Is it really true that Lana Turner was discovered at a

soda fountain?” I answered, "Yes.” "Well,” she said, "I’ve been coming here every

day for a month, having a soda. And the only thing that’s happened lo me is that

I’m getting fat.” That’s Hollywood For You.
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COSTUME BY BETTY METCALF

I dreamed I walked a tightrope

my
Sweet Music*... new Maidenform bra... has fitted elastic band under the cups for easy breathing,-

and reinforced undercups to keep you at your peak of prettiness! White in A, B, C cups, 2.50
P

*REG. U.S. PAT OFF BY MAIDENFORM. INC. - MAKER OF BRAS. GIRDLES AND SWIMSUITS $1961
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LACE-FRONT BRIEFS

FOR “DIFFICULT DAYS”

Play it safe on “difficult days” with

these new sanitary briefs. Pretty lace

front panel. Exclusive Softex water-

proof lining. White. S, M, L, XL. $2.00.

Shirley Rice, 14

Hawk Run. Pennsylvania

BE A PEN PAL
Find a new and exciting friend

JUST FOR YOU listed below.

Barbara Morin, 14

Box 261

Medicine Lake

Montana

Margaret Mullen
Messrs. Gladstone Lyall

& Co. Ltd.

Connemara Hotel Annexe
Mount Road, Madras 2,

South India

Teri Horner, 13

Medicine Lake

Montana

DIGS MUSIC

Susan Clair, 14

163-44 22 Avenue

Whitestone 57, N.Y.

Corazon Garcia, 16

50 Espana Extension

Quezon City. Philippines

Satu Nielsen, 18

Hiihtajantie 8 A 5

Helsinki/Herttoniemi

Finland

Marina Chan, 23

c/o Global Supplies Co.

Room 416A

Li Pon Chun Chambers
Des Yoeux Road C
Hong Kong

Ann Bridges, 12

Route 3

Candler, N.C.

Jamie Farrell, 16

Box 292, Oyster Cr. Dr.

Sugar Land. Texas

Louise Nobiss, 16

431 Henry Avenue

Winnipeg 2, Manitoba, Canada

Dreama Brown, 16

Williamsburg. West \irginia

Incrid Thiele, 18

236 Clifton Avenue

Minneapolis, Minnesota

WHO DO YOU WANT TO READ ABOUT?
/ want to read stories about (list movie, TV or recording stars):

ACTOR: 1. 2.

3. 4.

ACTRESS: 1. 2.

3. 4.

The features I like best in this issue of PHOTOPLAY are 1.

2 .

3. 4.

Nome . .

Address.

• Age.

6-61

Paste this ballot on a postcard and send it to Reader’s Poll , Box 1374.

Grand Central Station, New York 17, N. Y., and tell us vour favorites.



SPORTS LOVERS

Dara Sagar, 20

Jerbai Baug, E/9

Victoria Garden Road

Byculla, Bombay 27, India

Janet Childs, 15

2135 Mendon Drive

San Pedro, Calif.

Hoon Kim, 19

No. 120-56, 3 Ka Choong-Chung-Ro

Seo-Dai-Moon-Ku

Seoul, Korea

Reba Peters, 15

Rt. #4, Box 802

Fayetteville, N.C.

Mala Nandi, 16

50/A Theatre Road

Calcutta 16, W. Bengal, India

Patricia Lower, 16

218 N. Arch Avenue

Alliance, Ohio

Suzanne Richey, 11

Rt. 2, Box 193

Beaumont, Texas

STAMP COLLECTORS

John Wilhelm-an, 17

Djalan-Solo 266

Salatiga, Djateng, Indonesia

Jennifer Utarid, 14

20 Circus Avenue

Park Circus

Calcutta 17, India

Jeff Hilton, 9

8510 South 1330 East

Sandy, Utah

Joyce Dickinson, 12

34 Blanche St.

Plainview, L.I., N.Y.

Millie Chin

10 Lemon St.

Seremban, N.S. Malaya

CALLING ALL FANS

The following clubs are looking for

new members. If you’re interested, just

write to the address given below:

Elvis Presley Friendship Club: E.

Richardson, Pres., 4816 Fountain Avenue,

Hollywood 29, Calif. Apt. 201

Susan Kohner: Ingeborg Chaly, Pres., 548

Lakeside Avenue, Lorain, Ohio

Ray Conniff: Lois Hollands, Pres., 99

Hurst Road, Erith, Kent, England

Anthony George: Bonnie & Arlene Hor-

witz. Pres., 2180 Wallace Avenue, N.Y. 62,

N.Y.

Fabian: Carol Webber, Pres., 131 H Street,

Carney’s Point, New Jersey

Arlene Di Pietro: Joyce Sugg, Pres., 87

Glen Avenue, Williamsville 21, N.Y.

Eddie Fisher: Susan Grabarnick, Pres.,

127 Ten Eyck Wk., Brooklyn 6, N.Y.

(Please turn the page)

NOW!

GO FROM NEARLY BLONDE

ID CLEARLY BLONDE...

WITHOUT

ARTIFICIAL COLORING!

Light and Bright is the first and only one-step hair liglitener.

It lightens once-blonde hair that has darkened as no rinse or dye

can do. Brings out a blondeness that is all yours—blondeness that

can’t wash out, can’t fade! And you control the shade—lighten

'your hair to just the tone most flattering to

you. Gentle— contains no ammonia. Does

contain an exclusive creme conditioner that

leaves your hair soft, manageable. Easy—
just apply, comb through..... $1.50 plus tax.

© 1961 Richard Hudnut
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"SECOND SKIN” THIN

SPORTS GIRDLE

p

No show or tell under sports clothes!

Flatters in determined natural rub-

ber. Cool, breathable surface. White

or Pink. Petite, S, M, L; only $2.50.

485 Fifth Ave., N.Y.. N.Y.

RC.
continued

PLEASE TELL US

Will you please, please settle an argument.

My husband says Broderick Crawford

played opposite Judy Holliday in “Born

Yesterday,” but my daughter and I say it

was Paul Douglas. Who’s correct?

A. J. O.

Saginaw, Michigan

This time father knows best! It was Broder-

ick Crawford, but Paul Douglas played the

stage version.

—

Ed.

My girlfriend says Tony Perkins’ first

film was “Friendly Persuasion.” I claim

it was “Fear Strikes Out.” Can you settle

tliis question?

D. Heller

New York, N.Y.

Perhaps you can help me. I have always

envied and admired the lovely airline

stewardesses and would like to learn how
I might become one when I graduate

from high school this year.

Gloria Fuller

Dubuque, Iowa

American Airlines conducts a “Stewardess

College” in Texas, where, if qualified, you

can commence a six-week training period.

Your education (must he a high school

graduate), character and references are

carefully considered. We can’t think of a

more exciting and interesting career to

pursue. If you agree and want more infor-

mation, write to Career Department, Photo-

play, 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17,

New York.

—

Ed.

Sorry, but you’re both mistaken. Tony’s

first film was “The Actress” in 1953 in

which he appeared with Jean Simmons and

Spencer Tracy. How about this snappy

photo taken on the set of the film?

—

Ed.

THANKS A MILLION!

I can’t begin to tell you how surprised I

was to receive an autographed picture of

my favorite star. Mike Landon, from

Photoplay. After mailing the ballot, I

never gave it a second thought that I

might actually win.

Dianne B.

Detroit. Mich.

I shall always remember Sylvia Sydney in

“Dead End.” She was a truly wonderful

star. Is she still active?

Gloria Lewis

Brentwood, NY .

At the present time, the lovely Miss Sydney

is concentrating on TV.—Ed.

I would like to know7 what ever happened

to Jean Peters. Can you help me?
Nancy Sloane

Benton Harbor, Mich.

She’s married to Howard Hughes.

—

Ed.

Write to Readers Inc., Photoplay, 205 E. 42nd

St., New York 17, N. T. We regret that we

cannot answer or return unpublished letters.
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New! Fiery, pagan colors for your lips and nails

Come with Cutex to the land of the ancient Aztecs for colors that

outshine the tropical sun. “Fire Dance,” a darting, dancing, glow-

ing orange that sets your beauty ablaze. “Pink Goddess,” a new
smoldering hot pink that makes you a dazzling sun-worshipper.

And “Flaming,” a red like the heart of a volcano. Colors with a

pagan brilliance that will kindle fresh excitement with every thing

you wear this season. In long-lasting Pearl or regular polish

;

smooth, creamy Delicate lipstick or lush, clinging Sheer Lanolin.
GOWNS BY SARMI

FlRfjDANCEPINK GODDESS

CUTEX* CUTfX*

x
firecfance



now!
from

California

comes

CREME PUFF”
by

max Factor
You get a wonderfully warm
new sunlit look with Creme

Puff. I lie compact make-up from

California. For Max Factor

makes it with millions of tiny

light-diffusers that soften the

I ight. Also, millions of t i n \ I iglit

reflectors that give off a special

glow. The result... a warm
radiance. ..a soft beauty...

the Sunlit Look!

And Creme Puff is complexion-

balanced; it actually flatters

complexions from pale to

ruddy. In li lovely shades—

each with the Sunlit Look. Creme

Puff now comes in refill able

Case-Mate compacts in a wide

choice of designer colors, from

S i .35 to $5.50. Refills $1.00.

©1961, MAX FACTOR & CO.
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ELVIS PRESLEY

SANDRA DEE

ROGER SMITH

I hear Elvis Presley really dropped a bundle of cash at

the gambling tables in Las Vegas. The blonde he was

squiring around town apparently didn't bring him luclt.

We're the only ones to discover the latest tragedy in the

Roger Smith household. Vici fell while carrying their son

down a flight of stairs. The boy was uninjured, but Vici

broke her hip. She spent several weeks in a hospital, was

in a great deal of pain and had a partial cast. The acci-

dent was kept very hush-hush, mainly because Roger didn't

want Vici’s mother to find out and become overly concerned

till Vici was better. So many things of a jinx nature have

happened to the Smiths lately.

The Michael Landons are adopting another child. They

adopted a boy, Josh, last year, and Mike tells us they

want to adopt three more in the next three years. His

wife Dodie has a heart condition and doesn’t dare have

any more children of her own. She has a thirteen-year-old

son by her first marriage.

Isn't Sean Flynn trying his hardest to emulate the swash-

buckling antics of his father, the late Errol Flynn? Sean
really has the highbrows looking down their noses, espe-

cially when he wears moccasins without socks to fashion-

able night-spots.

Isn't the honeymoon over with the Lance Reventlows?
Jill St. John is spending more and more time away from

him these days.

Glenn Ford and Hope Lange are planning to film a

motion picture abroad this summer. It's a good place for

a honeymoon, Glenn. Or have you already thought of

that?

DINAH SHORE

They're taking bets round Hollywood that by 1962 Sandra
Dee will bow out of show business on the advice of her

hubby. They say the latest ultimatum from Mr. Darin

is informing her studio that in future pictures her male co-

star must be a big name, a Rock Hudson or a Cary
Grant, or she won't work.

The Tony Curtises are talking about adding to their

family.

Doctors feared for a while that Kathy Nolan would never

walk again as a result of the back injuries suffered in a fall

from a horse.

The town is talking about George Montgomery being

challenged to a duel while in Hong Kong filming "Samar."

Prince Raimondo Orsini spotted his sweetheart, Ziva

Rodann, lunching with George in a hotel. The Prince

jumped to conclusions and suggested pistols at twenty

paces. What the Prince didn't know was that George is

producing the film, and Ziva plays the female lead. Just

business, they say, but I wonder what Dinah Shore thinks?

Designer Olga's Secret Hug bra: wire

lift without wire $5. For store write Olga,

PH6, 7915 Haskell, Van Nuys, Cat.pat.pen.
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Hollywood—
Behind the Scenes

It's fun behind the scenes, especially when

producer-director-writer Delmar Daves tells

what he really thought of Troy Donahue, Con-
nie Stevens and Sharon Hugueny, all mem-
bers of his "Parrish" cast. Shall I tell? "Connie

Stevens," he says, "is a new Bette Davis. I

wouldn't hesitate a minute to cast her in any

of Bette's former roles, knowing she’d give a

knockout performance." Sharon Hugueny? One
of the most promising newcomers. Of Troy, Del-

mar was frank in saying, "I had to call him aside

and say, 'Look you're playing with real pros in

this movie—Dean Jogger, Claudette Colbert

and Karl Malden—and you just can't walk into a

scene unprepared. You're up against the best

in the business, so get with it.' When you see the

picture, you'll see a new Troy." . . . Gary
Cooper and his wife, Jimmy Durante, Debbie
and Harry flew to Miami for the Patterson-

Johansson fight. ... It was at Freddy Karger's

debut as orchestra leader at the Beverly Hilton

Hotel that I first suspected he and Jane Wyman
would remarry. There was something in the tender

way she smiled at him that revealed these two,

like so many couples who divorce hastily, needed

each other more than ever. Jane looked lovely

the second time she and Freddy stood at the

altar, but I couldn't help wondering how

Marilyn Monroe, who once had a wild crush

on Freddy, felt about it. It's a merry-go-round

of win or lose in Hollywood, isn't it?

Joan Fontaine with French Consul Millet.

Scoop
Gina Lollobrigida is in Hollywood all alone;

her husband remained in Rome. At the Rossano
Brazzi dinner party I gazed on the sad Gina,

wearing one of her fabulous wigs, and won-

dered at the rootlessness of this lovely star who
claims she feels at home nowhere—in her native

Italy, in her adopted country of Canada, nor in

Hollywood. And now if gossip is true, what a

lonely road lies ahead for this beautiful woman.

. . . The battle between Doug McClure and

Barbara Luna began late one evening and
lasted till dawn. Rumor has it Marlon Brando

Tony won a Golden Globe

award, but Judy Garland stole

the show. They rose to cheer her.

Loretta Young at the Golden

GlobeAwards Dinner—she’s still

as glamorous as she ever ivas.

Franciosa and Balaban—still a twosome.

had something to do with the argument that left

Doug and Barbara friendly but not exactly

chummy as before. . . . Bing and Kathy,

who are expecting their third child in late sum-

mer, are trying to patch up things between the

Philip Crosbys. . . . "If it's what he wants, it's

okay with me." Dean Martin shrugs when
asked about his son Craig signing with Warner
Brothers when his military stint is over. Dean's

waiting to meet Craig's prospective bride. . . .

Wonder what George Nader's been up to?

He's very serious about his writing—TV scripts

and plays—and soon takes off to start a TV series,

"Shannon." (Please turn the page)

Burt Lancaster was voted best dramatic

actor. Jack Lemmon icon for his comedy.
r
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When Marilyn joined Joe DiMaggio in St. Petersburg, Florida, the rumors

that they would remarry got hotter than ever. But they both refused to say “yes'”

or “no” to wedding plans. Joe was there for spring training with the Yankees.

Jane Wyman s remarriage to Freddie Kar-

ger was no surprise to many of their friends,

who insisted that they’d get together again.

What A
Surprise!

I really surprised Tec de Costa with a

birthday party and you should have seen the

stunned look on his freckled face as friend after

friend greeted this "Auntie Mame" and "Music

Man" director. Meredith Willson, who wrote

the "Music Man" score and who was certainly

the life of the party, took off a day or two later

for Van Johnson's opening in the play in

London. Lovely Shirley Jones, star of the

"Music Man" movie, came with her husband Jack
Cassidy and looked beautiful with a flower ar-

rangement over her blond hair. Craig Stevens

joined his wife Alexis Smith after a late "Peter

Sunn" session, looking too handsome for words.

And what a doll is that delightful Hermione
Gingold, also in the film. Remember her with

Chevalier in "Gigi"? Producers Ross Hunter,

Gant Gaither, with Mitzi Gaynor and their

friends crowded the room, but next to Tec the

most pleased and excited person was his sister

Isabel, who helped plan the whole thing. Later,

when we all trekked over to the Kowloon for

dinner, we toasted our Academy nominee,

Shirley Jones, who by this time may posses an

Oscar for "Elmer Gantry." We all hope so.

Edie Adams congratulates Jack Lemmon for winning a Golden Globe Award.

But it was okay. Jack’s steady date Felicia Farr was there, and the kiss was all

in fun! Jack and Edie are two of the biggest clowns in town, and we love them!

14



Popular newcomer Clu Gulager and son.

Ty—Still Hoping

I must say, there's a sincerity about strapping

big Ty Hardin these days that's very appealing

but I feel he's never really recovered from the

shock of losing his wife Andra Martin, which

he admits was through his own neglect. "Sara, I

know it's God's will we get together again," he

told me. His casual date at a recent party was

Yvonne Lime, a thoughtful girl. . . . Those

reported disagreements between Peter Law*
ford and his wife, if true, will never reach

a serious stage. And for several reasons, as

you can well guess. . . . And bank on the fact

all those household purchases made by Juliet

Prowse have no connection with Frank Sinatra,

or Elvis Presley, for that matter. . . . The rumors

concerning Keely Smith and Louis Prima
are still around and growing more persistent.

I wonder what's this about trouble between

Clint Eastwood and his wife Maggie?

End of An Ordeal

A tired Liz Taylor arrived and had to be

carried from the plane.

"She's a sick girl," Eddie explained to the

crowd of reporters when Liz could barely man-

age a feeble wave for the cameramen.

Her hair was lovely as usual, but as she passed

through the airport in her wheel chair, the crowd

could see how flushed her cheeks were and how
she tried to hide the scar on her throat, caused

by the tube she had breathed through, with the

high collar on her sable coat. The cylinder of

oxygen she brought from London and the band-

ages on her left leg were a grim reminder of

the illness which nearly claimed her life such

a short time ago.

"She needs to rest the night," Eddie said as

they left the airport. They're planning a long

rest in Palm Springs so Liz can regain her

health. . . . ( Please turn the page )

Ty Hardin dates Yvonne Lime—but as friends. His heart still belongs to Andra.
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Memories of

Yesterday
She's just as beautiful as ever—believe it or

not. My good friend Olivia de Havilland, as

she came to greet me with hand outstretched,

talked of her three-day gala in Atlanta, Georgia,

for the second premiere of "Gone With the

Wind" and said she hopes her American fans

won't forget her. "Sara, please tell them to

write me at Boite Postale, 156-16, Paris, France."

So why not a line to Livvy. She went on to say,

"I thought I'd feel sad, with Clark Gable gone

so recently," she said, "but the moment the pic-

ture began, it was just as though we had never

been separated. To sit and watch Clark, Ward
Bond, Leslie Howard, and Hattie McDaniels
—all gone and yet so close to my heart up there

on the screen—seemed to bridge time." Olivia

didn't seem to think Vivien Leigh, who played

the unforgettable Scarlett O'Hara, enjoyed the

fete too well. Probably because a silly reporter

asked, "And what part do you play in the film,

Miss Leigh?" . . . Out Universal way, director

Ross Hunter invited his friends to a "Flower

Drum" party on the fabulous set depicting San

Francisco's Chinatown. And what a breath-taking

spectacle it was. Jill St. John, arrived from

movie-making in Europe with her husband, Lance

Reventlow, while Troy Donahue and Lili Kar-
dell, looking sensational with Palm Springs tans,

held hands. Handsome Jimmy Shegeta and

Miyoshi Umeki, stars of the film, were on hand

to greet the guests, but the plane carrying Nan-
cy Kwan from Paris arrived too late for the

festivities. It was Rock Hudson, strolling in

by himself, who caught the eyes—he and that

other handsome bachelor Cesar Romero who

spent most of the evening talking what seemed

like business with David Janssen. The Charles

Boyers make very few appearances at local

parties so it was good to see that French twin-

kle still gleam in his eyes as he greeted me at

director Vincente Minnelli's surprise party.

... A hat in Hollywood's a rarity, but I loved

the one black velvet rose I saw Arlene Dahl

wearing instead atop her blond head. I thought

she looked dreamy. But then, maybe it was

motherhood.

Olivia de Havilland, left, is still a beauty.

Below is a picture of Vivien Leigh as

Scarlett and another taken recently.

For Kay Gable—
A Son

The first words Kay Gable spoke when she saw her eight-pound son, the

spitting image of her late husband, were, "What a handsome boy."

She has the child she and Clark wanted so desperately, and Kay is slowly

coming to build his future by herself. She named him John Clark Gable.

"That's what Clark wanted, so that's what I named him," she said.

Clark's devoted fans wrote from all over the world asking her to name
the baby Clark Jr. if it were a boy. "Clark and I talked about that," Kay
said. "But he thought that would be too much of a handicap for a child

to bear. I'm glad it's a boy," she smiled wanly. "Else I could never have

faced Pa's fans." The first thing she said even before she saw the baby was,

"I had a boy, didn't I?" She stayed awake during the Caesarean section and
watched the operation in a mirror despite her own precarious health due to a

heart condition. "I told the doctor to keep me awake," she explained before

she went down to surgery, "so I can give the baby a kiss and a hug from his

pa the minute he's born."

At right, the first picture taken of young John with his mother.

Kay was touched by all the letters, flowers and telegrams. "I guess every-

body loved Pa—we all did." Her friends tried to cheer her up by telling her

that her son was much better looking than the other babies in the hospital

nursery. "Yes," Kay answered, "but they all have fathers."
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Anything for a laugh—it looks as though

Jerry has found a willing “straight man”!

What’s New
Around Town?

i watched Glenn Ford and Hope Lange at

another recent party together, and I wondered

if thoughts of Eleanor Powell, Glenn's ex-wife,

crossed his mind. For it was that very evening

Eleanor made her dancing comeback at the

Sahara in Las Vegas. Their son Peter sat out front

and cheered his lovely, now slimmed mother, and

I hear Glenn sent her a wire of good wishes. But

how little all their years together seemed to mean
at this moment. Sad, isn't it???? From Europe,

comes disquieting news concerning the Louis

Jourdans. I wondered about this marriage some
weeks ago as I watched Mrs. Jourdan discussing

her husband's business affairs with his agents.

Funny nothing seemed to click after his "Gigi"

role, and I'm sure they were both unhappy over

this turn of fate, and the rumor is that Tina

Onassis is Louis' new interest. Remember Tina's

husband has been linked with Maria Callas
and where does this leave Mrs. Jourdan? Fight-

ing, says the talk. . . . Elvis' wonderful one-sided

smile slowly lit up his face. "Hi, how are you7"

he grinned. "Hi, Colonel," I said. Now that Elvis

has been made an honorary Colonel by Tennes-

see's Governor, I wonder how his irrepressible

manager Colonel Parker feels about the title. Bet

a dollar he has himself upped to a General. . . .

Chatted with Bill Holden d uring his brief visit

in town and couldn't help thinking how all this

face-lifting chatter about Bill seems silly. Bill

looked as usual to me—debonair and self suffi-

cient. ... At dinner the other night, Jimmy
Darren had fun trying to shock me about his

"South Philadelphia past," while Evy fussed

about their budget and money problems. It's

odd, but Jimmy has the feeling he's two people

in one. One lives in the realm of hot tempers

and reckless spending; the other is domestic

and ambitious. Personally, I love all three of

them. Both Jimmys and Evy. . . . Well, that's

all for this month—Sara

The Opposite Sex

and'ibur Perspiration

Q, Do you know there are two

kinds of perspiration?

Q. Which perspiration is the

worst offender?

A. It’s true! One is "physical,”

caused by work or exertion; the

other is "nervous,” stimulated by

emotional excitement. It’s the

kind that comes in tender mo-
ments with the "opposite sex."

Q. How can you overcome this

"emotional" perspiration?

A. Science says a deodorant needs

a special ingredient specifically

formulated to overcome this

emotional perspiration without

irritation. And now it’s here . .

.

exclusive Perstop*. So effective,

yet so gentle.

A. The "emotional” kind. Doc-

tors say it’s the big offender in

underarm stains and odor. This

perspiration comes from bigger,

more powerful glands — and it

causes the most offensive odor.

iMI

Q. Why is arrid cream America's

most effective deodorant?

A. Because of Perstop*, the most

remarkable anti-perspirant ever

developed, ARRID CREAM Deo-

dorant safely stops perspiration

stains and odor without irrita-

tion to normal skin. Saves your

pretty dresses from "Dress Rot.”

Why be only Half Safe ?
use Arrid to be sure !

It's more effective than any cream, twice as

effective as any roll-on or spray tested! Used
daily, new antiseptic ARRID with Perstop* actually

stops underarm dress stains, stops "Dress Rot” stops

perspiration odor completely for 24 hours. Get

ARRID CREAM Deodorant today. 494
plus tax.

r

^Carter Products trademark for sulfonated hydrocarbon surfactants
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Cream hair away the beautiful way... with new baby-pink, sweet-smelling MEET, what a

beautiful difference it makes! Any gal who’s ever used a razor knows there's trouble with razor

stubble; bristly, coarse hair-ends that feel ugly, look worse. Gentle, smoothing neet actually

beauty-creams the hair away; goes down deep where no razor can reachl No wonder it takes so

much longer for new hair to come in. So next time, for the smoothest, nicest looking legs

in town, why not try neet— you’ll never want to shave again!
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BY GARY CLARKE
as told to DEAN GAUTSCHY

I want to set the record straight. All those rumors

about why Connie Stevens and I “broke up” are all

unfounded, untrue.

I think it only fair to both Connie and me that

Photoplay readers know the truth. The whole truth.

I have heard some say around Hollywood that Connie

confronted me with an ultimatum, marry her now or

not at all. There was one rumor that she had found

someone else, giving me a fast brushoff. How wrong

can the second-guessers be? Actually, I don’t believe

our romance is over. I call it a stalemate.

A RUDE AWAKENING TO REALITY

On several occasions, Connie and I cast realism

aside. Our love became stronger than the demanding

challenges of reality. Each time something happened.

Something ecstatic . . . exhilarating.

“Let’s get married right now,” I would pronounce

with a solid air of assurance. Her large eyes always

would glisten. Her pixie-like face grin from ear to

ear with angelic radiance. “Let’s find the nearest

preacher,” she would say.

Those were precious, happy moments I’ll never for-

get. It was like a dream about to come true. Then

gradually there would be a rude awakening to reality,

engulfing our future together in seeds of doubt. The

pattern was always the same. Those long, practical

discussions about marriage into the wee hours of the

night. Our optimism faded into pessimism. Eventually,

one of us wearily, cautiously, would concede:

“Darling, I think it best to wait a while longer.”

The little while had a habit of stretching into days,

weeks and what seemed like an eternity.

This went on for nearly four years. Several times,

Connie and I set the date. Photoplay was right, we

certainly were headed to the altar. We were always so

close, yet so far, from taking our vows. I knew this was

unfair to both of us. Furthermore, I was in no position

to do anything. I had to face the hard, cold facts.

My career hasn’t become solidified to the point where

I can honestly, conscientiously assume the financial

responsibilities of marriage.

“I refuse to have a wife support me,” I have told

her. Call it pride. Call it stubbornness; some men

would probably leap at the idea. I know I’m right.

I guess it was bound to happen. Connie and I

couldn’t go on pretending things were going to work

out. I noticed a change in her attitude after she re-

turned from a vacation in New York. I sensed things

were going to be different with us. Apparently, she

had made a decision, one she had every right to make.

And the decision that our relationship, our love, could

not be reconciled with the future probably was de-

pendent on a culmination of events. The wedding plans

which never materialized, the constant rumors about us.

One rumor in particular may have bothered her. It

was a very vicious one about me. I think Connie took

the word of someone else instead of coming to me first

for the truth. Only once in our four years of dating

did I ever get really angry with Connie.

I EXPLODED IN AN ANGRY TIRADE

I can’t even remember what it was about. I do re-

member standing over her exploding in a tirade in

which the words kept pouring out in rapid fire. Connie

sat calmly and listened. Did I feel like a heel later as

Connie, her soft eyes stunned and hurt, didn’t reply.

By her silence she made me see I was in the wrong.



After all, how could anyone stay angry at Connie? 1

certainly couldn’t.

Only as recently as last Spring, Connie and I were

planning again. I had high hopes this time. My career,

I thought, had started to move. I was signed to appear

in a TV series, “Michael Shayne.” The trio I had been

with for some time, the Pinky Baldwin Singers, was

booked at the Moulin Rouge in Hollywood. I was busy

by day filming the TV show, busy by night singing at

the night club. I loved it. Connie would often meet me

after the show for coffee and we’d talk for hours.

I THOUGHT CONNIE WAS MINE

Finally, 1 thought to myself, I would soon be in a po-

sition to marry her. One of my friends told me Connie

even cried tears of joy when she learned I got the TV
role. I had given her a ring for ( Continued on page 71)



Gardner McKay used to watch the screen and see those marvelous people living out their strange

adventures and their beautiful lives in a world where everything works out right . . . where good people

always have something good to say and where bad ones get what they deserve. Then the screen

would go dark and Gardner would remain in his seat, wondering why his life was so empty and mean-

ingless compared to theirs . . . why he hardly ever said or did those perfect things the people on the screen

always said and did . . . why he was always just his same old self day in and day out. And so his life

went. One day followed another, the weeks melted into months, the months into years. . . . Today he’s

one of those people on the screen. And that’s how you see him. All his rough edges are smoothed

off, all that’s normal is enlarged. But this article is about the real Gardner McKay. And I can

tell you right off that the reality is far more wonderful than any image. Gardner is not merely a person

who lives in Hollywood, eats so-and-so for breakfast or drives some special car. ( Continued on page 81)

HIS

HIS

IS

IS 1H
HE
E

EO
EO

GARDNER
GVBDI/IEB

MCKAY
IAICKVA





The bullfighter from Madrid had long

since folded his cape and gone. The funny

man from Rome had ceased to make her

smile. The musician had tried a handful

of wives after her. And the singer, she had

sent packing. The men were always there.

The promises were always ripe. But the

girl named Ava had always been on the

short end of the dream. “I want to be like

other women. Settle down. Have kids.

Love one man.” But, one man can be-

come many men. (Continued on page 80 )

THIS ISA STORY OF FAITH. ANDA STORY OF LOVE.

AND MAYBE A LITTLE OF EACH.







One of the nice things about mothers: You can grow

up to look like them. (Rita Hayworth and Yasmin)

Left: Janet Leigh’s Jamie and Kelly know—mothers

are people who laugh with you—every single day.

You know what mommies are? Kissing

bugs. (Mrs. Jimmie Rodgers and Michele)

it'll if does it come but

once a year?

Please turn the pageThe minute the man gallops the horses like on TV,

Mommy says, “We’ll walk!” (Debbie and Carrie)

27



Caroline Kennedy knows: Mothers want to play with your dolls, but you try

wearing their shoes to an important meeting in Daddy’s office, and what a fuss!

Gale Storm’s Peter and Paul are nice

about it, but wouldn’t you think Mom
could afford her own bottle of Coke?

Every day you have to tell your mom-

my “I love you” or she’ll be sad. (Les-

lie Caron, Jennifer and Christopher)
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If not for Mother I wouldn’t even

be here! (Ann Sothern and Tish)

Mothers are always late—except when you

must get to school. (Judy Garland and Joel

Our Mother won’t take a chance on two against one, she has to

bring a friend when we take trips. (Lucille Ball’s Lucie and Desi)

29
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/re Hollywood, people said George

wanted “out” of his romance with

Susan, but we found out the real story.

Photoplay’s photographer took this

exclusive picture of George and Susan

at his mother's home in Palm Beach.
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THE INSIDE STORY
In a waiting room at Los Angeles airport, they talked quietly, studying

each other with long, close looks. Then the loudspeaker boomed out a

call for London passengers and suddenly, for the first time since her

arrival, the young woman’s smile faded. Silently, they walked out onto

the airfield, the older couple stopping at a little gate, the younger going

on to board the sleek airliner. In these exclusive pictures, Photoplay

presents a rare and private meeting of Elizabeth Taylor and her mother

and father, Mr. and Mrs. Francis Taylor—a meeting which reveals at

last the truth behind the rumors that were to circulate furiously out of

London six weeks after these pictures were taken. (Please turn the page)





THE DAYOF CRISIS:

|

the

i last person

\Liz called

I for when

' she was

' dying

A week after her arrival, Mrs. Tay-
lor visits Liz at the London Clinic.

It began as just a cold that turned

into flu. Then dread pneumonia,

and Liz is rushed to the hospital.

34

Sara Sothem Taylor sat stiffly in a straight-backed wooden chair that had been

placed just outside her daughter’s hospital room. For some time now, no one had

gone in or come out of that room. Mrs. Taylor wore a dark knit dress and low-heeled

shoes and she sat very still. When a nurse brought a cup of tea and put it down be-

side her, she seemed startled, as if she hadn’t heard her approach. She thanked her

and watched her walk away through the empty corridor. (Continued on page 76)
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After throat surgery and blood trans-

fusions , Liz is still on the critical

list. Her doctors order an electronic

lung to help in her fight to breathe.

Throughout the night of crisis, Mr.

and Mrs. Taylor waited outside Liz’s

room, praying. As they leave the hos-

pital, it is morning—hope is strong.

For a week, Eddie had waited for

these words: “Out of danger.” To the

children, he says, “Elizabeth was gone

from us—and now she is back.”

(Please turn the Daee)
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LIZ TAYLOR JUST DIED t*

what did you

think when

you heard it ?

A woman walked into a lingerie shop. Shock was on her face. She said

to nobody and everybody, “Liz Taylor just died.” A salesclerk began

to sob softly. Her customer choked up. For the next half hour, there

was no buying or selling in the crowded store—only words of pity and

of grief, in the hushed respectful tones in which people speak of the

dead. ... It was an incredible day, people cared so intensely. Stran-

gers in the streets said to each other, “Isn’t it terrible, that poor girl

dying when she had so much to live for?” And others said just the

In a coffee shop, Mrs. Rose Scordino told Mrs. Catherine D’Agostino,

“/ don’t know anything more tragic than this poor girl being dead.”

Judy Isaacs, a junior in high

school, said sadly, “The only

comfort is that she asked for

her mother before it was too

late. Honestly, I could cry.”

During Liz’s fight with death,

Debbie’s son Todd was very

ill, too. A harassed Eddie

kept in touch, and Debbie ex-

pressed good wishes for Liz.



opposite, “She suffered so much, I feel as if she’s never really

lived—and now she never will.” And one woman mourned,

“I have this feeling she never got over Mike Todd—and never

wanted to.” She was overheard and rebuked sharply : “That’s

a very cruel thing to say when Eddie Fisher is going through

pure hell—and her children, I can’t bear to think of them

without their mother.” . . . Only that morning the headlines

had given a cheering word for the first time: “Liz Gains.”

Then suddenly rumors started—no one knows how or where

—and spread like fire. In New York and Hollywood, Pho-

toplay offices were swamped with calls. Newspaper and radio

and TV switchboards put on extra operators, too. “Is it true?”

It was not! But while the scare was on, cameramen from

coast to coast saw these expressions of pity and shock on

America’s face. And Photoplay thought it would do Liz’s

heart good if she could see them, too. ( Please turn the page)

“She was a remarkable woman, she faced criticism

with great courage,” Dick Hartnett told a passenger.

The morning news had been good.

Now, “It can’t be true,” Hector Quiles

said. “She’s too beautiful to die.”
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HELP LIZ GET WELL
Soon after Liz Taylor and Eddie Fisher had rocked the world

with their marriage, she told a friend that she had come to

dread opening the mail every day. It poured in on them—

*

harshly critical and abusive flood. And it was even harder to

take than the angry stares and ugly shouts they had to put

up with in public places . . . But now Liz can open her mail

with a lighter heart. For months she has received only warm

praise for her courage in fighting through to life . . . cards

and gifts and telegrams . . . and assurances that condemna-

tions have been forgotten and she is loved by an enormous

number of people . . . She has heard from those who prayed

for her all over the world . . . and many of those who stood

in the London streets outside the clinic waiting for the good

word. (The day she was out of danger the police had to send
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around the “Black Maria” to clear the mobs.) ... At a

crucial time a fan’s letter helped save her life because it told

her doctor of a rare drug that had saved her own. It was

promptly ordered and flown over . . . Even the Russians

offered to fly drugs and any needed medical equipment from

Moscow to London . . . And a Cleveland fan poured out her

heart in a letter to Photoplay begging us to tell Liz for her:

“Thank you for being yourself, for pulling so hard. We’re

all on your side.” We hereby transmit the message. And

we’re so sure that many other readers would love the same

opportunity, that we’ve printed this greeting. You can cut

it out and then paste it on a postcard. Let Liz know you’re

thinking of her. Address this message to her, P.0. Box 3453,

Grand Central Sta., New York 17, N.Y. She’ll get it!
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1.

by george maharis
as told to JANE ARDMORE

I drive a Corvette with two four-barrel carburetors and four gear

boxes ... I sort of left home about sixteen . . . I’ve never married al-

though it’s been close . . . and I love this “Route 66” that takes us to

New Orleans and Kanab, the Grand Canyon, Virginia City, Squaw Valley,

San Diego Everywhere there are girls, lovely girls with senses of

humor, girls who like to laugh and like to dance and have sweet,

natural smelling hair (I refuse to smell hair that’s hiding under six

layers of spray), fresh faced girls with skin (Continued on page 78)

hi there

,

I’m a single man-

and there’s only
40





rets ofa rriovie star’s

5-page lesson on what I

discovered from a famous

Hollywood beauty expert—how to

put glamour on your face . .

.

“I’ve an early call for makeup tomorrow.” How many
times I d heard this from Debbie Reynolds and Sandra
Dee. What does happen in a makeup session? I was
curious, so I went one morning myself. Here, in these

pictures, you can see it, exactly as it happened to me.
And if you’re not so lucky, to be the editor of Photoplay
and go to a studio or to Max Factor’s Salon in

Hollywood, don’t give up. On the next three pages,

you 11 find step-by-step directions on how to give yourself

a movie star s makeup as I learned it. In the beginning,

it takes forever (I know), but with practice, it’s true,

you can get the makeup routine down to 15 minutes. As
makeup expert Beau Hickman says: “Even if it does
take long in the beginning, it’s worth it.” But before you
turn the page, let s talk about what you’ll need for

a complete Hollywood makeup kit.

head band

soap

tissues

finishing powder

mascara (black)

eyebrow tweezer

lipstick

lipstick brush

powder brush

a mirror

cleansing cream or lotion

skin freshener or astringent

makeup base (liquid, stick

or cake)

rouge (cream,liquidordry)

eyebrow pencil (brown or

black)

eye shadow (blue, grey)

eyebrow pencil sharpener

a sponge or powder puff

Remember, makeup is to make you more naturally

pretty, and to look naturally prettier, your makeup
should be applied as though you hadn’t any on.

Now turn the page.





a movie star’s

PREPARING FOR MAKEUP: The secret

to a real professional-looking Hollywood

makeup is to give care, patience and practice.

Begin now, with cleansing. First, tie your hair

back with a pretty band or gay night cap. Is

your skin oily? Then wash your face clean

with soap and water. If your skin is dry, use

cleansing cream. Dab the cream on your neck

and face, never rub. Whether soaping or cream-

ing, always stroke upward and out. Do it gently.

Feel a tingle? You should, for your skin is be-

ing stimulated. Around the eyes, pat cream.

Now cream your lashes to make sure all mas-

cara has been removed. Tip: Use a baby’s swab

stick for removing mascara around lashes. With

tissue, remove cream from face, wiping up-

ward and out (photograph 1 ) until no makeup

remains. Now blot with cotton pad wet with

cold water, or if your skin is oily, a freshener.

MAKEUP BASE : This is important. A tinted

base gives you a smooth natural tone all over.

The trick: match the base color to your skin.

Apply to nose, chin and cheeks, blending into

hairline (photograph 2 ) . Cover eyelids and lips,

but don’t cover neck, just blend under chin

shadow for natural look. If base seems heavy,

gently pat away extra with fingers. Too oily,

press a tissue against face (photograph 3).

ROUGE AND POWDER: Many girls ask,

“Why rouge?” For a becoming blush. Put three

dots at the high point of your cheekbone (photo-

graph 4), blend lightly toward ears. Don’t go

near eyes or nose ! Now apply finishing powder

(it has no color but gives a finished look) all

over—eyes and eye lashes, too. (Later, mascara

over powder will make your lashes look thick-

er.) Bend head down when patting under eyes

so excess powder doesn’t catch in laugh lines.

Let powder set, remove excess with brush

(photograph 5).

MOVIE STAR EYES : Needed, to look glam-

orous, one sharply pointed eyebrow pencil.



I

makeup routine
a steady hand, practice. To line upper eyelid,

look down into mirror (photograph 6). Hold

skin taut at corner, draw narrow line close to

edge of lashes. Begin at inner corner, continue

slightly beyond outer edge, ending in an up-

ward stroke (photograph 7). Lower lid now.

Look straight into mirror. Pencil a dotted line

along lower rim. Now apply eyeshadow. (Save

bright shades for evenings.) Follow same line

on upper lid as penciled in before, close to

lashes. Soften by spreading color outward with

a brush (photograph 8). Again: This takes

practice. Last: Mascara. Look down into mirror,

brush mascara on tips of lashes upwards (photo-

graph 9) . For evening, touch lower lashes

lightly. Remove excess with dry brush.

EYEBROWS: Be sure to choose a pencil

color to match your hair. Brush brows upward

for a thicker look and to remove excess powder.

Now start at inner side (see shaping tips, page

46), work out, shading upper line first. Use

short, upward motions and keep to the natural

curve of your brow. Careful, not too heavy!

(Highest point of brow should be slightly off-

center, toward outer edge.) Now, lightly smooth

out pencil strokes with a clean brush.

YOUR LIPS: Are your lips dry? Mouth

relaxed? Now begin. First, take lipstick brush.

Brace your little finger against your chin for

support (see closeup page 43). Begin to out-

line upper lip at peaks using the tip of your

lipstick brush. (I use a brush with short, stiff

bristles. ) Then follow your natural lipline, mak-

ing sure both sides balance. Now, draw the

lower lip outline. When finished, upper and

lower lips should meet at the corners (photo-

graph 10). Next, fill in this outline with brush,

using a lighter shade of lipstick. (Hollywood’s

latest lip look: a dull, matte finish lipstick.)

If lips are chapped, use a moisturizer first. Cau-

tion: Never apply new lipstick over old. Now

blot lips with tissue and you’re finished.

Please turn the page



Movie star tips for

shaping your eyes
;

and lips

I
The first rule in shaping a good

brow is caution with your

tweezers. Place a pencil at the side

of your nostril, point it straight upward

(sketch 1). Where the tip touches

the brow, begin tweezing the hairs here and

over the middle of the bridge of your nose

until clean. Repeat for other side.

Now, angle pencil (sketch 2) from

your nose to the comer of your eye.

Your eyebrow should end there.

(Remember this for penciling, too.) Tweeze

stray hairs along underside of brow only.

Next, shape a pleasant smile. Place

a pencil in line with the center of

your eye (sketch 3), smile. Your

lipstick line should reach to the pencil.

4
Now line up a pencil with your

nostril (sketch 4). These should

be the two high points of your

lipline. Not hard to do, was it? It’s how

movie stars get their results!

One of the nicest things about get

ting in the swim this summer i

there are so many suits to meet !

guy’s moods, or a change of sui

for a change of guy. Suits hav

moods, too. Therefore, if your gu

thinks a girl should always be

lady, why, then, in the name o!

Neptune don’t you get a ladylik

suit? Like the one worn here b|

Vicki Trickett, new Hollywood sen

sation hot off the campus of Omah

U. Her suit is sleek and black wit)

almost no back. It’s by Se

Nymphs. But why wait till he tell

you he loves a lady to dress lik<

one? Decide today, and once yoi

do, wonderful things and fellow

are sure to follow the suit. Jewelry

Coro. Hat and bag, Kleinert’s. Pic

ture of Vicki and the Volkswagei

taken at Santa Monica Beach, Calif

u
a guy doesn't mind waitin c
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Left: Though guys like different

things about different girls, there s

one thing all agree on—that a girl

always be feminine. Here Vicki is,

in muted shades of mustard and

blue with little skirt to wave in the

breeze. Men are seldom at sea

about a girl who looks like this, so

see to it that you have some such

seasuit. By RMR Juniors. Cap by

Kleinert’s. Right: Most tried and

true way to look like a good sport

is in the classic tank suit—best

thing that’s happened to figures

since calculus, agree Joby Baker

and Michael Callan. The suit

evolved in the Twenties, hasn’t

stopped going yet. Channels were

swum in it, laurels won in it. Here,

Vicki wears a wool model by

Jantzen in madly colored stripes

that know their way around. Cap

by U. S. Rubber. Left: Malibu

Beach. Right: Muscle Beach.

|
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Left: One reason why

Vicki Trickett was dis-

covered by Tab Hunter

is because she’s a na-

tural, easygoing and

easy to be with. Here,

she’s suited in a suit to

think or swim in, catch

men who belong to

either school. By Cata-

lina, with matching cap

and jacket.

Right: Most every guy

takes to a girl who

looks a little bold yet

shy. Great eye catcher

:

Vicki’s modified bikini.

It’s colored wildly to put

it mildly. By Maiden-

form. Scarf, Vera. Surf-

riders Beach, Malibu.
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The big room seemed emptier than ever. Nervously,

Peter moved about the room, picking up the debris

from his housewarming party, tossing out the mountain

of paper plates, stacking the dirty glasses and ashtrays

in the sink. Now, nothing was left. He switched off the

hi-fi. Then, as he scattered the logs in the fireplace to



dying embers, the last touch of warmth seemed to go

out of the room. He felt let down. It was so different

from when he and Diane used to give parties together.

At this hour, they’d be cleaning up—together—and talk-

ing over the party. Then, every day had been a party,

every party a ball. He and Diane Jergens were so in

(Continued on page 87)



For48 hours.

this girl roamed

the city. No one

3 was.

No one guessed her secret

— including you If you

could have done what she

did, would you have dared ?

8 P.M. Tuesday the 30th. A dark-haired girl

looked in the mirror. She murmured wearily,

“This kid is sure tired!” She closed the office

door behind her and sagged against it, waiting.

8:02 A secretary who was her closest friend

pame out of another office door and they rode

lown together in. . .
.
(Continued on page 83)





PLUS

I

NEW COLORS
THAT CAPTURED
THE CONTINENT

Roma Rose is a warm, rosy blush, lit with
a radiant glow. Paree Pink is a light flirty

pink with a sweet saucy tang. Flatter your-
self with these Flame-Glo colors. Enjoy the
Triple-Stay lipstick with the lustre-flame
texture that stays smooth, stays moist,
stays brilliant, keeps you kissable longer.
Lipstick in gold finish swivel case, OA

only

For brilliantly beautiful nails get
Flame-Glo nail enamel match-ups is c

,

iridescent 20c. Flame-Glo lipstick also
available in 29c and 69c sizes. At all
convenient variety store cosmetic counters.



One afternoon, at the Hollywood

Orpheum Theater, a four-year-old boy

wandered over to where his parents

were rehearsing. “Please . . .
please,

he begged. He tugged at his father s

sleeve and pointed toward the stage.

His father understood; the boy

wanted to go with them onto the big

stage, in front of all the people. He

started to laugh, but then he saw the

serious look on the boy s face. He

looked down at his small son with

those big innocent eyes and the curly

hair, and he just couldn’t say no.

That innocent afternoon was the

beginning of one of Hollywood s most

tragic stories.

The ending came forty-three years

later, in 1961. (Continued on page 85)

by CAL YORK
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TANFASTIC

SPEEDS UP

THE

SUN!

NEW

TANFASTIC

THE WORLD’S

FASTEST

REAL

SUNTAN

LOTION

...AND THIS

SUMMER’S

SENSATION,

TANFASTIC IR-9

2-OZ. TUBE 69tf

4-OZ. BOTTLE $1.25

(PLUS FED. TAX)

WITH

INSECT

REPELLENT!

NOW CREAMY WHITE, STAINLESS
FREE 16-PAGE BOOKLET ON SAFE SUNTANNING AND SUMMER SKIN CARE, “THE SKIN GAME: HOW TO PLAY IT IN AND OUT OF THE SUN.” WRITE ROLLEY CO., RENO, NEVADA.



Shortly after Judi Meredith’s secret marriage

to Robert Westbrook became public, he sud-

denly made strong accusations against her.

He charged that Judi had told him, on their

wedding day, that she could not be a wife to

him. He said that she had married him for his

money and had demanded $250,000 to “let

him off the hook.” He further stated that he

wouldn’t have married her if he’d known the

truth about her past. Judi answered that she

loved her husband and believed that he loved

her. She says that they were very happy dur-

ing the time they had lived together and that

she had never asked for anything from him

except his love. She stated that she believed

their marriage would succeed if her husband

were relieved of the pressures of outside influ-

ences. The charges brought against Judi could

ruin her reputation and her career, so Photo-

play decided to give her the opportunity to

tell her side of the story. Before you judge

her, please turn the page and read Judi’s story.
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Judi Meredith, half-conscious through a haze of seda-

tives, lay weakly against the pillow on the hospital bed.

Her husband’s face swam fuzzily before her, like a not-

very-good photograph out of focus. His voice cut through

the ringing in her ears that, she thought, was due to the

sedation.

The things he was saying simply weren’t believable.

They contrasted so strangely with the things he’d said

when he’d begged her to marry him.

Judi pressed a hand against her forehead and closed

her eyes.

“Maybe I’m still under anaesthetic,” she thought, “and

when I wake up I’ll know this was a nightmare. You

dream funny things when you’re anaesthetized.”

But, no, she remembered now, the operation was over.

She was lying on a real hospital bed; the post-operative

pain she felt was certainly real, and Robert and his words,

unbelievably, were real, too.

“When you get back to the apartment,” he was saying,

“I won’t be there. I’m not ready for the responsibilities

of marriage.”

Judi, struggling to comprehend, reacted instinctively.

“Robert,” she asked, “what have they been doing to

you?”

That was the only reasonable thought she could muster.

Something had happened to Robert.

“What have they been doing to you?” she cried again,

this time gripped by hysterics. “Robert. . .
.”

A doctor came hurrying at the sound of her cry and

hustled Robert out of the room.

“Young man,” he said, “what you do with your private

life is your own business, but when you upset a girl who

has just undergone a serious operation and who is my

patient, it’s my business.”

Judi watched her husband’s broad shoulders disappear

into the hall, still scarcely convinced that he had spoken

as he had or that he had meant what he said.

This was her first hint that her brief marriage was in

trouble. She didn’t suspect then just how bad the trouble

would be. A short while later she learned from a news-

paper that he was seeking annulment. “I don’t care what

they do to me,” she told Photoplay two days before the

court had set a conciliation hearing she requested in a

last, desperate attempt to save her failing marriage.

Suddenly, Judi’s dream come true turned into a nightmare.

“I’m going to fight for what’s right,” she declared.

“I may be ruined in this town, but I don’t care, if

there’s a chance for reconciliation. I love Robert.”

Judi’s name and picture have been blazoned across the

Los Angeles and New York papers accompanied by

charges against her attributed to Robert Machris West-

brook, the boy whom she married on December 11th.

She has received threatening telephone calls and been

greeted with obscenities.

She’s been accused of being a gold-digger and much

worse, and the annulment suit is based on blistering

allegations defaming her character.

An attorney for her husband’s family had warned that

he’d produce an imposing string of witnesses to blacken

her name unless she abandoned her marriage without

a protest.

Robert, she is sure, is pawn to his family’s suggestions

and feels that, for the sake of his future, he must be freed.

“I didn’t really believe he’d be at the conciliation hear-

ing,” she said, “because he’d been out of town ever since

the first stories about the annulment appeared in the

papers. If I could only have reached him before it was

too late, before this had been so publicized that he couldn’t
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turn back, I thought—I hoped—we could still be happy.”

But Robert did come to the conciliation hearing, where

he announced that he had no desire to resume their

marital relationship. Judi fled from the hearing in tears

and collapsed in the arms of her attorney, Sidney Traxler

of Beverly Hills.

Judi, age 23, and Robert, age 21, were married in Las

Vegas after a whirlwind courtship which, to her, was

a miracle.

“It was wonderful,” she says, “to have found someone

who seemed to feel about things the way I do. We both

wanted the same things (or I thought we did) ... a

home away from show business . . . children . . . and

each other.

“We needed each other, because we each had the same

feeling of insecurity in certain areas. Robert needed re-

assurance that somebody wanted him for himself and

loved him because of what he was and what he could

be . . . not because of his money. And I needed somebody

who wanted me for myself, not because I could introduce

him to somebody or do him a favor. The feeling of being

truly wanted was glorious.

“I could have married before, but I didn’t, because I

was waiting for the sort of marriage I thought Robert

and I would have. A girl shouldn’t marry a man unless

he’s said to her the things Robert said to me.”

She and Robert were, in Judi’s words, “as happy and

as close as two peas in a pod.”

But two months after their marriage, while she was in

the hospital undergoing surgery, Robert told her he was

leaving the apartment they shared.

The question all Judi’s friends are asking now is

this

:

Why did she want him back, after the things Robert

had said about her and the things he’d done?

Judi has a simple answer.

“I don’t think,” she says, “that Robert was responsible

for what’s happened. He’d been rushed out of town, and

I don’t believe he knew what had been said about me or

what had been done to me. With proper counseling, I be-

lieved he’d come back.

“There isn’t a vicious bone in his body. I love him, and

I’m sure he loved me. I was very good for him, too.”

When Judi cares deeply for someone, she’s a sucker.

She always has been. Once, while she was recovering

from an appendectomy, she loaned an acquaintance her

very last $500. She never saw the acquaintance or the

money again.

Marriage counselors agree that persons from happy

home backgrounds have the best chance for happy mar-

riages, and, if this is true, Judi had the odds on her side

when she exchanged vows with Robert.

She was reared in a home where her mother and father

were devoted to each other and to their children. Her

family is a pillar of propriety in Portland, Oregon, and

family friends speak of her dotingly as “our little Judi.”

Such a background instilled in Judi an ideal example

of what home and marriage should be, and that example

was her standard when she met Robert.

“A friend introduced us,” she remembers. “I had

heard her talk about Robert Westbrook for ages, but

when she said she wanted me to meet him, I wasn’t partic-

ularly interested.

“However, one night, a bunch of us were eating spa-

ghetti, and he was in the crowd. Before the evening was

over, we had become quite friendly.

“He’s just adorable, really, more than six feet tall

and a genuinely sweet boy.

“Soon after, I had a party, and he came. After that,

we dated each other steadily.”

Robert, Judi discovered, for all his wealth, was lonely

and very unsure of himself. He had been orphaned

through two airplane crashes some years apart, each

claiming the life of a parent. His father died first, and

Robert and his mother made their home with a grand*

mother and an aunt. The boy grew up in a matriarchy,

After his mother was killed and his grandmother died,

his aunt married Peter Fairchild. Robert was then in the

care of the Fairchilds.

“I’ve never seen a person who needs love and under-

standing more than Robert,” she says. “Oh, yes, I do feel

motherly toward him, but I’ve felt motherly toward every

man I’ve ever known. All men need mothering.

“Before a man can act like the head of a house, a

woman must let him know that he’s a real man. Do you

understand? And that’s what Robert needs . . . someone

to let him know how fine he truly is.”

Robert begged Judi to marry (Continued on page 86)
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Garbo, always as mysterious as the Sphinx and as elusive as

a startled deer, was caught unaware as she walked along a

Paris street—completely unrecognized by anybody except one

alert photographer. The result is this set of pictures that

are exclusive and rare, because Garbo is exclusive and rare.

Camouflaged in the ordinary-looking style of so many millions

of women, she can walk among them in Paris, or Rome, or New

York—and be alone. Coat flung open to the breeze, long bob

unwaved and the bangs almost in her eyes, she strides along

in her comfortable flat shoes and swiftly window-shops as

she passes by. You’d have to search behind the dark glasses

for the legendary beauty that is Garbo. . . . Why does she want

to be lost in the crowd? That’s the enigma—nobody knows be-

cause she tells nobody, she gives no interviews. But soon after

these pictures came to Photoplay, something else came that

did much to explain some of the lasting mystery of this

inscrutable star. It was a letter. It ( Continued on page 74)
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DIRK BOGARDE brings back some-

thing Ronald Colman started and

Peter Lawford kept going—America’s

love affair with British actors. Dirk’s

already the number-one romantic idol

at home, and “Song Without End” is

helping to make that world-wide. He

studied art as well as acting and two

of his sketches of D-Day are in the

British War Museum. The others went

to America, but bachelor Dirk sticks

close to his comfortable country home

in Buckinghamshire, nearby London.

ANTHONY GEORGE was supposed to be the star, but

everybody was talking about his “Checkmate” pal, Doug

McClure. It seems his big smile really got them. And what

about Tony? Tall, dark-haired and eligible, he’s been head-

ing for this role since he was a kid in Endicott, New York,

and his father took him to see his first movie. And he’s

great as a private-eye—nobody talked about it because it’s

what they expected from Tony. Still, there’s something in-

triguing about a man who seems to know women so well.

ADAM WADE has the oddest career

switch of the year. One week he was

a biochemist at Salk Hall, where he

worked on the polio vaccine. Then

he took a trip to New York with a

friend who had some songs to sell.

The week after, Adam was a pop

singer. His first record, “Tell Her

for Me,” was a hit and Cashbox and

Billboard both named him “most

promising singer of 1960.” At 24, he

keeps the promise on hit after hit.

JOHNNY BURNETTE sang “You’re

sixteen, you’re beautiful and you’re

mine,” and what girl could help lis-

tening—and looking. Johnny has wavy

dark hair, smoky gray-blue eyes that

crinkle when he smiles (often these

days) and he gets his Southern charm

from the same place as Elvis—Mem-
phis country. In his past: he and

Johnny Cash were partners, as door-

to-door salesmen: he and his brother

Dorsey were partners as singers and

songwriters (of Rick Nelson’s hits).

GRANT WILLIAMS, a smooth,

blondish he-man, surprised nobody

in Hollywood—except possibly him-

self. He’d only come to visit on

“Hawaiian Eye,” when star Bob Con-

rad and the studio were pouting.

When they made up. Bob came home

—and Grant lingered on, too. Why

not? His six-foot-one looks great in

a bathing suit. What’s surprising is

that he had to be talked into it. A
grand-nephew of the famous opera

star, Mary Garden, he started acting

in straw-hat theaters at twelve. But

out of high school, he set to work as

an accountant. Out of the army and

Columbia University, he worked as

a press agent for MCA—until one of

the higher-ups convinced him he

could make news instead of write it.

Best news of all—he’s a bachelor.

Watch for him in “Susan Slade.”



Hwhat’s Hollywood talking about

ROBERT COLBERT has stepped into James Garner’s cos-

tume for “Maverick” and it fits well. Big and handsome—he’s

6'2" and 195 pounds of dark-eyed, curly-haired man—he got

the role because he closely resembles Garner. What he misses

is that natural-born twinkle in Jim’s eyes, but lie’s got other

qualities—he’s a fine athlete who also writes poetry. Peo-

ple are asking, will he put the pep back in “Maverick”?

TONY YOUNG stars

as Cord in “Gunsling-

er,” the hottest new

show on TV. He got

there by being the

bad guy in at least a

dozen westerns. . . .

He’s the son of an

old-time actor, Carlton

Young, but worked

his way in lugging

cartons for a super-

market. Could do—he stands 6'3", weighs 180. He wants

to make a movie with his father, who’s famous for his

clear speech. (Tony’d try not to mumble.) . . . He’s a

bachelor, lives in a Laurel Canyon house and, for fun,

draws cartoons, surf-fishes, rides. He looks like he be-

longs in the great outdoors, but the girl could tame him.

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII1IIIIH

DIANE McBAIN, the tall cool Grace

Kelly-type beauty of “Ice Palace,” will

surprise you in “Parrish.” She really

catches fire. She’s clicked, too, as a reg-

ular on “SurfSide 6.” Now everybody’s

watching to see just how far talent and

brains—plus 5'7" of blond curvy glam-

our—will get a girl who only a few short

years ago rode in Pasadena’s Tourna-

ment of Roses with the unknowns. Her

float won the Sweepstakes prize. Surprise,

anyone? . . . She had never meant to be

an actress. After Glendale High she

wanted college. To finance the deal she

turned model. It opened a door. She

hopes she can learn languages anyway

for all the world-traveling she’s plan-

ning. . . . She reads a lot. Anything she

likes for the first fifty pages she’ll stick

with. She swims, rides a horse and water-

skis, but she does not consider herself the

athletic type. She doesn’t look it, either.

SHELLEY FABA-
RES is the perfect

seventeener. She a-

dores rock ’n’ roll,

bakes a toothy cake.

Only difference be-

tween her and other

teens at Immaculate

Heart High is that

she’s Mary Stone on

TV’s “Donna Reed”

series. She’s also

Nanette Fabray’s niece by a different spelling.

She can hardly wait for January 19th to be

eighteen and in line for the car her father and

mother have promised her. . . . Very vital statis-

tics: she’s a brown-eyed brunette, 5'3" tall,

weighs all of a hundred pounds. She has an older

sister who’s called “Smokey,” also an actress.

PAUL BURKE had people

wondering: Was he a TV
jinx? They starred him in

“Noah’s Ark” and that sank.

So did “Harbor Master” and

“Five Fingers.” On his fourth

try, the New Orleans boy

must have remembered that,

after all, his father was a pro

boxer. Paul pulled himself up

to his full six feet, narrowed

his blue eyes and fought

back. And in “Naked City,”

he’s a knockout. Born July

21, 1926, he has a wife,

Peggy, three children, three

birds, a cat and a dog—and

modern house in Palm

Springs, California, for all.



What’s on tonight?

You’ve got to go out

to see the best! Look for

these new pictures

at your favorite theater

ONE-EYED JACKS
Paramount; Vista-Vision, Technicolor (Adult)

who’s in it? Marlon Brando, Karl Malden,

Katy JuradoA Pina Pellicer.

what’s it about? A bandit’s thirst for

revenge on a double-crossing ex-pal who’s
gone respectable.

what’s special? Magnificent photography,

dwelling on two natural wonders: the Mon-
terey surf, the Brando face.

what’s the verdict? It’s savage, bloody

and beautiful—the first seashore western.

New director Brando really knows what
he’s doing, but we hope experience will

teach him how to do it in less than two hours
and twenty-one minutes.

THE ABSENT-MINDED PROFESSOR
Buena Vista (Family)

who’s in it? Fred MacMurray, Keenan
Wynn, Nancy Olson, Tommy Kirk.
what’s it about? An amazing invention

by an impractical prof who doesn’t care
much about money.
what’s special? Normal-sized basketball

players win a game for once—thanks more
to “flubber” . . . An ancient Model T Ford
makes jet-age science look sick.

what’s the verdict? Not quite as up-

roarious as “The Shaggy Dog,” but it has
the same happy, whimsical Walt Disney
touch, plus a light love interest and a few
neat digs at pompous people.

SATURDAY NIGHT AND
SUNDAY MORNING
Continental (Adult)

who’s in it? Albert Finney, Sbirley Anne

Field, Rachel Roberts.

what’s it about? Fenced-in life and rest-

less loves of a young English factory

worker.

what’s special? Finney’s tough, exact per-

formance as a guy everybody will recog-

nize . . . Shirley Anne’s flip appeal . . .

dreary industrial-city vistas—and their

effect on the citizens.

what’s the verdict? Excitingly honest,

p though it’s hard to feel too sorry for the

“hero.” What does he want? Has he got

the stuff for any better life?
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ROMANOFF AND JULIET
U-I; Technicolor (Family)

who’s in it? Peter Ustinov, Sandra Dee,

John Gavin, Akim Tamiroff.

what’s it about? A hard-to-find (and

hard to believe) little republic called Con-

cordia which doesn’t want to accept aid

from the United States or Russia.

what’s special? The spoofing of inter-

national relations . . . Peter Ustinov’s

polished wit . . . the tale of Romeo and
Juliet done modern-style.

what’s the verdict? Though it doesn’t

rank with last year’s “The Mouse That
Roared” as a political satire, it’s breezy,

colorful—and different!

MISTY
20th; CinemaScope, De Luxe Color (Family)

who’s in it? David Ladd, Pam Smith,

Arthur O’Connell, Anne Seymour.

what’s it about? Two self-reliant orphans

and a beloved pony, from the wild herd of

Chincoteague Island. Virginia.

what’s special? Glorious shots of freely

galloping ponies, unspoiled shorelands . . .

the engaging, natural manner of the two
children.

what’s the verdict? Pleasing movie ver-

sion of a book that’s established as a juve-

nile favorite. On-the-spot filming keeps it

authentic, though the local folks are pretty

awkward at playing themselves.



THE YOUNG SAVAGES
U.A. (Adult)

who’s in it? Burt Lancaster, Shelley Win-

ters, Dina Merrill, Stanley Kristien.

what’s it about? Politics, justice and per-

sonalities clash in the trial that follows a

New York street-gang killing.

what’s special? The sickening reality of

a tenement room where a Puerto Rican
family lives trapped . . . general slum at-

mosphere, towering over the characters in

the story.

what’s the verdict? This is sincerely in-

tended, based on an actual murder case,

but it over-colors already-horrible facts.

And the j.d. girls look too sweet.

POSSE FROM HELL
U-I, Eastman Color (Family)

who’s in it? Audie Murphy. John Saxon.

Zohra Lampert, Vic Morrow, Robert Keith.

what’s it about? Chasing a gang of killer-

kidnappers, a new lawman reluctantly takes

along oddly assorted deputies.

what’s special? Fresh, interesting angle

on the go-it-alone creed of Audie’s hero
(and most movie westerners) . . . Johnny’s
amusingly out-of-place appearance as a

tenderfoot bank clerk, all duded up.

what’s the verdict? Not a pretentious

horse opera, but a brisk, entertaining one.

There’s plenty of shooting, but a dash of

good sense, too.

THE SECRET WAYS
U-I (Adult)

who’s in it? Richard Widmark, Sonja Zie-

mann, Walter Rilla, Senta Berger.

what’s it about? An American adven-

turer’s “strictly business” trip into Hun-
gary, to find an anti-Red leader.

what’s special? Not much of anything.

Those wet, cobblestoned, forever-empty

night-time streets in Europe used to seem
delightfully creepy, but we’ve been chased
down them too often.

what’s the verdict? Routine spy thriller

that never unscrambles its confusion. Actor
Widmark gets no break from producer Wid-
mark or scenarist Mrs. W.

THE SECRET PARTNER
M-G-M (Family)

who’s in it? Stewart Granger, Haya Hara-

reet, Bernard Lee, Conrad Phillips.

what’s it about? Robbery of an office

safe; the chief suspect’s fight to elude cops
and clear himself.

what’s special? Smooth plotting and slick

acting ... a solution that’s a smashing
surprise.

what’s the verdict? When the British put

their minds to it, they can certainly do a

whodunit in style. Our guess was way off

—

see if you’re smarter at picking the guilty

party. (There’s one giveaway clue, but it

slipped past us.)

HIPPODROME
Continental (Adult)

who’s in it? Gerbard Riedmann, Mar-

garet Nunke, Willy Birgel, Walter Giller.

what’s it about? Professional rivalry and

romantic intrigues among circus perform-

ers in Austria.

what’s special? Tbe unusual flavor of

European circus life, different from the

U.S. brand . . . genuinely impressive acts,

from ferocious tigers and a charming clown
to the strangest striptease!

what’s the verdict? Gaudy but generally

satisfying melodrama, with a real old-

fashioned villain. In this show-biz back-
ground, the corny bits seem at home.

OPERATION EICHMANN
Allied Artists (Adult)

who’s in it? Werner Klemperer. Donald

Buka, Ruta Lee, Barbara Turner.
what’s it about? Fictionized account of

the mass-murderer’s career; parallel story

of a Jewish boy who escaped death and
tracked the Nazi down.
what’s special? The Nazis’ chilling at-

tempt at factory-like efficiency in genocide

. . . convincing work by Ruta Lee—in a fic-

tional role (Eichmann’s girl).

what’s the verdict? Rather shallow treat-

ment of a deadly serious subject. It doesn’t

manage to get inside the characters—but p

can an Eichmann be explained?

( Please turn the page)



GO NAKED IN THE WORLD
M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor (Adult)

who’s in it? Anthony Franciosa, Gina

Lollobrigida, Ernest Borgnine.
what’s it about? Love affair of a rich

man’s son and a beauty whose profession

is no help to true romance.
what’s special? The lovely harbor of

Acapulco, Mexico . . . and . . . well, all the

actors go through their paces with a straight

face. That’s quite a trick!

what’s the verdict? Next week—“Ca-

mille”! Poor Ernest and poor Gina ac-

tually have to do the scene about the out-

raged father and the noble prostitute. May-
be it’s better in costume, Garbo style.

TWO LOVES
M-G-M; CinemaScope (Adult)

who’s in it? Shirley MacLaine, Jack

Hawkins, Laurence Harvey, Nobu Mc-
Carthy.

what’s it about? A fine (if unconven-

tional) schoolteacher in New Zealand and
two men who invade her spinster life.

what’s special? That remarkable girl

Shirley! She goes dramatic so splendidly

you forget the funny MacLaine . . . Lau-

rence’s best role since “Room at the Top”
. . . unique Down Under locales (real).

what’s the verdict? Just happened that

P we saved the best till last! This is a

thoughtful, warmly understanding story,

well-rounded, grownup in outlook.
68

For fuller reviews see Photoplay for the

months indicated. For full reviews this month,

see page 66. (a—adult f—family).

ALAMO, THE—U.A.: Technicolor, Todd-AO:
Producer-director-star John Wayne turns a

frontier legend into an epic as hulking and

likable as his screen self. He’s Crockett; Wid-
mark is Bowie; Frankie Avalon sturdily tries

to hold the fort, too. (F) January

ALL IN A NIGHTS WORK—Paramount;
Technicolor: All-in-fun frolic that puts a virtu-

ous office girl (Shirley MacLaine) and her

playboy boss (Dean Martin) through double-

meaning paces. (A) May

BREATHLESS—Films Around the World:
Jean Seberg’s finally at ease, as a beat-type

American girl snared in a Paris love affair with

a young hoodlum (sexy Jean-Paul Belmondo).
Fast, intriguing. (A) April

CIMARRON—M-G-M; CinemaScope. Metro-

color: With Glenn Ford and Maria Schell as a

loving but mismatched pioneer couple, this

Oklahoma cavalcade hits touching and spectacu-

lar moments as it wanders through the years.

(F) April

CIRCLE OF DECEPTION—20th; Cinema-

Scope: Tricky plot, but too much gore as Brad-

ford Dillman carries out a strange spy mission

in Occupied France. (A) May

CRY FOR HAPPY—Columbia; CinemaScope,
Eastman Color: A slightly naughty, fairly fun-

ny service yarn puts Glenn Ford and Donald
O’Connor into Navy uniform to goof off and
chase geishas in Japan. (A) April

EXODUS—U.A.; SuperPanavision 70, Techni-

color: Stirring saga of patriotism, with Paul

Newman as the Israeli hero, Eva Marie Saint as

the American heroine, Sal Mineo and Jill Ha-

worth as unforgettable teenagers who escaped

the Nazis. (A) February

GOLD OF THE SEVEN SAINTS—Warners;
WarnerScope: Tough, businesslike western.

Can goldminers Clint Walker, Roger Moore
guard their wealth against bandits? (A) May

GORGO—M-G-M; Technicolor: Nice meeting
our old pal the prehistoric monster again! Have
some shivers when money-mad Bill Travers

takes the critter to London. (F) May

GREAT IMPOSTOR, THE—U-I: Deliciously

different comedy gives Tony Curtis plenty of

room to swing as he relives the impossible (but

real) life of Ferdinand Demara, man of many
identities. (F) March

HOME IS THE HERO—Showcorporation

:

Good, solid theater from Ireland. Arthur Ken-
nedy keeps pace with the Abbey Players, as

one of a family that builds a new life while the

father is in jail. (A) April

HOODLUM PRIEST, THE—U.A.: Fact-based

and earnestly well-meant, this remains a cops-

and-robbers thriller. As a slum-born priest, Don
Murray tries to save young ex-con Keir Dullea

from more crime. (A) May

KING AND I, THE—20th; Grandeur 70, De
Luxe Color: A new wide-screen process gives

us an even better look at Yul Brynner's Oscar-

winner—and Deborah Kerr. Exquisite musical

(though Thailanders say it twists their his-

tory). (F) September ’56

MILLIONAIRESS, THE—20th; CinemaScope,
De Luxe Color: Will you settle for an amusing
Peter SeUers performance and a Balmain fash-

ion show by Sophia Loren? The G. B. Shaw
plot is pretty silly. (F) May

MISFITS, THE—U.A.: A splendid exit for

Clark Gable, at his best with Marilyn Monroe
and Montgomery Clift, in a vigorous drama of

divorcees and drifters in Nevada. Writer

Arthur Miller and director John Huston rate

applause, too. (A) April

ONE HUNDRED AND ONE DALMATIANS—
Buena Vista; Technicolor: Charming Disney

cartoon dances through London and country-

side scenes while two Dalmatians save their

puppies from evil dog-nappers. (F) March

PEPE—Columbia; CinemaScope, Technicolor:

Wonderful Cantinflas offers fun in jumbo help-

ings, with Dan Dailey, Shirley Jones, loads of

“guest” stars sharing the wistful Mexican’s

Hollywood adventure. (F) March

QUESTION 7—de Rocliemont: Quietly real-

istic story of a preacher (Michael Gwynn) and
his teen-aged son (Christian de Bresson) facing

East German tyranny. (F) May

RAISIN IN THE SUN, A—Columbia: Fine

though stagey closeup of a hardworking Negro
family in Chicago. As wife of rebellious Sidney

Poitier, Ruby Dee supplies a lot of the film’s

great vitality. (A) May

SANCTUARY—20th; CinemaScope: Lee Rein-

ick tries to make sense of a Southern flirt who’s

as mixeil up as the movie. Yves Montand dec-

orates the shocker scenes; Odetta improves the

inspirational stuff. (A) May

SHADOWS—Lion International: Survey of

problems confronting young Negroes in New
York is visually fascinating, dramatically un-

even. Players (led by Lelia Goldoni) made up

the lines as they went along! (A) May

SINS OF RACHEL CADE, THE—Warners;
Technicolor: Angie Dickinson is warmly sym-

pathetic as a medical missionary in a drama of

Africa. Timely, thoughtful, in spite of soap-

opera, jungle-epic echoes. (A) May

SPARTACUS—U-I; Technicolor, Super Tech-

nirama 70: Powerful, intelligently made saga

of ancient Rome. Jean Simmons, Tony Curtis

join leader Kirk Douglas in a slave rebellion

against the corrupt empire symbolized by

Laurence Olivier. (A) January

UNDERWORLD, U.S.A.—Columbia : Okay for

moviegoers who are satisfied with just plenty

of shooting and bashing. Cliff Robertson s a

crook out to smash “the syndicate” for purely

personal reasons. (A) April

YOUNG ONE, THE—Valiant: Haunting at-

mosphere and a nice performance by Key
Meersman, as a backwoods girl in her early

teens, highlight a story of struggle on a lonely

Southern island, also involving Zachary Scott.

Bernie Hamilton. (A) April



OF CURRENT PICTURES

ABSENT-MINDEDPROFESSOR.THE—Buena
Vista. Directed by Robert Stevenson: Ned Brain-

ard, Fred MacMurray; Betsy Carlisle, Nancy
Olson; Alonzo Hawk, Keenan Wynn; Biff Hawk,
Tommy Kirk; Kelly, Forrest Lewis; Hanson,
James Westerfield; Fire Chief, Ed Wynn.

GO NAKED IN THE WORLD -M-G-M. Di-

rected by Ranald MacDougall: Giulctta Cam-
eron, Gina Lollobrigida; Nick Stratton, Anthony
Franciosa; Pete Stratton, Ernest Borgnine;
Yvonne Stratton, Luana Patten; Mary Stratton,

Nancy R. Pollock; Argus Diavolos, Will Kuluva;
Josh Kebner, Philip Ober; Cobby, John Kellogg;
Mary Stratton, Nancy R. Pollock; Diana, Tracey
Roberts; Charles Stacy, Yale Wexler; Parkson,
Rodney Bell; Rupert, John Gallaudet; Jack, Chet
Stratton; Girl, Maggie Pierce, Boy, Bill Smith.

HIPPODROME—Continental. Directed by Ar-
thur Maria Rabenalt: Ruda, Gerhard Riedmann;
Beatrice, Margit Nunke; Cameron, Willy Birgel;
Marianne, Mady Rahl; Dody, Walter Giller;

Willi, Massimo Giuliani; Carl de Vries, Gustav
Knuth; Anita, Sigrid Marquardt; Olga, Gretl
Schorg; John, Fred Bertelmann; Lanzhcim, Heinz
Moog; Riley, Leopold Hainisch.

MISTY—20th. Directed by James B. Clark: Paul
Beebe, David Ladd; Grandpa, Arthur O’Con-
nell; Maureen, Pam Smith; Grandma, Anne Sey-
mour; Eba Jones, Duke Farley.

ONE-EYED JACKS—Paramount. Directed by
Marlon Brando: Rio, Marlon Brando; Dad Long-
worth, Karl Malden; Louisa, Pina Pellicer;
Maria, Katy Jurado; Bob Amory, Ben Johnson;
Lon, Slim Pickens; Modesto, Larry Duran;
Harvey, Sam Gilman; Hozeard Tetley, Timothy
Carey; Redhead, Miriam Colon; Bank Teller,

Elisha Cook; Leader of the Rurales, Rudolph
Acosta; Bartender

,

Ray Teal; Bearded Toztnis-

man, John Dierkes; Flamenco Dancer, Margarita
Cordova; Doc, Hank Worden; Margarita, Nina
Martinez.

OPERATION ElCHMANN—Allied Artists. Di-
rected by R. G. Springsteen: <fldolf Eichmann,
Werner Klemperer; Anna Kemp, Ruta Lee;
David, Donald Buka; Sara, Barbara Turner;
Rudolf Hocss, John Banner; Frau Hocss, Hanna
Landy; Kurt Kessner, Lester Fletcher; Jacob,
Steve Gravers; Daznd as a boy, Jim Baird; Sara
as a girl, Debbie Cannon; Jacob as a boy, Jackie
Russo; Lopez, Paul Thierry; Sanchez, Rudolfo
Hoyos Jr.; Uri Goldmann, Norbcrt Schiller; Hein-
rich Himmler, Luis Van Rooten; Chief of Police,
Oscar Beregi Jr.; Felsner, Theodore Marcuse;
Rostich, Otto Reichow; Driver, Walter Linden;
Hans, Hans Hermann; Klaus. Hans Gudegast;
Ben, Robert Christopher, Cafe Singer, Carla
Lucerne.

POSSE FROM HELL—U-T. Directed by Her-
bert Coleman: Banner Cole, Audie Murphy;
Seymour Kern, John Saxon; Helen Caldzucll,
Zohra Lampert; Crip, Vic Morrow; Capt. Brozvn,
Robert Keith; Marshal Webb, Ward Ramsey;
Johnny Caddo, Rudolph Acosta; Uncle Billy,

Royal Dano; Benson, James Bell; Leo, Lee Van
Cleef; Larson, Ray Teal; Burt Hogan, Frank
Overton; Jack Wiley, Paul Carr; Dr. Welles,
Forrest Lewis; Hash, Charles Horvath; Russell,
Harry Lauter; Chunk, Henry Wills; Luke Gor-
man, Stuart Randall; Burl Hogan, Alan Lane.

ROMANOFF AND JULIET—U-I. Directed by
Peter Ustinov: The General, Peter Ustinov;
Juliet Moulswortli, Sandra Dee; Igor Romanoff

,

John Gavin; Vadim Romanoff, Akim Tamiroff;
Evdokia Romanoff

,

Tamara Shayne; Hooper
Moulszvorth, John Phillips; Beulah Moulszvoi th

,

Alix Talton; Marfa, Suzanne Cloutier; Freddie,
Rik von Nutter.

SATURDAY NIGHT AND SUNDAY MORN-
ING—Continental. Directed by Karel Reisz: Ar-
thur, Albert Finney; Doreen, Shirley Anne Field;
Brenda, Rachel Roberts; Aunt Ada, Hylda
Baker; Bert, Norman Rossington; Jack, Bryan
Pringle; Robboc, Robert Cawdron; Mrs. Bull,
Edna Morris; Mrs. Seaton, Elsie Wagstaffe; Mr.
Seaton, Frank Pettitt ; Woman, Avis Bunnage;
Loudmouth, Colin Blakeley; Doreen's mother,
Irene Richmond; Betty, Louise Dunn; Civil De-
fense Officer, Anne Blake; Drunk, Peter Madden;

Mr. Bull, Cameron Hall; Policeman, Alister
Williamson.

SECRET PARTNER, THE—M-G-M. Directed
by Basil Dearden: John Brent, Stewart Granger;
Nicole, Haya Harareet; Det. Supt. Hanbury,
Bernard Lee; Charles Standish, Hugh Burden;
Det. Insp. Henderson, Lee Montague; Helen
Standish, Melissa Stribling; Alan Richford, Con-
rad Phillips; Clive Lang, John Lee; Ralph B el-

don, Norman Bird; Strakarios, Peter Idling; Lyle,
Basil Dignam; Brinton, William Fox; Vickers,
George Tovey; Dock Foreman, Sydney Vivian;
Man, Paul Stassino; Girl, Colette Wilde; Hotel-
keeper, Willoughby Goddard; McLaren, Peter
Welch; Secretary, Joy Wood; Dentist’s Recep-
tionist, Dorothy Gordon.

SECRET WAYS, THE—XJ.l. Directed by Phil
Karlson: Michael Reynolds

,

Richard Widmark;
Julia,* Sonja Ziemann; Count, Charles Regnier;
Jansci, Walter Rilla; Col. Hidas, Howard Ver-
non; Elsa, Senta Berger; Hermann Shefffer,,
Hubert von Meyerinck; Minister Sakenov, Heinz
Moog; Fat Man, Osker Wegrostek; Border Offi-

cial, Stefan Schnabel; Olga, Elisabeth Newman-
Viertel; Janos, Helmuth Janatsch; Jon Bain-
bridge, John Horsley; Peter, Walter Wilz; Spe-
cial Agent, Raoul Retzer; Language Professor,
Georg Kovary; Sandor, Adi Berber; The Com-
mandant, Jochen Brockmann; Waitress, Brigitte
Brunmuller; The Count's Men, Reinhard Kollde-
hoff, Rudolf Rosner.

TWO LOVES—-M-G-M. Directed by Charles
Walters: Anna, Shirley MacLaine; Paul, Lau-
rence Harvey; Abercrombie, Jack Hawkins; The
Chief, Juano Hernandez; Mrs. Cutter, Norah
Howard; Whareparito, Nobu McCarthy; Mark
Cutter, Neil Wodward; Seven, Alan Roberts;
Hinawaka, Lisa Sitjar; Matawhero, Edmund
Vargas; Headmaster Reardon, Ronald Long.

YOUNG SAVAGES, THE—U.A. Directed by
John Frankenheimer : Hank Bell, Burt Lan-
caster; Karin Bell, Dina Merrill; Mary Di Pace,
Shelley Winters; Dan Cole, Edward Andrews;
Mrs. Escalante, Vivian Nathan; Randolph, Larry
Gates; Lt. Richard Gunnison, Telly Savalas;
Louisa Escalante, Pilar Seurat; Angela Rugiello,
Jody Fair; Jenny Bell, Roberta Shore; Danny
Di Pace. Stanley Kristien; Arthur Reardon, John
Davis Chandler; Anthony Aposto, Neil Nephew;
Zorro, Luis Arroyo; Roberto Escalante, Jose
Perez.
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The whisper flew through Hollywood. “She’s in town.”

from the baffled way they whispered it, they could

only mean Diane Varsi. Two years after she turned her

hack on Hollywood, they said she was here on a secret

visit. No one knew why. No one ever knew about Diane,

loday she spends her time writing poetry and studying.

Her friends say she’s on the brink of poverty. She and
her son Shawn live in San Mateo, California, in a con-

verted office without bathroom, kitchen or phone. It

seems more a camping place than a home, as if Diane

—still searching, still a mystery to herself as well as to

Hollywood—isn’t ready to settle here either. The End

DIANE VARSI

the mystery
that still haunts

Hollywood
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THE GIRL HE

DIDN’T MARRY
Continued from page 21

Christmas. A friendship ring that meant
much more; meant that she was mine.

Then fate and fortune turned the other

cheek. I felt that after doing several TV
shows, I was getting nowhere again. I

asked for my release from the series, and
obtained it. Furthermore, I withdrew from
the Pinky Baldwin singers. It was okay to

play in Hollywood or even Las Vegas,

but then offers began to come in from
other places. I figured I had devoted four

years to making it in the movie capital,

and I was determined to stick it out. And
I’m determined not to disappoint all those

who’ve had faith in me. And that goes for

Connie as well.

“Connie and I aren’t finished,” I repeat

to myself. Frankly though, I can see no
future in continuing our love. She has her

career. I have mine yet to establish.

I still love her. How do you fall out of

love with someone like Connie? Our first

meeting at my agent’s home still remains
vivid in my mind. I was expecting a “movie
star” and then Connie came in wearing a

cotton dress, and her hair was tied in a

ponytail. I swear she looked like she

was only nine-years-old.

My shock wore off moments later when
her bubbling personality took charge. I

was captivated. I couldn’t keep my eyes

off her.

This was in 1957. The ensuing years

have been good to Connie; I’m still strug-

gling. Don’t get me wrong. Connie made
her breaks. Tedious hours were spent per-

fecting herself. She made sacrifices. I re-

spect her for becoming a star strictly on
her own merits.

My career has been like a jigsaw puzzle

with the final piece beyond my reach. I’m
awaiting that one big break and I’m con-

fident it will come.
I remember making the rounds of the

studios with my agent after my first movie.

“You look too young for the part,” a

producer would say. “Your hair is too

light. We need a dark type.”

All this time, Connie gave me confidence

in myself and hope for the future.

I have resolved myself not to hold any
false hopes for our future. Obviously, there

is no guarantee as to what will happen
to my career. Connie and I are in different

worlds today. This is why I believe the

romance is at a stalemate. Where can we
go from here? So perhaps it would be
best if we called it quits. I leave that to her.

Certainly, I hold no regrets. The years

with Connie have been too wonderful.

I haven’t been able to even force myself
to go out with other girls—with one ex-

ception. She is Shari Sheeley. Shari is a

close friend and a very understanding one.

She is a wonderful person and such a

creative talent. She has written some songs
for me and one of them. “Next Time,” I

know will be a smash hit. Our dates are

strictly platonic. Shari knows I’m in love

and hasn’t given up hope that some day
Connie and I will be married.

Connie, I understand, is dating others

now. Frankly, she has always gone out,

even during the time we were so close

to marriage. Mainly because she likes to

have fun. She’s funny that way. If she likes

a person, she enjoys his company strictly

on a date basis. I was jealous of this at

first. I soon found I better make up my
mind to live with it. She’s very independent,

one reason why I fell in love with her.

Besides dating, being seen in the right

places with the right people is part of the

demands of a motion picture career.

Perhaps one day we may resolve the

situation. Several times in the past we
thought it best to part, and we did; always
to reconcile. Maybe this time the stalemate

can’t be reconciled. I don’t know. I do
know I plan to make a name in show busi-

ness. I have too much at stake to give up.

My first marriage failed probably be-

cause I had this determination. I married
right out of high school, and my wife

couldn’t understand why I wanted bigger

things out of life. I had a job as a machin-
ist, and that was fine with her. The battles

ensued until it was unfair to our three

boys to live under constant bickering and
tension. I’m very happy for my former
wife, who has married a man who loves

her and the boys very much.
Connie and I still see each other, if only

occasionally.

We both have full lives ahead of us.

Only time will tell if one day I’ll be in a

position to ask Connie Stevens again to be
Mrs. Gary Clarke. The End

See Connie in “Susan Slade” and “Par-

rish,” for Warners. She’s also on ABC-TV’s
“Hawaiian Eye,” Mondays, 9 P.M. EDT.
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A HAPPY ENDING

Continued from page 31

seem from all that dating. People said

that he’d like to get off the hook—but

didn’t quite know how to do it.

When we saw George, which was after

Susan had already left, he himself was
packing to go back to Hollywood. His
mother, who was sitting on the sun-

splashed patio just outside his room, was
saying that there had been something so

special about having George home this

time. And not the least of it, she felt, had
been Susan’s visit.

“Mom?” It was George calling for help

again. “Have you seen my reflector?” The
glamorous Anne Stevens Potter Hamilton
Hunt Spalding got up from the black and
white chaise lounge, a slim, elegant figure

in black pique with her coal-black hair

severely drawn back into a chignon. She
walked across the patio into his room.

Photographs lined the walls. There was
one of her with Rock Hudson, another with

Mae Murray and Franchot Tone. But none
of George. He joked about that and said

that one day he was going to put up his

own picture.

Anne looked round at the confusion of

coats, neckties and the collapsible exer-

cise bar her son carried when he traveled

on location and lived in hotels.

Unerringly, she scooped up a handful of

shirts and found the reflector.

“I’ll say this for you,” she said, “if

you marry, you’re going to need fifteen

people around to pick up after you.”

George was barefoot and wearing white

shorts and a white monogrammed T-shirt.

He sat down on the cluttered bed.

“And all I have to say,” he answered,

“is the studio sent me home to put on

weight, and what happens? I lose five

pounds on your cooking.”

It was an old joke—-but all their own.

Glamorous Anne Spalding is famous for

making “best-dressed women” lists, but not

for ber cooking. In the “hectic time since

George began his quick climb to popular-

ity, she has often kept house for him in

Beverly Hills, even gone along on location.

But she’s still far from being at borne in

a kitchen.

Neither is black-eyed Susan. During her

visit, more often than not it had been

George who fixed the late snacks when
the houseman was off duty. But in the

mornings, Mrs. Spalding told us, Susan
had sometimes come down from her second

floor bedroom, approached by a winding
staircase from the patio, and played at

making breakfast. She’d been painstak-

ingly careful about preparing the toast

and coffee. And she always remembered
exactly how much cream and sugar George
liked.

She attracted attention

p
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She was a pleasant guest. She enjoyed

going marketing and on household errands

with George’s mother. And when she met
the family’s friends, she was always gra-

cious about looking at photographs of this

one’s baby and hearing about that one’s

grandchild. His mother remarked that

wherever Susan went, she attracted at-

tention—not by working at it—but by her

beauty, lemimmty and genuine interest.

“I don't know when I’ve met a girl I

liked as much,” she said. And George, talk-

ing long distance to a friend, reported,

“Susan has taken Palm Beach by storm.”

But at no time during the month-long
visit was Susan introduced as the girl

George will marry. He made it clear that

the day he and his bride-to-be, whoever
she may be, are ready to make their plans

known—that’s when he’ll answer questions

on the subject. And in Hollywood people

were remembering that more than a year

ago he had said, “I like Susan better than

any girl I know, but I don’t intend to get

married until my career is further along.”

Meanwhile the two young people en-
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Sea Nymph swimsuit
new vork, n. Y Saks 34th

Philadelphia, pa John Wanamaker
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ATLANTA, CA. J. P. Allen
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Watch for Vicki Trickett, Mickey Callan and
Joby Baker in “Gidget Goes Hawaiian” (Col.)

joyed a dream month in which they were
very close. They rode around in George’s
dark red Alfa-Romeo with the top down,
drinking in the soft, sub-tropical air.

George is very good at tennis, and they
played so often that Susan got good. They
went to swimming parties, tea dances,
formal dinners and cocktail parties.

There’s a little game that Susan and
George play at parties. If he can’t remem-
ber somebody’s name in order to introduce
her, she comes forward, stretches out her
hand cordially and says, “I’m Susan
Kohner.” If she’s the one who’s stuck for

a name, George does the same for her.

They do it so smoothly that only people
who’ve seen them together often are aware
of their little trick. And the amazing thing
is that they do it without signals. Without
any signs, each is aware of the other’s need.

It’s because they’re so much alike, say
some. Friends point out that Susan’s a per-

fect lady and George’s manners are just

as smooth. You can always count on George
to do the graceful, courteous thing, they

say. Same with Susan—and it’s one of the

things he appreciates about her.

Others argue that they’re not one bit

alike. They might both come from prom-
inent families, but their backgrounds are

different as day from night. So are they.

Both sides of the story

There’s a lot to be said for both sides,

and from Mrs. Spalding we learned a

great deal about George that we never

knew before.

When Susan was twelve and just begin-

ning to develop her personality, George was
living in a fashionable section of New
York, and sharing in his mother’s sophis-

ticated life. He would telephone her dur-

ing his lunch hour in school and pretend

to be one of her admirers. One day he
would be Spanish, the next day French.

That was George—a flair for excitement

and romance even at twelve. He could mix
a dry martini with the lemon peel twisted

just right when he was thirteen, though
he didn’t drink then. At the age when
most boys monopolize dinner conversation

with talk of their baseball team or their

first dance, George sat back and listened

to talk of gay adult parties and dances.

When he was living in Boston (one of

his stepfathers was a Boston stockbroker),
he and his two brothers helped his mother

fill five hundred Christmas stockings for

underprivileged children. “The boys got

so carried away they began throwing their

own favorite toys into the stockings,” Mrs.

Spalding recalls.

But the toys wouldn’t be missed; there

were always new ones, new games, any-

thing they wanted—those were the good
times. And when bad times came along,

George never worried. Somehow, things

worked out when his mother married

again, there was a new round of parties,

new friends, a new father. And George al-

ways managed to come out on top.

He knew what he wanted, and he didn t

mind working, if he had to, to get what

he wanted. He’s had a variety of jobs from

delivery boy to “press agent” for a florist!

To Susan, who led a protected, sheltered

life, George’s mad escapades and high liv-

ing must have seemed like something one

read about in books. Though they’re both

at home in formal surroundings, their lives



have been completely, totally different.

She grew up in a large home in Beverly

Hills, the daughter of a well-known Holly-

wood agent and a famous Mexican actress.

Their home was filled with handsome men
and beautiful women—stars like Lana
Turner, Gregory Peck and Tyrone Power.

But to Susan, who was filled with the

dreams and make-believe of childhood,

these were just grownups who didn’t have
to go to bed early or go to school, and
went to the office in the morning, just like

Daddy.
When she was alone in her room or out-

side sitting on the hill that was as big as

a mountain, she was happiest. She loved

her make-believe world. It was easier to

talk to her dolls than to people, and she

didn’t have many friends. Her best friends

were the characters in the stories she wrote
—Timothy Mouse and the cat called Cross
Patch.

She wanted friends

But by the time she entered the West-
lake School for Girls in the seventh grade,

she had made up her mind that she wanted
to be popular and have friends and not be
alone so much. She lost some of her shy-

ness, joined committees and was elected

president of her class. But she still led a

sheltered life. Her mother brought her up
quite strictly according to American stand-

ards. She wasn’t allowed to date until her
late teens, and even then, she wasn’t
allowed to be driven by her date. Her fa-

ther used to take Susan and her date to

their destination, and then pick them up
afterward and bring them home.

This is a lot different from George’s
background. It’s true that he came from a

wealthy, society background. (His mater-
nal grandmother was one of the First

Families of Virginia.) But he had a crazy,

mixed-up youth. He is reported to have
attended twenty-five prep schools, and his

Auntie Mame-Iike mother married and di-

vorced her way through society circles in

New York, Boston and Palm Springs. As
wealthy as he was at certain points in his

life, he was dead broke at others. His life

consisted of gay parties, fancy cars, travel

and excitement. He’s been the escort of

Wendy Vanderbilt, Daphne Fairbanks and
Zsa Zsa Gabor, but he doesn’t seem to be
fazed in the least by it. He doesn’t believe

in taking life seriously—at least he hasn’t

up to now.

An old-fashioned girl

Yet, as different as their lives have been,
George and Susan have managed to date
for over a year in seeming accord except
for one subject—marriage. Susan is an
old-fashioned girl, and despite the glam-
orous life she’s led since she became an
actress, she wants to settle down and “live

happily ever after” like in the fairy tales

she used to read long ago when she sat

on that hill that was as big as a mountain.
She believes that you grow up, meet a man,
fall in love and get married. But George
is still looking for the excitement that he
knew when he was growing up. He admits
quite frankly that he would be bored to

death with an everyday type of life, and
intends to make an adventure of his. He
wants travel and excitement. He thinks
nothing of flying to Caracas for a week-
end. In fact, his mother says, “If things get
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nous lipstick shade, “Enchante Pink,”

touched with a dollop of blue to dazzle

a smile. Perma-Dew formula, $1.35*
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too quiet, George likes to stir them up a

bit.” He can do this and still remain master

of the situation. Nothing scares him. He
has said, “Mother always has been adven-

turous and unconventional, and life is

never dull around her. I think perhaps it

is because of her convictions that I try

to live with style and without fear.”

But there’s another side of George, too.

He has a poetic streak, and perhaps it

is this that is the basis of his relationship

with Susan. His mother remembers once

when he was a little boy, and he stared

up at the night sky and pointed out a

bright constellation. “Look at the little

piece of daylight.” he marvelled.

She says that there will always be some-

tiling for him to marvel at, and he will

always want to point it out to the woman
he loves. But perhaps it is Susan who is

showing him the things to marvel at.

Susan, who still clings to the romance and
poetry of the make-believe world of her

childhood. Maybe this is what George
needs, maybe this is what he really wants,

but has never been able to express. Susan
would certainly be the girl to fill these

needs. And according to bis mother, George
has definite ideas about how to treat a

girl. He never asks, “What would you like

to do?” He believes the only question to

ask is, “Would you care to go out?” From
then on it’s his responsibility to plan the

evening.

The decision is his

From the story of Susan’s background,

GRETA GARBO
Continued from page 63

was from a young mother who remembered
a curious encounter.

She wrote: My son, then four years old,

and I were in New York City’s Central

Park. We lolled on a grassy plot near

Sail Boat Pond while I spun him a wood-
land story about blue bells and violets

and a little dog who went, “Snigg!”
I don’t know when I first became aware

of a couple apparently searching for some-

thing. They had been walking around us

repeatedly in a wide circle.

Now, talking whimsy confidentially to

one’s offspring is one thing—being over-

heard by strange adults is another. Feeling

a bit foolish, I lowered my voice and
watched them.

Why, I wondered, would a man so finely

dressed in continental style be wandering
around a public park? With those clothes,

his proper setting should be the terrace

of a private club. He was distinguished . . .

silver haired . . . and he did not seem
too keen on participating in this search!

The actions of his woman companion
provided interesting contrast. There was
nothing half-hearted in them. Head down,
concentrating, intently poking her walking

stick here or there, she seemed serious as

a child who had misplaced a treasure.

Idly, I kept my gaze upon her. Suddenly

she raised her head and I was looking right

at the magnetic face of a living legend!

Fragments from her films flashed in my
memory. “Queen Christina,” “Camille,”

it seems that George’s strong, masculine
ways could give her the sense of security

that she needs. But it is up to him to make
up his mind.

Mrs. Spalding says, “I respect my son's

judgment because he has proven himself

in everything else. He will prove it in the

selection of a wife. George is running true

to form in his taste by selecting Susan to

go out with. She is a sensitive, sweet,

thoughtful, wonderful person. What they

decide is their own personal business, and,”
she added, “I wish the world would leave

them alone to make their decision thought-

fully.”

Susan told the press that they would be

announcing their engagement officially very

soon, but at that time George said nothing.

He guards his personal life, and he has

learned to fend off questions about his

private affairs as skillfully as he learned to

fend for himself early in life. He’s inclined

to plan his life very carefully. Once, he

said, “People sometimes get married and
have a child—a third person to love—be-

fore they have fully learned to love each

other.” But whether or not he means this

as an indication that he and Susan will

wait quite a while longer, George didn't

say. We learned a lot about George from
his mother. They’re little things really, but

they’re what made George what he is, and
in the sum of them lies the answer to

whether Susan’s love story will have a

happy ending. —Julia Corbin

Be sure to see Susan and George co-star-

ring in “By Love Possessed,” for U.A.

“Anna Karenina,” “Ninotchka”! Why, dur-

ing my early youth, it was she who had
moved me to tears or laughter or swept
me off on clouds of love. At those recollec-

tions I became as breathless as a teenager.

I tried not to let her see my start of rec-

ognition—I went on recounting the story.

But my excited heart was thudding.

And her appearance? It was a pleasure

to see . . . the luminous jewel-toned eyes,

the grace of movement and the felt in-

tensity of her. Hatless, she wore her dark

brown hair in a simply cut, unwaved coif.

Tumbled bangs looped halfway over her

broad forehead. She wore a black coat and
her feet were in low heeled black pumps.
“Why they’re no bigger than my own!”

All those stories about her big feet!

A sweet, sad smile played hide and
seek around the corners of her mouth.
Though aware of her companion’s re-

strained restlessness to be off, she lingered.

I strained my ears . . .

“Oh, no, no! Wait a little,” coaxed the

husky voice. “I don’t want to go, yet. I

really would like to find it, you know.”
“What on earth are they looking for?”

I said aloud to my little boy.

The man paused quite near to us. I

became daring.

“Just what are you looking for?” I asked.

“A green marble,” said he. “We hid it

here for fun. Now we can’t find the blamed

thing!”

A marble? But then “marble” just could

be his word for a stone in the 50 or 100

carat category!

I felt the urge to become further ac-

quainted—yet I was embarrassed at asking

for an autograph.

But then how?



I felt a tug at my hem. It was my little

blond boy making his bid for attention.

He was sprawled against me, his muddy
feet resting comfortably on my best peasant

skirt as though it were an old apron.

“Imagine,” I exclaimed, taking him in

my arms. “It’s spring and they are marble

hunting!” I spoke to her through my little

boy. I wanted her to know I understood;

that hunting for a green marble was the

perfect thing to do on a spring day!

Though my boy did not catch the mes-

sage, the one for whom it was intended

obviously did. Thereafter she sent a flock

of her sad, sweet smiles my way—and con-

tinued to poke leisurely about in the grass.

Eventually she stopped exactly parallel

to where we were, although still some feet

away.
Reaching down quickly she picked up

something.

“Oh—I’ve found it!” she called to her

companion in her throaty tones.

He gave a slight indulgent smile and
said nothing.

I did, though. I wanted to prolong this

moment.
“Good—good!” 1 flung my arms out

and addressed myself to the small boy
on my lap. “They have found it! Isn't that

lovely?”

At that she began impulsively walking
toward me. I sat quiet and expectant.

Stopping in front of me, she gave a

tender, sidelong glance at the child, then

leaned over to ask: “Would he like some
ice cream because I have found it? Would
he?”
My mouth did not fall open, but it

wanted to! To go with her and eat ice

cream? What would we talk about? Would
my little boy behave?
“Why, he’d love it,” I gasped.
“Wonderful!” She pressed something

into my hand. It was money! A folded bill.

Then walking swiftly away, she joined
her companion on the path beyond. They
strode toward Fifth Avenue. But just be-

fore the bend, she looked back.

Impulsively I raised my arm high to

give her a hearty wave. She waved gaily

back to me. We had spoken less than
twenty words to each other directly—yet
someone walking by might have thought
the two of us were longtime friends saying
farewell.

“Who was that lady, Mommy?” my boy
asked.

“One of the most beautiful and talented

women that ever was,” I told him.

“Then why is she so shy?”
Why indeed! I had to think about that.

Had she really been shy with us today?
Or as the world called her—aloof? Hadn’t
she actually drawn very near in this fleet-

ing moment, and given us just a glimpse of

a friendly heart—just before she skittered

away?
It was all too complicated for my little

boy. But I tried. I told him, “You and the
whole world—you call Greta Garbo shy.

But do you know something, darling? I

think she really wanted to be friends with
Mommy today. And she was—just a little

—and I will never forget her as long as I

live.”

So many people will never forget Garbo
—those who saw her on the screen

; the
lucky ones who met her face to face. Per-
haps this story will help them to remember
her as less a mystery and more a woman.

—Judith Field
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WHEN LIZ WAS
DYING

Continued from page 34

She continued to wait, scarcely moving,

as if perhaps a movement of hers could

somehow upset the delicate balance of life

and death that was going on inside that

room. Earlier that night, she had been on

the other side of that closed door. For a

brief moment, Liz had stirred from her

coma. She seemed to want to say some-

thing and a nurse bent close to hear the

words. There was still a tube in her throat,

to help in her struggle for breath, but

painfully she managed to whisper : “I want
my mother.”

Sara Taylor came to stand by the bed-

side, staring anxiously down at her daugh-

ter. But Liz, her long black hair tied back
from her face with a piece of surgical

gauze, did not recognize her mother.

Days later, Liz was to say that, as she

slipped into unconsciousness—just before

she was rushed to the hospital—the

thought of death came to her. It must
have lingered with her, she said, during

the days when the doctors fought to save

her from it. And when she lay dying, the

last person Liz called for was her mother.

lo those who had heard the rumors that

were circulating so furiously around Lon-

don, it must have seemed a strange call.

Almost as if Liz wanted to make a death-

bed reconciliation.

She had called for her mother. In Lon-

don, where Liz had been born, there was
a whispered question: Did Liz, at the last

moment, want to wipe away all that had
been wrong between them? They hinted

that there had been much that was wrong.
Liz and her mother had never been close,

they said, had never gotten along. In place

of love, they said, there was only cool

politeness between this mother and daugh-

ter. They said that Liz blamed her mother
for forcing her into a childhood career and
that she had told her friends how much
she admired her brother Howard for stand-

ing up to their mother and refusing to be-

come an actor, too.

They remembered how, when she was
only fifteen, Liz had begun to rebel against

her mother, how she had appeared in the

studio commissary, her face piled with

makeup, in low-cut peasant blouses and
long gypsy earrings.

They remembered how, when her first

marriage to Nicky Hilton broke up, Liz

had fled from her mother’s home. For a

while, she had no place else to go. Each
night she would call different friends to

ask if they had a place for her.

They remembered that, when Liz mar-

ried Mike Wilding, her mother was left

out of her plans. When the first baby came,
relations between Liz and her mother re-

laxed a little, but people said Sara Taylor
still was not consulted or really taken into

Liz’s confidence.

They remembered that when Mike Todd
died, Liz’s mother did not go to his funeral.

They remembered that, even after the

greatest tragedy in her life, Liz had turned
in her grief to her friend. Dr. Kennamer,
to her friend Arthur Loew and his sister,

to her brother Howard and his family, to

her friends Debbie and Eddie Fisher. To
anyone, they said, but her mother.

It must have been hard for Mrs. Taylor,

they said. Throughout the years that Liz

faced trouble and illness and deep grief,

her mother never seemed to be the one to

whom Liz turned.

“I want my mother”

Except now. When she thought she was
dying, Liz had whispered: “I want my
mother.”

These are the rumors that rippled

through London. Is there any truth to

them? Did Liz call for her mother to make
a deathbed reconciliation?

The pictures you saw on pages 32 and 33

are the answer. They are printed in

Photoplay for the first time anywhere.

They show a reunion that few people knew

FIRST PICTURES of Liz as she poses

with Eddie after her illness and then as

she is carried from the plane on her way

to California. There was a cylinder of

oxygen among her luggage and Eddie

explained she was “a sick girl” and

needed rest. Liz didnt speak but she

managed a smile—she was going home.

6



about. In Caliiornia. Liz and Her mottier

and father met quietly. In a way, it might

be called a reconciliation. It had been a

long time since Liz and Eddie had gone
home together to California. First the wait-

ing period for Eddie’s divorce and then the

scandal had kept them away. And the

people in London who remembered so

much had forgotten something too—how
Sara Taylor had stood by her daughter
through that scandal and her marriage to

Eddie Fisher. But if there had been an

estrangement between Liz and her mother,

and then a reconciliation, it took place in

California— before Liz came so close to

death.

That day at the airport, when Mrs. Tay-

lor watched her daughter’s plane take off,

it must have been with a lighter heart than

at other times when they’d parted. For now
everything was arranged; she knew they

would see each other again—and soon. In

a short while, it was all set for her, too,

to fly to London and to be with Liz to

celebrate her twenty-ninth birthday. That
day, Liz had looked so well-tanned and
rested and happy. There was no sign to

tell Mrs. Taylor that tragedy was near,

that only a short week alter she flew to her

daughter’s side, Liz would be in the

hospital.

It had started as a cold, and the birthday
celebration had had to be postponed.
Somehow, perhaps it was the London
climate that had altvays been bad for Liz,

it had developed into influenza and then

rapidly lnio me almost iaiai pneumonia.
In London, Mr. and Mrs. Taylor took a

room at the Dorchester Hotel, on the same
floor as Liz and Eddie’s suite. Photoplay’s
correspondent in London interviewed a

number of people close to the scene, in-

cluding Sue Cardoza, Liz’s young personal

secretary, in order to get at the truth about
what happened in London between Liz

and her mother.

A woman of dignity

Most people who had seen her and Liz

together thought they seemed very close

at that time. Miss Cardoza told Photoplay
that when Liz knew that she would have
to go to the hospital, her first thoughts
were of her mother. She knew her mother
worries a great deal about her health.

“Mother always worries so,” Liz fretted.

During the time that Liz was critically

ill, her mother and father lived in a room
at the hospital. Time after time, in talking

to people about Mrs. Taylor, the word
“dignified” was used to describe her. “You
always saw a book in Mrs. Taylor’s hand.”
Miss Cardoza said, “and she seemed cheer-

ful and considerate, although you could

see that underneath it all she was in great

Why did the American

Cancer Society grant

this man $688,000?

With $688,000 in research
grants. Dr. Papanicolaou devel-

oped the Pap Smear, a detection

aid for uterine cancer that has

saved the lives of 175,000 women!
stress. Whenever she went into the room,
she would clench her fists and grit her

teeth, although she would try hard not to

let Liz know her true feelings. She always
had a smile for her.”

Perhaps as a Christian Scientist and a

person of great faith, Mrs. Taylor never

doubted for one moment that her daughter
would recover. She sat on a chair in the

corridor outside her daughter’s room, fully

dressed, all night, that night Liz almost

died. She sat quietly, drinking tea and
once, when someone urged her. she nibbled

at a cookie, as if to please them. Beside

her was Mr. Taylor about whom the word
dignified was also used.

“Mrs. Taylor conducted herself beauti-

fully,” Miss Cardoza said, “with dignity and
courage. She always talks fondly of Liz and
adores Eddie and, of course, the kids. In

fact, Mrs. Taylor tried, every night, to

come back to the hotel for a few minutes
in time to say goodnight to the children.”

To those close to the scene, there seemed
indeed a very warm family feeling all

around and particularly between mother
and daughter. If this had not always been
there in the past, they feel it is Eddie,

whose own family is so closely knit, who
brought Liz and her mother together now.
And there is something else, too.

Liz is not the first young girl to reach

fifteen and rebel. There are always misun-
derstandings that split a mother and
daughter apart. And for the lucky ones
there comes a moment when the girl’s con-

fusions are over . . . when the secret yearn-

ings are satisfied . . . when love is found.

There is no longer a feeling of abandon-
ment in the wide world; there is now the

peace and security that you can lose with

childhood and find again with love. For a

girl like Liz, this love can give back a

mother, too. Confident in love, with a fam-
ily of her own now. she can understand
what was misunderstood before. She can
offer now a heart as whole as it was in

childhood. She can, in her most terrible

hour, call out to her mother.

—Milt Johnson

Liz stars in “Butterfield 8” for M-G-M.

H IS FULL NAME is Dr. George N.

Papanicolaou. He allows himself

to be called “Dr. Pap,” which un-

doubtedly is a great time-saver for his

busy laboratory colleagues. He is re-

sponsible for saving the lives of many
thousands of women.

Dr. Pap pioneered the Pap Smear—
a cell examination that is used to de-

tect uterine cancer in its early stages,

when the chances for cure are great-

est. Uterine cancer (the second most

common cancer in women) causes

14,000 deaths a year. Today, if every

woman had the quick, simple

examination called the Pap
Smear once a year, there would

be a uterine cancer cure rate of

nearly 100%.
Your contribution to the

American Cancer Society has

made Dr. Pap’s great work pos-

sible. It will continue to help

men like him attain their ulti-

mate goal—a cure for all cancer

!

Guard your family. Fight can-

cer with a checkup and a check.
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A SINGLE MAN
Continued, from page 40

that shows (not skin buried under sixteen

layers of pancake), and girls who walk
free, not mincing down the street like in a

plaster cast! I have eyes, I like to see

what’s to see.

Personally, I’d like to write letters to

these lovely girls everywhere, but I’m driv-

ing like the wind from town to town, all

over America, seeing the country and not

like a tourist. This little black boat of mine
flies. It’s all black, my favorite color, with

red leather upholstery.

It was first delivered to New York and
I’d gone west. My kid brother Paul had
a ball. He’s a tough guy, fourteen. He’d
go sneaking around in my car taking his

girls out. He wrote “Guess what, George,

I’m a big wheel!” The girls come up to the

house and watch the show on television

and then they tell him he’s much better

looking than his brother. Oh, he’s enjoying
the whole bit. Then someone from Frank-
lin, Pennsylvania, read in the paper about
my car being at one end of the country

and me at the other and offered to bring

it west. That broke Paul all up. “I’m no
wheel without a wheel,” he wrote me.
“Bring my car back!” Did you get that?

His car.

I get lost

But I need it myself. We’re in small

towns pretty often and without a car you’re

sunk. We have a good time, we cruise

around at night, we visit the penny ar-

cades, Marty Milner and me and the rest

of the crew. We have a lot of laughs. The
studio is constantly losing us. That’s be-

cause weather conditions are unpredictable

so we have to keep on the move to shoot

where it’s right for the show.

But we have fun. In a penny arcade,

Marty and I will start acting crazy. We’ll

get a run of three, josh the ball around
trying to get it in a corner, make such
to-do, the girls gather around. They think

we’re nuts. Marty’s married, so I have the

girls all to myself, and I immediately fancy
myself a modern Don Juan. I can always

nope, can t lr tne wondertul thing is that

a stranger, like this, in a strange town,
you meet girls who know the town, and
they know who we are because they’ve

seen the show. They guide me to the good
restaurants, to the places that are fun. I

love the arcades and I’m a pretty good
shot. I was the best shot with a forty-five

in my Marine outfit. As a matter of fact,

I taught the officers, and I got a big kick

out of it when they’d finish shooting and I

could say, “Pick up your brass—pause,

pause, pause—Sir.”

If that sounds cocky, I am. Or put it this

way. I’ve always believed in myself. I had
to. And if you believe in yourself you can
do anything. If you’re born in a poor fam-
ily. in a section of town where life is pretty

miserable, this is the only way to survive.

No one believes in anything. So you be-

lieve in yourself, build your own fortress.

Go your own way.
I came from as far East as you can come

—Astoria, New York. My dad had a couple
of restaurants when I was little but he lost

them, he lost everything, and at that time
he had a wife and five kids to support. It

was a bitter time for my parents. There
was no food, nothing. It was right then I

began to fence a bit for myself. My mother
was working in a factory and my dad got

jobs in other people’s restaurants as a

cook. He was a pretty good cook, too. When
we wanted to tease my mother we’d say,

“We can tell who cooked this
l”

But there

wasn’t much kidding.

I was the odd ball

I don’t know that we kids were scared.

When you live where everything is miser-

able. it’s just the natural course of events.

You don’t look at the future, you look at

what’s happening this minute. If you are

drowning, you think no further than keep-

ing your mouth out of water. There were
seven of us kids, my sister Mary (who’s

married now, lives in Florida and has

three kids), my brother Bob (who’s a

production wheel on the show. His name is

Harold but they call him Bob). Then me.
My brother Alex came next, he died as a

little boy. Then my sister Cleopatra, who
is called Pat, and my brother Constantine,

who is called Gus, and my kid brother

Paul, who is called Paul. We were always
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basically close but 1 was the odd ball who
traveled by myself. No gang. Who needed
it? I could always defend myself, I was
very independent. I still am. This is some-
thing girls either hate or love, this inde-
pendence. Some of them don’t understand
it, I think it scares them. Others like it,

it reminds them of a prehistoric man.
But it was strictly my reaction to my
environment.

My parents were born in Greece and
they wanted to keep that culture alive. I

was sent to a Greek night school where
my brother and sister were already study-

ing. I resented this. If I went to school all

day I wanted my nights free. Besides, I

was American. One hundred and fifty-five

percent. Three days of me in the Greek
school and our whole family was thrown
out. But recently when I visited Greece
on my way back from the Israeli location

of “Exodus,” I found that I had a real

simpatico for the old Greek culture. Not
the Byzantine Greeks, but the old, old

Greeks of Socrates’ time. I’d look at those

statues and they looked like brothers.

Those old Greeks were independent think-

ers, they took no garbage. They were tough
in a good way, as plenty of New York kids

are tough. Good tough. You get that way
out of necessity.

Like when I was nine and broke my
wrist. I went across the street to a doctor’s

office, holding my broken wrist and he said

I’d have to be X-rayed. Flushing Hospital

was a half mile awav. The doctor wouldn’t

take me. I walked. When I got there, they

wouldn’t set it without my mother’s per-

mission to give an anaesthetic. I wouldn’t

dream of bothering my mother. So they

set it without an anaesthetic, bandaged it

up, and I walked home. My dad gave me
fifty cents a week to go to the hospital and
have the bandage changed. I went to the

drugstore, bought twenty-five cents’ worth
of bandage and did it myself.

A big, wild wheel

I was a wild kid. At Flushing High
School I was a really big wheel, a political

genius, I ran the whole school. Naturally,

with my grades, I couldn’t be class presi-

dent. but I ran the elections, picked the

candidates, did the campaigns, sat on the

Student Council and all the rest of it.

My girl was a pretty Italian girl named
Toni. She had a sense of humor and, even

better, she really liked me so that just

being with her I felt alive. Which I didn’t

feel at home. At home, my parents didn't

understand me. They tried to discipline me
their way, they’d lock me in my room. I’d

go right out the window. I started staying

at one fellow’s house or another’s. Finally,

I decided not to finish school at all and
joined the Marines. About now, Toni’s

mother buttonholed me and suggested that

1 either marry Toni or stop dating her. You
know the answer to that. And by the time

I got out of service, she was married.

Well, I had decided I wasn’t going to be

a dog in life. A dog is a perfectly nice

animal, but it eats when you feed it, goes

out when you open the door. I’d met quite

a number of dogs in service. I’d also noticed

that diplomas impress people. They don’t

impress me. But I moved back home, went

back to high school, the same place, Flush-

ing High, and graduated. Then I moved
into New York and tried singing. I also

tried singing in Chicago. In Chicago I



spent most of the time pushing fat ladies

around a dance floor in a dance studio.

Sometimes, when they couldn’t possibly

dance, I’d have them put their toes on my
toes and I’d literally shove them around.

New Year’s Eve that year, I sang at a party

and was “discovered.”

From then on for some time; I sang with

four other fellows and a girl ; we called

ourselves “The Mariners.” We toured

around in a drafty old car and I tried to

figure out why I was always on the outside,

nearest the window. They told me—I was
the warmest of the group and I not only

sat by the door, but they flipped coins to

see who’d sit next to me. When I moved
back to New York, they probably had to

get an electric heater.

I think the toughest time of my life came
next. I went to a singing teacher who
destroyed my voice. Within three weeks
my throat was bleeding every time I tried

to sing. I was working as an elevator oper-

ator at the Roxy for $28 a week. I had a

room, a real mess, on the East Side for ten

a week. T took it because it was all black,

my favorite color. It was so small you had
to go sideways between the bed and the

dresser to close the window, and closing

the window did no good. There were no

blankets, the place was freezing, and I took

cold. My poor throat, which was in trouble

from singing lessons, now got into more
trouble.

The health juice man

After my tonsils were yanked, things

began to pick up. An old German
actor named Hans von Twardofski saw
me trying to get a singing job and told

me I was an actor. I thought he was crazy,

but as I couldn’t earn a living singing. I

began taking acting lessons with him. I

also got a job, six to ten in the window
of a health restaurant called The Salad

Bowl. I stood in the window making vege-

table juice and people thought look at that

nut, and look at those muscles, so they

came in and drank some. I drank it too. I

still do. I carry a juice machine around
with me and anything that grows—water-

cress, cucumbers, dandelions, parsley—it

all goes into the juicer. I love raw foods,

everything natural. Everything that grows.

I even like meat natural—raw, but I make
a concession ; in restaurants I order it

charred outside and raw inside. If it’s

warm, it’s too done.

No question, I was a kook. I loved black
clothes, black slacks, black sweatshirts

with collars and whatever I wore, my girl

Marta wore. We were, you might say, ec-

centric. Also, when I mentioned I liked

faces fresh, she stopped wearing any
makeup, even lipstick. She had long black
hair, she began to look like a comic strip

heroine. However, she’s married very hap-
pily, too. They all marry after they leave

me.
The one I wanted to marry was Mary, a

delicate little dancer who fit just under
my arm. She had big green eyes that re-

acted to everything you said, like a child,

wondering, appreciative. She was Hun-
garian, she was exquisite, and so delicate

that I felt she really needed me. But Mary
was very devout in her religion and she
would only marry me if I would accept her
faith and adhere to it. This I couldn’t
promise to do. I may be a lot of things, but
I’m also honest.

That’s one of the things I want to say

about acting. I think many people feel

that acting is play acting—a sort of lie.

Well, there are two kinds of actors, the

kind that brings his own life to the stage

and the kind that brings the stage to real

life. I’m in the first category. Anything I

do on the screen is logical, human behavior

—the way I feel—what I believe in. Be-

cause this is what's important, doing what
you believe in. We’re each of us born with

a lot of things and the important thing

is not to be a puppet. I believe you should

break the glass, fly out, find your place,

not just let life move the strings and
manipulate you like a doll.

I’ve told a lot of this to my kid brother.

Paul is something like me. Wild. My par-

ents have had a time with him, the way
they did with me. I realized soon as I got

to be nineteen that my parents weren’t

against me, they were with me, trying to do
the best for me. They just didn’t know
how to cope with such a wild kid. So about

two years ago I moved in on Paul. He was
doing very poorly in school but I promised
him a gun for Christmas if he’d do better.

I bought the gun, but that last report

card was dismal.

“You can’t have the gun,” I said.

He was crushed.

“Well, what would you do if you bad a

brother and he got a card like this?”

“I’d give him the gun anyway,” he said.

And suddenly, I had an inspiration.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ll give you the gun.

I’ll put you on your honor. Now let’s see

what happens to those grades.”

What could he do? I’d put him on his

honor. He delivered and he’s still deliver-

ing, and I’m still lecturing every time I go

home for a couple of days. But I’ve told

him, “I don’t want to change you. Paul.

I’m not trying to make you over. Keep the

way you are, only use what you are, find

out what you are. make more of who you
are. And whenever I get too tough for you
just say, ‘George, look, get off my back.’

I’ll get off. All I want for you is that you
believe in yourself.”

I talk to him this way because I know
young people are sponges and we all have
a responsibility to these sponges. People
helped me. Old von Twardofski believed in

me and someone else sent me to Sandy
Meisner and someone else sent me to Lee
Strasberg. and the next think I knew I had
a chance at live TV with people who’d
never heard of me, but they believed in

me because I believed in myself.

We all need the key to who we are. And
yet people will say to me. “Why don’t you
calm down? You’re so excited /”

But it’s like asking an eight cylinder

car to run on four cylinders. I can’t. I’ve

got eight cylinders. All I ask is that they

keep right on generating power. I was
born a slugger. Some people come into

life scared. Some come slugging their way.
That’s me. That’s the nature of the animal.

Maybe I’ll never be happy because I’ll

always be digging up one more challenge,

moving on, moving fast, like the wind.
King Arthur had a round table because
he couldn’t stand a square.

Well, I’m with King Arthur. That’s the

nature of the animal. That’s me. That’s
why I drive a car witli two four-barrel car-

buretors and four gear boxes. The End
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AVA GARDNER
Continued from page 24

Sometimes, too many men. Then the dream
begins to wear thin at the edges. And the

tears can come all too easily. Even in a

crowd.

“Why should I be different?”

The mirror has always answered that.

The young and the fair come and go. Like
moths at an endless flame. But the one
called Ava, the lonely one, she stays.

“She’s a great broad. The greatest.”

The words are not the softest, but the

man means them as his best. She has heard
variations on that theme. From many men.
In many languages. And, once in awhile,

the words sounded better. Fresher. But . . .

“I’m thirty-eight. And what have I got

to show for it?”

The lines touch lightly under her eyes.

But, one day, their cruelty will reach her.

And, she will know, as all the legends have
known, that only old age respects the

lonely. And youth—it reserves itself for a

new era, and respects only itself.

“Where do you go when it’s all over?”
The party lights become dim memories.

The hushed whispers become regrets of an-

other moon. The music is never as warm,
the songs never as meaningful. The Roman
candles burn away—all too soon.

“And what do you tell God? It was all

one big party?”
The questions come from the inside. And

the answers, too, must travel the same
route. But, when a legend travels, it is

always others who ask the questions. Ava
has never had to search for answers. But,

now, a plateau has been reached, and the

woman at the top must stop running, for

there is no place to hide.

“Make a million dollars, and it still

doesn’t answer anything.”

“Who am I?”

Religion is a strange thing. It can be
picked up along the dusty road. It can be
hummed in a thousand hymns. It can even
be ignored. But it sticks under the heart.

And, one day, it comes up, too hard to be
ignored.

i m trying to tind out what makes
things tick. Maybe I will.”

A church is just a steeple in the middle
of a small town. In Grabtown, North Caro-
lina, or in nearby Smithfield, the steeple

always seemed a little too high to reach, a

bit too distant to touch. And so the thin-

legged wasp who was to become an inter-

national pet. let it pass. But, sometimes in

t he long and lonely night, she would ask:

“Please God, tell me who I am, what I

am . . .

Like a voice in the wind crying for an-

other voice to say something, anything,

just to let the little-girl voice know that

someone cared, that someone watched over

her. But. all too soon, the tobacco-moon-
shine country fell behind the little girl,

and she rode into the big city on a tricycle

of bewilderment, naivete, and incredible

beauty. And. the parlay paid off. New York
spelled her first name in hushed awe. And
Hollywood proved to be a fawning ground.
And men—they proved an easy mark.

“God, you’re lovely, how old are you?”
And so the endless flattery began. But,

in 1941, to a girl an inch out of the corn-

field, it all sounded like a chocolate cream
pie dream.

“I’m nineteen.”

And so, soon after the clay wore off her

startled feet, she found a camera probing
her every move. The goldfish swam up,

under, and around, but always the prize

called Ava avoided the hungry sharks.

Goldfish . . . goldfish . . . where to next?

They ran out of toys

“I met Mickey, and he bowled me over.

I had never met anyone like him.”
The man named Rooney, more a boy

than any grown man had a right to be.

took her as his bride. But, one day, they

ran out of toys. And so she lit a candle for

the dead, and jumped back into the fish

fry again.

“Artie was too intelligent for me. But,

he taught me to read good books.”
And so marriage for the second time

—

to bandleader Artie Shaw—proved a hur-

dle she could not leap. But. there was still

much time left, and more than enough
mileage to go around.

“Frank was it. But . .

Sinatra, the legend, proved only to be

Kathi Norris
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another man. And oft to bullfighters, poets,
and Counts with more title than ready
cash, went the less than little-girl star of
the movies. Adios, America.

“I love Spain. I’m building a house here.
And. I’ll live here forever.”

But forever is a sometime thing. And
transportation is easy. So nights found her
in foggy London town, walking the beat of
solitude. Or the next night in Rome, with
the champagne popping as if endless corks
had been invented.

“You want to live. You’ve got to look.”
And, always, it was the same.
"I love you. I adore. I worship you.”
But the song was running pipe thin. And

Ava had heard it so often.

“Sure . . . you love me. Everybody
loves me. Let’s drink to it.”

There were others, who took little and
gave much. There was Hemingway, even
more a legend in his time than a sea of

Avas could be over a century. But he took
to fancy her as one of nature’s children, and
their talk was good, not filled with the
banal and the trite.

“Why not? I like her.”

He asked a question, and gave an an-

swer. In typical Hemingway, gallant, sharp
but not too pointed. Not like the many she
had trusted, who now carried cocktail tid-

bits between their lips and the drink.

“Did you hear about Ava . .
.” it always

began, and how it ended lay in the story-

teller’s imagination, wild or otherwise.

But. with Hemingway, it was different.

It was easy. No strain. No pain. And. with
his wife Mary, it went well. too.

“They’re good people. They listen. And,
they give.”

“Where did it all go?”

But a listener is not the only answer.
And a lover can be a transient thing. The
Hemingways listened. And the lovers were
told when to leave. But the journey was
running dry for Ava.

Some of the good listeners had moved
on. Bogart was dead. And only a movie
they had made together remained for all

the world to see that they had met and
been honest friends.

“I woke up one day, and I was thirty-

five, and where had it all gone?”
Thirty-five turns thirty-six, and some-

times, even then, in a desperate search, the

answers come all too slow. And thirty-six

turns thirty-seven all too quickly, and an
ounce of fat can become a dastardly thing,

for a camera never lies.

“She looked tired doing ‘On the Beach.’

more tired than I’ve ever seen her look.”

said a director with a penchant for doing
skin value productions. She knew the

whispers were about, and she turned to her

mirror for reassurance. But it came a little

too slow for her wants. Then she was hurt,

almost in carnival style by a nervous little

bull, and a more nervous horse. It had all

been intended only as play at a bull

breeder’s ranch. She hid for days.

Then it was all right again.

The face would not be permanently
scarred. But what of the guts that she had
scraped dry in the endless search for a

permanent look at herself.

“I'm going to convert. To Catholicism.

I think that’s my answer.”

There were snickers. The laughs some-
times became almost sacrilegious. But she



heard not a word, looked not for a cynic’s

smile.

Instead, the words of a faith long come
by before her time were drummed into her

waiting brain. They told her it wasn't easy.

And she told them nothing is easy. It never

was. Not for Ava. Except if you count

GARDNER McKAY
Continued from page 22

He is that remarkable thing—a human
being, and a dream.

When Gardner was two, he set sail for

the first time. Alone. His boat was a bushel

basket with nice wire handles. He dragged

it down to the pier, launched it, and was
just climbing aboard—it was already half

filled with water—when an old man hap-

pened to notice him and saved him by the

seat of his training pants. It was in South-

port, Connecticut, and old John Doxy could

not have guessed that the soaking tot he

had just saved would one day be seen on

screens around the world, playing the part

of an adventurous, seagoing schooner cap-

tain.

If Gardner traveled more than some
when he was young, he had to sacrifice the

security of growing up in the same place

year after year, of knowing the same people

all through his childhood. If you think

about it a minute, it’s a pretty nice feel-

ing to know your way around your own
town, to know pretty much where every-

thing is, to know more than a few people

so well that you can take them for granted.

Then you don’t have to search for those

things all through your life.

For Card, it was different. He lived in

France from age three to seven and made
some friends among his classmates in a

French convent school (though the family

was Episcopalian). But a year later, in

America, he was hopelessly out of it. He
had to find out who Batman and Superman
were, what baseball and football were
about. His mother insisted that he still wear
short pants, though he was the only one in

his group wearing them. But he made out

well enough by being the worst in his class

in almost everything, so he became the

leader of the academic outcasts from then

on at all the schools he went to. But moving
from school to school meant that each year

he had to start over in everything. In Holly-

wood, for the first time in his life, he has

a few friends of four or five years’ standing.

But Hollywood people are busy and there

isn’t time for the long, easy, trusting friend-

ships of adolescence. He will always search

for people of both sexes that he can get

close to and stay close to. And, not really

knowing the forms of long-lasting friend-

ship, he will probably be lucky to meet a

few such people in his adult life.

He's on the search

But everybody who is young is searching
for something. The trick in living is to be
able to recognize what’s really right for you
and to take chances in order to get and keep
it. Gardner has been wrong plenty of times
about what’s right for him, but he has been
getting closer to what he wants. He may
never find it—even though he is a highly

being a movie star and acquiring three

husbands. That proved to be too easy.

Some say she’s converting for another

man who waits in the wings. Ava looks to

find him. but first she looks to find herself.

In God. Then, love comes easier. Even for

a legend named Ava. —Charles Miron

successful star and has money and fame.
Not that he doesn’t appreciate very warmly
the money and fame, and what they’ve given

him in the way of self-confidence, maturity
of judgment, realization of personal scope.

Also, they have opened many doors and
opportunities, as they do for any celebrity.

But he says that when next year’s twenty-

six episodes have been shot, he wants to

stop and take a good, long look around.
What might be right for him is to make a

movie based on a book about the old days
in square-riggers when sailing was un-

believably hard and underpaid. He sees

a great theme in the hierarchy aboard a

ship, from Captain (who’s “Destiny,” as far

as will can bend it) through the mates and
seamen. Some ten years ago or so he was
paid mate on a charter schooner, Kathlena,
out of Miami. Maybe lie’ll find making and
starring in such a film the thing that most
nearly suits him.

To him the sea has many moods—from
sparkling serene to dangerous icy green

—

and he can find a perfect oneness with it

that is hardly ever available among people.

It is endless and mighty enough to absorb
all your strengths and forgive all your
weaknesses. In this sense it is a companion
even though it is not alive. But much as he

loves it, it doesn’t take the place of life and
love.

Card doesn’t want to settle in Hollywood
or anywhere for good. His future is filled

with places he must go, people he must
meet, things he must do. He often tries to

make people think he is satisfied and will

settle down soberly to work out his days.

(He purposely gives many false impres-

sions so that people will not ask him end-

less questions. On the other hand, he will

sometimes answer questions to the best of

his ability for hours on end.) He identifies

with Errol Flynn, who wandered the world
in search of moments that might give his

whole life a meaning, and found it in

danger and excitement more than in con-

quest.

Money isn’t to worship

Someday Gard will buy himself a boat

and take off for parts unknown. He’ll

search, but probably won’t find everything

lie’s looking for in the endless sea. This
side of him was well established long before

Adam Troy was born as an idea. The sum-
mer he was fifteen he cruised alone in his

boat, China Boy, had an adventurous sum-
mer and sank twice. Now that he’s older,

he’s looking for a craft that will take him
across the sea of his whole life without

sinking under him. Isn’t everybody?
Sculpture and photography are some

other regions he will explore further in his

search for something he can put his faith

into. All through his childhood he lacked

the discipline to apply himself to anything

for very long. As he got older, he was often

disappointed and frustrated because he

didn’t know how to work. But he stuck at

his mobile-making and his photography
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until they finally yielded up their own
special, secret rewards.

Money is not one of the things he puts

his faith in, he doesn’t worship it. He has
had a fair taste of good wages and he finds

that most of what he makes sits idle in a

savings account. Right now there are about
twenty back pay checks lying around his

place still uncashed. His style of living

doesn’t cost very much, and his avarice is

so slight that he has not bothered to invest

his capital. He believes that the best things

in life are free—a truth you either learn

from your own life or never learn at all.

What are the best things? People. If the

world were not full of heroes, villains, warm
hearts, individuals, simple people, complex
people, easy people and difficult people

—

life would be a deadly void. What he looks

for in people is not the dazzling, carefully-

constructed exterior, but the inside, which
is always more beautiful, simple and
natural. And the only way to get anyone to

reveal that secret interior, he feels, is to

reveal your own self. It will work on every-

body except the people who are too far

gone in pretense and hokum. His philo-

sophy is simple: Be yourself. Act on your
impulses whenever you can. Try to ignore

and avoid the life patterns other people try

to impose on you. He did that very thing

when he was at the breaking point from
overwork and could not get released from
shooting schedules. The show was making
him forget who he ivas to the point where
even a weekend couldn’t relax him for next

week. So one day he “flipped” on camera,
grabbed a chair, and with it threatened the

crew to keep their distance. He then hurled

the chair at the camera and keeled over.

When he came to, he keeled over again.

He was hospitalized and given a week off.

He feels that incident was the essence of

“Be yourself.”

It takes nerve

He likes the feeling of getting all

wrapped up in what he’s doing. He believes

that the more things you try, the more sides

of yourself, you discover. He feels that

people are too afraid to try things which
might make them look foolish, that they’re

not giving themselves a chance. In the long

run, he feels, what difference does it make
what people think of you if you know who
you are and what your life is all about! If

Gardner had been afraid of what people
might think of his acting, he’d never have
gone after the lead in “Adventures in

Paradise.” All it takes to get up and do
things in front of a television camera is

nerve. If they like you out there, great! If

they don't, try it again, or forget it. But not

to try it at all—not to give everything a real

try—is a sin Gardner McKay avoids like

the plague.

Another of his “bests in life” is singing.

Anybody can sing, and it doesn’t cost a

cent. Out at 20th studios, Gard and Lani

Kai (who plays Kelly on the show) and
Jim Holden ( Clay Baker) get together and
sing calypso songs, sea songs and pop
tunes while Lani strums his uke and Gard-
ner shakes his maracas. If you happen to

walk by, you’re welcome to join in. Card’s

voice is untrained, but he sings like a man
who enjoys it, and someday he’ll un-

doubtedly cut a record or two.

The most exciting trip he’s been on for

a long time was free, as a crewman on the

racing yacht Jubilee. Last spring she sailed

from Newport, Rhode Island, all the way to

Bermuda, and led the fleet most of the

way. He got a chance to work on a deck
tilted at a crazy angle with tons of water
pouring over him, getting in sail, clearing

fouled lines, pitting his total strength and
will against lashing storm winds, crashing
seas and exhaustion. The experience made
the Tiki’s worst weather seem like a

pleasant calm.

He asked for it

Sometimes, he admits, he finds acting a

grind, but then he remembers that he
jumped at the chance. And even the bad
panning he got from the critics early in the

game would have been easy to take, only

he was afraid they’d spook the studio. He
knew that good shows have folded for lack

of faith to ride out the bad beginnings. But
“Paradise” is still on the air and his fan

mail is tremendous.

On week nights, to relax and get re-

freshed for more work, he plays basketball,

sees movies, partly for entertainment, partly

to keep informed. He sleeps through a lot

of them, too. He has probably dozed

through as many Hollywood premieres as

anybody. It’s no fault of the picture—when
he’s tired he goes to sleep, wherever he is.

... He goes on dates ... or to small gather-

ings of friends where the mood is relaxed

and funny . . . but few large parties, and
he doesn’t cultivate the people who are on

the top.

He takes his shaggy dog. Pussycat, just

about everyplace he goes and misses him
when he is without him. . . . When trouble

comes he ignores it until it goes away again.

... He cuts himself when he shaves, to the

mortal despair of Dick Blair, his make-

up man. . . . Occasionally, he enjoys a

cigar. He doesn't drink to speak of. . . He
“conducts” recorded performances of

music he likes—from a seat next to the

hi-fi. ... He loves London. . . . One night

he shot two wildcats from his front door

in Laurel Canyon.

When it comes to dates, he doesn't set up
a yardstick, but he does tend somewhat
toward beautiful, youthful women as

opposed to the full-blown type. He admires

dignity or, as he calls it, poise and unassum-
ing self-confidence. Part of the reason girls

like him is because he likes them—for what

they are and not what they are pretending

to be. He dislikes phoniness, but he also

knows that almost everybody pretends some
of the time, and he tries to see past it. He
doesn’t like over-dependence in girls,

either.

With luck, he will someday meet a

woman, look into her heart, fall in love,

and get married—if she feels the same way.

He has no way of knowing how, when or

where this will happen.

There’s the full picture—Gard McKay.
He lives only a part of his life as an image
on the screen. He hopes that the people who
watch him have the wisdom to turn the

image off and the courage to live their own
lives, to do their own things, to hold fast

to their own values. He feels deeply that

life is too short to spend it all pretending.

And if what he’s searching for can be put

into one word, the word is reality.

—Gus Pavlov

See Gardner in “Adventures in Paradise."

ABC-TV, Mondays at 9:30 P.M. E.D.T.



NO ONE GUESSED

Continued from page 54

the elevator. The two girls got in a light

blue Chevrolet station wagon that was wait-

ing in front of the building. A man at

the wheel gunned the motor and the car

headed south. And that was the last any-

one saw of either girl for the next forty-

eight hours. But this is the true story of

those two days. The story that has never

been told before.

A car sped along the turnpike to southern

New Jersey early next day. This time it

was a black Ford coupe, hut the two girls

in it were the same. Now both wore capri

pants, Italian knit shirts and sandals. One
had shoulder-length, wavy brown hair, a

strong, squarish face and dimples. And
dark glasses. She kept glancing back un-

easily as if afraid they were being tailed.

The driver had short, curly reddish hair

and a tendency to freckles. She kept her
eyes glued to the straight ribbon of con-

crete. The dark-haired one turned front so

suddenly that the driver complained, “For
goodness sakes, quit rocking the boat

!

You want me to go into a tree?”

“I can’t help it,” her fidgety, companion
said. “I feel funny about this whole thing.”

“Why?” The driver passed a slow truck.

The other chewed on her lower lip,

brooding. “I mean it’s crazy, wbat we’re

doing.” Suddenly she grinned and flung

her arms out wide. “I don’t care!” she

shouted. “So it’s wild! We’re out of our
minds, but we’re gonna have a ball!”

The driver grinned and stepped on the

gas. “Well, what do you want to call your-

self?”

“Clementine Cornpepper?”
“C’mon, be serious” the driver begged.

“At least let’s keep your own first name,
because I might blurt it out and it would
be all over.”

“Okay,” with a shrug. “Connie Klutz.”

The driver groaned, “Connie Francis!

You are impossible !” Then she told her

friend in a firm voice, “We’ll call you
Connie DePace. That’s the name of an old

friend of mine, who’s married now. Okay?”
She nodded.
“Now don’t forget and go signing for

anything.”

Connie Francis’ eyes opened saucer-wide,

“What? Are you kidding? And spoil every-

thing?” Impulsively she threw back her
head and trilled out the first words of

“Where the Boys Are.”

. . and don’t sing!”

“And holy smoke,” Sandy Constantinople
exploded, “whatever you do, don’t singl”

Connie clapped her hand to her mouth.
“Oooops, you’re right,” she mumbled.

Then eage ly and anxiously, “Sandy, can
it work? Do you think we can spend two
whole days in Asbury Park without any-
one knowing who I am?”

“I’ll bet you a cheesecake at Lindy’s!”
“But Sandy, you’re on a diet.”

“So are you.”

Connie shook her head. “Not for the
next forty-eight hours. Everything’s gonna
be different for the next forty-eight hours.”
And she began to sing in full voice. “Just
till we get there,” she apologized quickly.

At 1 :30 P.M. they walked up to the

front desk of the Hotel Monte Carlo in

Asbury Park. Two women eyed them cur-

iously. One pointed and shrieked, “Look!
Look!” Her companion said, “Well. I’ll be

darned.” The bottom fell out of Connie’s

heart. Oh, no, she thought, not already.

The delighted duo descended in friendly

fury. “Sandy,” they shouted. “Sandy dar-

ling!” and flung themselves on her. Connie
gulped and stared. Sandy finally disen-

gaged herself and introduced them as her

mother’s friends.

She said smoothly, “And this is my girl

friend, Connie DePace.”
“How do you do?” Connie said.

One of the women gave her a second
look. “You know something?” she said.

“You look just like Connie Francis—that

singer Sandy works for.”

Connie tried to play it cool. “Yes,” she

said, “a lot of people say that.” She smiled

and added. “Well, we do have the same
name, but I can't carry a tune in a ten-ton

truck
!”

Everyone laughed. The first crisis was
passed.

They went upstairs and found that their

room overlooked the pool. Sandy grabbed
Connie’s arm and dragged her to the win-

dow. “Look at those gorgeous guys.”

Connie caught her breath. Her eyes

popped. “Mmmmmmm hmmmmm!”

That old frustration

Then her glow faded, and she sighed

and turned away. That old familiar wave
of despair and frustration washed over

her. You walk out there and meet a great

guy, and then, just because you're Connie
Francis, people start talking and the whole
thing’s spoiled.

“What are we waiting for, Miss De-

Pace?” Sandy demanded.
Connie started. She remembered. The

lights went ba^k on. She opened her valise

and whipped out her new bathing suit.

The two girls strolled with deliberate

casualness to the pool. They made an

elaborate project of spreading their towels.

Their backs were toward their quarry, but

Connie knew she was being observed. A
delicious little shiver rippled up her spine.

She walked to the edge of the pool and
slowly, gracefully, lowered herself to a

sitting position. She stretched one leg al-

luringly. Good thing she’d painted her toe-

nails. She wiggled her toes in the water,

she shivered. She put on her softest, most
appealing, little-girl voice. “I’m scared to

go in.”

A shadow loomed over her. The taller

—

and cuter, she thought—of the two boys

was beside her. “Want some help?” She
looked up—so surprised ! He was lanky
and well-tanned. He had blond hair

bleached almost white from the sun. keen
blue eyes, and an engaging grin. She felt

her pulse quicken. He cupped his hand and
made a threatening gesture toward the

water. “Eeeek!” she shrieked, “don’t you
dare!”

The ice was broken. He sat down and
told her his name was Joe, he was a law
student from Paterson, New Jersey. She
told him she worked as a secretary for

General Artists Corporation, the talent

booking agency.

He looked impressed. “Gee, you must
get to meet a lot of celebrities.”

“Every day,” she agreed solemnly.

“Like who, for instance?”
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She reeled off a list of famous names.
“Does your firm handle that singer—you

look a little like her—Connie Francis?”
“Uh huh.” This was getting too close for

comfort.

He leaned forward confidentially, “Do
you think she’s good? Really good, I

mean.”
She thought for a moment, then said

slowly, "Well, she tries hard.”
He nodded. “I think she’s okay. I like

her stuff. Do you know her personally?”
“Oh, sure,” she nodded vigorously.

“What’s she like ... as a person I

mean?”

“No kidding?”

She leaned forward and whispered.
“She’s nothing but a big ham at heart.”

“No kidding?”
“No kidding. She told me herself she’d

rather be an actress.”

He looked at her admiringly. “You mean
Connie Francis confides in you?”
“Oh, sure,” she retorted airily, “I prob-

ably know her better than anybody.”
“Say,” he murmured, “that’s something.”
Sandy joined them, with Joe’s friend

Mike in tow. Soon Mike asked, “Would
you girls care to join us for dinner?”
Sandy had her mouth open, clearly set

to chirp, “We’d love to.” Connie beat her
to it. She said sweetly. “Gee, we'd love to,

but we’ve already made other plans . .

“That's okay,” Joe said cheerfully.

"How's about lunch tomorrow?”
“Wonderful.” Connie said warmly. “Now

we've got to run. We’ll meet you here in

the morning.” She practically had to drag
Sandy away.

“What’s wrong with you?” Sandy grum-
bled as they headed back to change. “We
don’t have any plans and they seemed
very nice.”

“They are!” Connie agreed. “But if we
tie ourselves down with the first two guys
we meet, we can’t flirt with anyone else.”

Her voice rose plaintively. “You know
how 1 love to flirt . . . and I'll probably
never get another chance like this.”

They dressed for a night on the resort

town in cotton shirtwaist dresses and flats.

They headed for the amusements. “I adore
the rides,” Connie breathed. “I’m going on
all of them.” She did.

They bought cotton candy, jelly apples
and popcorn. At the hot dog stand they

struck up a conversation with Jack and
Jimmy, who turned out to be friends of

friends of Sandy’s. “Where’s your famous
boss?” Jack asked Sandy. “In New York,
working like a dog,” Sandy answered
promptly. “You know she never has time
for a vacation.”

Later, the four of them went to the hotel

lounge to sip Cokes and dance to Woody
Herman’s hand.

“Did you ever meet Sandy’s boss?”
Jimmy asked Connie as they swung into a

fox trot.

“Nope,” Connie said.

“Do you know you’re a dead ringer for

her?”
“Gee, am I really ?” she said eagerly.

“You could be her double!”

“You could be her double . . . Hey!” he
cried suddenly inspired. “I've got a great

idea. I bet you could pretend to be Connie
Francis for a day and have a wild time.”

“Oh I wouldn’t dare!” she gasped.
“Sandy would kill me.”

“I bet I could get her to go with it . .
.”

“Some other time,” Connie pleaded. “Not
this weekend. I—Fm having enough fun.”
On the second day the girls kept their

lunch date with Joe and Mike and it was
fine. Late that afternoon, alone again, they
were lazing by the pool. Sandy stared
toward t lie coffee shop and exclaimed. “1

didn't know it was so late—our dates are
here already.”

Connie sat up. “What dates?”
“Some friends of mine from home. They

were driving down for the weekend anyway
so they said they’d come a day earlier and
spend this evening with us.”

"Do they know?” Connie asked fiercely.

She sounded ready to battle for her new
freedom. “Sandy Constantinople, do they
know Fm me?”

“I swear.” Sandy put up her right hand
solemnly. “C’mon, let’s go say hello.”

Connie sat biting her lip. “You know I

never go on blind dates,” she murmured.
“I have this thing about blind dates . .

.”

“What do you call the last couple of

days?” Sandv demanded impatiently.

“That was different, they invited us. No
one arranged it . .

.”

“Connie, those boys came all the way
from Newark.” Sandy was peeved. “We
can’t do this to them. Please let’s say hello.”

Connie didn't budge. She said stubborn-
ly. “No! Let them wait. 1 want to sit in

the sun for twenty minutes more.”
Sandy glared. Then she realized that

Connie was stalling. “Okay,” she said

quietly. “I’ll be in the coffee shop.”
Because she knew she was being

watched, Connie languorously sank into her
sun chair. With complete indifference she
oiled her arms and legs. She fought to keep
curiosity from getting her. but finally she

had to walk over and peer into the coffee

shop. What she saw made her forget how
she felt about blind dates. She streaked
for the ladies room with the speed of a

rocket taking off from Cape Canaveral. She
put on her face in exactly three minutes.
That was beating her own record.

She couldn't remember ever enjoying an
evening so much. Roy was a Marine on
leave from active duty in Hawaii. He was
natural and easygoing and when he
laughed, the whole world laughed witli

him. They laughed a lot. They talked about

everything under t lie sun except the two
topics that bored her to death on a date.

1. Connie Francis. 2. Show business. To-

night she felt as if Roy had opened a win-

dow and let her mind out to air.

At precisely 9:50 A.M. Friday, the 2nd.

a black Ford coupe sped north in New
York and braked in front of 1697 Broad-

way. where Connie lias her office.

Sandy looked at her boss and sighed.

“Well, I guess this is where we dispose

of Miss DePace. once and for all.”

Connie shook her head. “For the time

being,” she corrected softly. “We’re going

to do it again.”

“Great,” Sandy beamed. “When?
Where?”

Connie waved vaguely. “Sometime soon,”

she said mysteriously. “And who knows
where?”
And that’s all she'll tell anyone.

—Rose Perlberg

Connie's in “Where the Boys Are" for

M-G-M, and sings for M-G-M Records.
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The curly hair was gone, and those big

innocent eyes were clouded over from

years of suffering. On January 8th the

newspapers ran a picture of a bald man on
their pages. The caption underneath it

read:

Onetime child actor Jackie Coogan. two
other men and an exotic dancer were ar-

rested today on suspicion of using nar-

cotics when marijuana was found in Coo-

gan’s apartment, sheriff’s deputies said . . .

But no one could have known this forty-

three years ago when Jackie toddled on-

stage and did his Charlie Chaplin little

tramp, his David Warfield larger-than-

lifesize heroes and his acrobatic Doug
Fairbanks Sr. The crowd loved him. and
in that crowd sat Chaplin himself, who
needed a little hoy for his production of

“The Kid,” about to begin shooting. He
signed Jackie that night, and Jackie’s dot-

ing parents approved the contract. The
starting salary for the curly-haired lad of

four was seventy-five dollars a week. By
the time he was eight, “The Kid,” en-

trenched in America’s heart, was making
twenty thousand a week plus sixty percent

of the profits of his films, ft was fun, and
Jackie smiled through the days he con-

sidered play. His mother looked after his

money, and what little allowance he got

seemed more than enough for Jackie.

“I was working. 1 was happy. Money
didn’t mean anything to me.”

He was a legend

By the time he turned 23, money made
a bit more of a difference to Jackie. His
mother had remarried after his father’s

death, a blow little Jackie found hard to

take, and was still taking care of his

money. She told him not to worry, that it

was all safe as could be. But Jackie, now
a Hollywood legend, was unable to find

work. He would say :

“Sure, I’m a legend, but I’m not work-
• 99

mg.
The town he had put on the map, along

with Chaplin and Fairbanks and Pickford,
had a very short memory. And Jackie
wasn’t a kid anymore. His hair was be-

ginning to run thin.

“Sorry, Jackie, but there’s nothing for

you, try us again,” the studios said.

Money was tight, and Jackie finally had
to sue his mother to get an accounting.
The front pages had a field day with the
trial.

“Kid Sues Mom,” ran the headlines.

“Where’s my money? Where’s my
money? Where’s my money?” he asked a

thousand times over.

But the question was never answered in

full, because four million dollars is much
loo much explaining to do. And at the end
of the three-ring circus that was known as
Coogan versus Coogan, Jackie was handed
somewhat less than the four million he had
reason to expect was his: $125,000. Not
bad, by the working man’s standards, but
not four million and not enough to com-
pensate for the fact that his acting days
seemed over. His lawyers demanded their

share, and when the counting and subtrac-
tion took place, Jackie found that he was

left thirty thousand dollars, which was not

one hundred twenty-five thousand by a

long shot, just as one-twenty-five had not

been four million.

Marriage to Betty Grable

“And then I lost my hair,” he said.

For an actor, losing one’s hair at thirty

can be a tragedy worse than losing one’s

money. But then a girl came into his life,

and Jackie forgot his problems for a while.

Her name was Betty Grable, and she was
going places. Jackie thought they could go
places together, but the Land of Mecca
was not to be found. There was no work
and no money coming in. and the Coogan-
Grable marriage ended in a Nevada di-

vorce.

Miss Grable went on to scale the heights,

anti though they no longer called each
other man and wife, Jackie wished Betty

the best. And she hoped that Jackie would
.somehow find himself again.

“If I can't get a job acting, I can at least

show I’m not a sponger,” he told his

friends. He got a job selling used aircraft.

The second World War had ended, and
Jackie, who’d been a glider pilot, thought
he could sell the leftover relics of a war
which turned out to be as quickly forgotten

in its time as the “Kid” had been forgotten

in his.

“Not too many people needed used air-

planes,” he sighed. But he didn’t give up.

The notion came to him that kitchen ven-

tilation might be easier to sell than used
aircraft. This project failed, too. Then he
married a girl named Flower Parry and he

was happy, but one day, just like that, the

marriage was over. He tried to rekindle

the name Coogan in the studios, but now
the younger faces behind the casting desks

asked

:

“Jackie who?”
He looked around him at the young

faces being led by hopeful parents who
thought they had another “Coogan” by
the hand. He was glad the government had
passed the Coogan Law to protect the new
kids who would make it big as child stars.

Their money would be protected in trust

funds, but it was too late for him.

Things began to brighten

Then there came a girl named Ann Mc-
Cormack into his empty life, and things

began to brighten. He married her, and
shortly afterward they had a daughter,

Joan. Life began to look good again.

In 1953, Jackie hired a script-writer to

write his life story. Little Joan was slated

to play Jackie as a little boy. The switch

looked good on paper, but five years later

Joan had outgrown the part. Jackie chose

his next little girl, Leslie, to play the part,

but the project seemed to sink into the

ground.

Then producer A1 Zugsmith cast Jackie

in a film and it worked out. He was back
in action again. Then came “High School

Confidential.” and Jackie looked convinc-

ing as a dope pusher. His reviews were
good and oldsters got a kick out of seeing

the balding “Kid” as a heavy.

After that, Frank Sinatra hired Jackie

for “The Joker Is Wild,” and the “Kid”
did his best. But, still, jobs were few and
far between, and the bills were always on
time. He tried bucking the odds with an
appearance on “The $64,000 Challenge,”
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GOOD INCOME FROM home typing! Detailed information
$1 (refundable). Ryco, 210-B Fifth Ave., New York 10,

SEW OUR APRONS for merchants, Materials supplied. Jiffy

Manufacturing, Lake Village 75, Arkansas.
SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy,
profitable. Han k y Aprons, Cald we IJ_3, A rka n sas.

EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut’s,
Loganville, Wisconsin.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS
SONGWRITERS, NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send
songs, poems. Starcrest Recorders, 1350-B North Highland,
Hollywood 28, Ca lif.

POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32,
New York.
POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for New Songs and
Records. Free Examination and Appraisal. Send Poems:
Songcrafters, Acklen Station, Nashville, Tenn,
POEMS WANTEDI BEST songs recorded Free with 7-piece
orchestra. Melodies written. Send poems, free examination.
Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36.

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $100 TO $600 by mail. Quick, Easy, Private.
No Co-Signers. Repay in 24 small monthly payments. For the
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 Kil-
patric k Bldg ., Dept. F-57 , Omaha 2, Nebraska.
BORROW $800 NOW. New Increased Loan Limit. Anywhere.
Air Mail Service. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building, Dept.

63-

K, Louisville, Kentucky.
LOANS ENTIRELY BY Mail—$600 Or Less. Strictly confi-
dential. Repay in 24 monthly payments. Write : Budget Finance
Co., Dept . K- 5

1

, 1 1 4 S, 17, Omaha 2, Nebr.

EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES
COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with

64-

year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma. In-

formation booklet free. American School, Dept. XA74, Drexel
at 58th, Chicago 37, I [linois.

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers.
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E- 1 ,

Atlanta, Georgi a.

AGENTS & HELP WANTED
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. WP-61,
Chicago 32 , Illinoi s.

60% PROFIT COSMETICS. $25 day up. Hire others. Samples,
deta ils . Studio G i rl-Hollywood, Glendale, Calif. Dept . 161 6H

.

EXOTIC EARRINGSI DETAILS free. Pair, $1.00. Ohga,
WEN-278, Sigakenkusatu, Japan.

STAMP COLLECTING
TERRIFIC STAMP BARG AINflsrael—Iceland—Vatican As-
sortment—Plus Exotic Triangle Set—Also Fabulous British
Colonial Accumulation—Plus Large Stamp Book—All Four
Offers Free—Send 10c To Cover Postage. Empire Stamp
Corporation , Dept. PC., Toronto, Canada.

EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION
CHOICE U.S. & Overseas Jobs. All Trades. Firms, Addresses,
Hiring Procedures, Pay Scales, Benefits. For information
write: World Wide, Dept. A10, 149 N. Franklin St., Hempstead,
N.Y.

_ BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES

$3.00 HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare
Time. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell
1 , Arkansas.

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS
WRITERSI REQUEST FREE sample Pink Sheets listing

markets U.S. A. Literary Agent Mead, 915 Broadway, New
York.

INSTRUCTION
PARKING TROUBLES SOLVED! Easy Backing Method.
Illustrated. Send $1.00. 9517 Adoree, Downey, Calif.

PERIOD
DIFFICULTY?

Irregular or scanty menses may be sympto-
matic of functional disorders. Thousands of
women find speedy relief from periodic physi-
cal distress with HUMPHREYS “11”. Ask your
druggist for this gentle homeopathic prepara-
tion. No hormones; no prescription needed.

SHORTHAND IN
Famous SPEEDWRITING shorthand. 120
words per minute. No symbols; no ma-
chines. Uses ABC’s. Learn at home or
through classroom instruction. Lowest cost.
Over 500,000 graduates. Typing available.
38th year. Write for FREE booklet.

WEEKSDept. 306-1

55 West 42nd Street, New York 36, N. Y.
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A Husband s

Desperate Story . . .

OUR
JOBLESS
YEAR

Only his wife’s love and courage

sustained him through the terri-

ble employment slump that hit

the steel town in which they

lived. Don’t miss the inspiring

true story of a family caught in

the recession, dramatically told

by those who lived through it, in

the big, new issue of TRUE
STORY Magazine.

More Than 30 Prize Stories

,

Helpful Articles
,
and Family-

Service Features ,
Including . .

.

AN INTRODUCTION
TO MARRIED LOVE
Expert advice to brides and wives

who want to feel like brides, again

DON’T LET
YOUR CHILD
QUIT SCHOOL

Here’s how to help your child get

the education he needs to hold a

good job

in June

True Story
The Woman s Guide to

Better Living

Buy Your Copy Today
Wherever Magazines Are Sold

but the 1 V quiz brought less than the ex-

pected results, though Jackie tried silent

films as his category.

“Money is a nice thing to have,” he said,

“whether you’re rich or poor.” and the big

smile failed to hide the double edge of his

statement.

The drinks began to be a little easier to

take, and. on occasion, he drove with one
or more under his belt. One night, he was
stopped. The charge was drunk driving,

but the judge, remembering “The Kid” as

a young child, was lenient. Probation was
the sentence, and Jackie swore it wouldn’t
happen again. In his heart, he fully be-

lieved it.

“All Jackie needs,” said a good friend,

“is a chance to work, and he’ll work things

out for himself.”

Jackie made the rounds, and tried, and
tried and tried, till he bled from the in-

difference of casting directors.

“I'm not asking for charity. I want to

earn my way,” he almost pleaded.

But the days passed into nights, and
sleep for Jackie became an endless strug-

gle. The little boy with the bowl haircut

ACCUSED
Continued from page 61

him. and she consented. The young people

married with only one cloud marring their

joy. Judi wanted a church wedding, but,

without consent from her home parish, no
Nevada priest could perform the ceremony.

So she and Robert were married outside

her faith, but they promised each other

that they would soon remedy t he situation.

“Robert is a Presbyterian,” Judi ex-

plains, “but his grandmother was a very

devout Catholic, and he told me he wanted
to begin instruction in the faith. When we
talked about our children, he said he

wanted them to be baptized in my church,

too.

“And because 1 wasn't married in the

eyes of my church, we planned to be mar-

ried again in Portland. My wedding dress

was being fitted . . . but. . .
.”

It was only when she mentioned her

dress that her voice broke.

“They even took my wedding dress,”

she said.

Judi didn’t dab her eyes, but she blinked

hard against the mistiness that was the

first sign of her intense emotion. Mention
of the wedding dress she was to have worn
was too much for her, and when she began
to speak again, her words were half-sobbed.

“We were to have been married in my
church at home February 20th,” she said.

“My mother had made out the guest list,

and two showers were planned, and my
wedding dress . . . well,” Judi hesitated.

“It was a Christmas surprise . . . from

Robert.”

On Christmas, among her other presents,

she found a package that was strangely

flat and light.

“Robert,” she chided. “I don’t think this

is anything except paper. After I gave you

a guitar, I should think you could do better

than this,” she kidded.

Robert smiled mysteriously.

“Open it,” he instructed.

Judi opened the package and gasped.

The package did contain paper, nothing

had long since passed him by, and his

own two kids were now older than he’d

been when he was making twenty thousand
a week.

“Where do I go from here?” The ques-

tion haunted him.
The year 1961 looked like it might be a

good one. A television show came up. His
luck was changing, he thought. But then
came the newspaper articles with the ter-

rible charges. Buried somewhere in the

middle of the story was a sentence saying

Coogan and the others denied knowing
anything about the marijuana. Later, it

was proved they didn't.

But, nonetheless, the television show in

which Coogan was featured was suddenly
cancelled. It was just one more cancella-

tion in “The Kid’s” life. How had the

wheel of fate spun so badly for the little

boy with the bowl haircut who could do the

most wonderful impressions of Chaplin
and his little tramp, Warfield and his

heroes and Fairbanks and his derring-do?

“All I ever wanted was the chance to

keep working,” he said. But, somehow, he

never got that chance. The End

but paper—but on the sheets were sketches

of a wedding gown.
“It was made of a delicate fabric im-

ported from Switzerland.” she says, “em-
broidered with little flowers. It was very,

very tight at the waist, and, with it. instead

of a veil, I was going to wear a headdress
of daisies and streamers down my back.

“The last time I went for a fitting, the

dress was nearly finished. But when I

asked about it after Robert left, I was told

it had been taken away.

“Robert was with me the night before I

found out about the annulment action,”

she says. “Then I saw the paper, and there

was my picture with the charges Robert is

supposed to have made.

“I never intended to be divorced from

anybody,” she declares, “but if I don’t

reach Robert soon, it may be too late. He’ll

have too much pride to turn back.”

Judi realizes she may be a target for

vicious attacks.

“You can't imagine the threats I’ve al-

ready received,” she says, “.
. . that I’d be

framed for a crime . . . terrible threats.”

Judi shook her long hair back from her

eyes, stared out the window at Beverly Hills.

“If you’re very big as an actress, you

can survive scandal. Or, if you’re nobody
at all, you aren’t hurt. But if you’re in the

middle, like I am, you’re ruined. Ruined.

“If my marriage is over, I hope I have

some career left, because work will be all

I'll have. I’ll concentrate on work.”

Judi stretched her fingers, and a thin,

smoggy sunshine glinted on the wedding
band she was still wearing.

“I married Robert because I love him,”

she said, “but I’ve learned something.

“Anything that’s completely honest and

simple, people won't believe. They think

you're stupid or after something.”

—Nancy Anderson
( After the failure of the reconciliation

hearing , Judi and her lawyer filed a cross-

complaint. On March 31st , the court,

granted Robert an annulment on the

grounds that the marriage was never con-

summated. Under the settlement, Judi was

awarded $35,000, a car and a suite of bed-

room furniture .

—

Ed.)



DIVORCE

Continued from page 53

love. They were married, and at first, they

were happy.

But that was all over. They’d been sepa-

rated at that time over six months. Fin-

ished. Done with. He was alone—a bach-

elor once more. And he’d just given his

first party as a bachelor. Fun while it

lasted. Now—lonely.

It hadn't been easy to begin life all over

again, but that’s what he’d had to do. Six

months alone—time to think, and remem-
ber, and re-examine every word they’d ever

said to each other, wondering where they’d

gone wrong. And in the end to face the

sickening fact—he’d failed. He, the man.
had failed. And it hit him worst right there.

To fail as a husband—did that mean he’d

failed as a man, too?

A need to succeed

All his life he’d had an overwhelming
need to succeed ... to prove himself as a

man. Any amount of struggle and sacrifice

was okay just so he licked whatever it

was: like the asthma from birth and puny
childhood. He couldn’t bear to sit on the

sidelines and watch his brothers play

games that were out of his class. He forced

himself till he could keep up. And at col-

lege he went it one better, he became a

top athlete. He was already a fine student,

but he felt a man had to be more. He
pushed himself till he ranked as a state

tennis champ, top ice skater, crack rider,

hard-hitting baseball player, basketball

star. Pierre de Lappe—Peter Brown’s real

name—had to he a winner.

Then came two years in the Army, and
he was stationed in a frozen outpost of

Alaska at 35 degrees below. The asthma
came back, he choked for breath and
the Army medic up there was shocked.

“You’re supposed to be 4F,” he exploded.

“I’m getting you shipped home.”

“No,” said Peter, “I’m in and I'll stay

in.” On sheer guts he licked the pain and
discomfort. His discharge came through at

the proper time like any other GI’s.

“I never gave in,” he thought this night

after his housewarming. “Not until this

thing with Diane, then I was licked.” It

still hurt to remember. The two things a

man wants most to succeed at—his work
and his marriage—and the work was okay,

but the marriage had fallen on its face.

Why? He’d tried like crazy to salvage it;

Diane, too, had tried. Were there some
things in life that couldn’t be fought and
licked? But why did it have to he what
meant the most to him, when in every-

thing else he’d proven himself as good a

man as the next?

Peter recalls—with pain—how it was at

the beginning of the end. “It wasn’t till we
were married.” he says, “that we began
discovering things about each other we’d
glossed over while we were dating and
falling in love. Only little things at first

—

you know, ways and traits—so trivial on
the surface that we never realized how they
were piling up. Not until they became a

mountain of irritations. Like Diane’s inde-

pendence. When we were dating I thought
it was adorable, but when she was my wife,

suddenly it seemed to become a challenge

in a man’s face. We re both stubborn, but

we used to compromise. Now we quarreled.

“I loved the outdoors. Diane wasn’t the

athletic type, but she used to come along

as spectator at least. Now she didn’t want
to. If I left her alone so I could play tennis,

I was made to feel guilty. But if I gave in

and stayed home, our tensions and anxie-

ties were worse.

“Then even the laughter went out of our

lives. Diane’s greatest charm was her sense

of humor, even about little problems. Now
there was only silence. And when it dawned
on me how things were, I retreated into

my work and the silences got longer—till

there was no communication at all."

Two weeks after they’d moved into their

new home, it was all over. There was no
shouting, no arguments. Diane said quietly,

“I can’t take it any more, I’m miserable.

Maybe we’d be better off apart.”

Peter says, “I knew we were heading

for a breakup, but when I heard her say

it, I was stunned. I knew all along I should

have tried to talk to her, but when the

moment finally came, I couldn’t get the

words out. So I left. We didn't see each

other for seven weeks. Then we got to-

gether and rehashed everything. We told

each other we could see the error of our

ways now. And we were still in love, we
wanted to try again. So we left our big

house, rented a small apartment and
started over. But it was no good. Whatever
split us the first time, split us again. We
just didn’t have what it takes to live to-

gether as man and wife. We were what we
were and even love couldn’t change us.

“Just before we broke up. she said to me
one night, ‘You haven’t even tried to make
a go of our marriage.’ I wanted to yell

and shout and tell her how hard I’d tried.

But I couldn’t defend myself without hurt-

ing her. So I kept quiet. And she just

looked at me and said, ‘I’ve given so

much. I’ve given and given . .
.’ I wanted

to shout, ‘My God, you don’t know how
little you’ve given. I know you tried, but

. .
.’ I wanted to say those things hut I

couldn’t.

“I loved being married”

“Personally, I’m a guy who needs love.

I loved being married, having a home and
someone to share it with. I’ve got to know
I’m loved and needed—it just has to be

there. I despise having to ask for it. Love
meant so much to me that when we sepa-

rated for good it really shook me. I went
around in a state of disbelief— this couldn’t

have happened to me! I pushed myself

into exhaustion. Between acting jobs, I

tried to write TV plays and study voice. I

had to keep on the move every minute. I

picked up old hobbies I’d dropped because
Diane didn’t enjoy them. I started jumping
horses again, and swam more—but all the

things that used to be fun still left me
unhappy. Finally I had to face up to the

truth: that running myself into the ground
wasn’t the answer. / had to start a new life.

“Only—I wasn’t prepared to think logi-

cally. And I hated being alone, I needed
desperately to be with people. Lucky for

me, my friend Chuck Courtney was leaving

for four months in Trinidad to make a pic-

ture. and he insisted I move in with his

folks. What great people—all of them!
They made me feel / was the one keeping
them from being lonely. My own folks live

far away—in Washington.

The facts

about strengthening

brittle nails

Can polish strengthen nails? Any good

polish acts as a protective shield for your

nails. But it can’t protect them as effec-

tively as a special nail strengthener. Based

on 50 years’ experience in nail care, Cutex

has developed Strong Nail, a heavy-duty

full-strength nail coating, not diluted by

color additives. Strong Nail forms a tough

layer over the nails to reinforce them
against cracking, splitting and breaking.

Yet Strong Nail is easily removed with

Cutex Oily Polish Remover. Wear Strong

Nail alone or under any of the 33 fashion-

right shades of Cutex polish.

Can you cure brittle nails? The part of the

nail you can see is actually dead tissue.

The live nail grows under the cuticle, and

that is where you should start to correct

brittle nails. Cutex Nail-Flex is a medi-

cated cream especially formulated to help

encourage the growth of long, strong

beautiful nails. But remember, new
growth takes time and Nail-Flex should

be rubbed into the cuticle faithfully for a

period of weeks before you expect results.

Cutex® Strong Nail and Nail-Flex are

each only 59^ plus tax.

PnFNTCWANTEDul rjVrn IVH PLw For musical setting . . . send^ Poems today. Any subject.

Immediate consideration. Phonograph records made.
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St., Studio 560, New York 1

PLAY RIGHT AWAY!
Even If You Don't Know
a Note of Music Now
Now it’s EASY to gg

learn any instru- T\
ment. No boring: ex- v

ercises. Start playing
little pieces by notes
right away. Amazing
progress at home, in spare time. No teacher. Few cents
per lesson. 1.000.000 students! Write for FRKF BOOK.
U. S. School of Music, Studio A206, Port Washington, N. Y.
No salesman will call. (Established 1898)

ANALYZE HANDWRITING
MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE!
and Greater PERSONAL Success!

jYOU CAN learn how to identify character/
and personality traits from ordinary hand- /

writing. Fascinating home-study training. Many /

career opportunities for both men and women, full /

or sparetime. Just send your name, address for /

a FREE sample lesson and big illustrated catalog (
Free. No salesman will bother you. (State age).

INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC.
Dept. FN -94 - - Springfield 4, Missouri

Dr. Scholl's FOAM-EASE Bunion Shield
You never experienced anything like it. It’s so soft

and deeply cushioned that it stops painful shoe

friction and pressure on Bunions and Enlarged
Joints almost like magic. Helps hide bulge^ pre-

serves shape of shoe. Tailored of soft Latex Foam.
Loops over toe. Flesh color, washable. $1.50 each.

If not obtainable at your Drug, Shoe or Dept. Store

send price with pencil outline of foot, to

DR. SCHOLL’S, Dept. 6U3<», Chicago 10, III.
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Its a new show! It's a great show! It’s a 1961

edition of PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL, produced
by the editors of PHOTOPLAY! And it’s

available now wherever magazines are sold

!

PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL is the greatest. It

brings you all the news and gossip of every-

one of importance in Hollywood. It also brings

you gorgeous full-color portraits of the stars,

plus exciting candid shots and never-to-be-

lorgotten pinups.

“But even at the Courtneys, my second
family, I lived like a hermit. I couldn’t

even think about going out with a girl who
wasn’t Diane. It took me months to crawl
out of my shell. All in all. I’d been out of

circulation nearly three years. I felt awk-
ward calling a girl and asking her out. I

worried too much, tried too hard. I’d pick

up the phone, then I’d think, what’ll I say?
What if she turns me down? Before Diane.
I used to date just like that—if I liked a

girl’s looks. Now I was tongue-tied.

“Then the studio got after me. They like

their players to show up at premieres and
parties and stuff. So I dated Suzanne
Lloyd, we went to dinner, then to the Ice
Follies. And for all my anxiety (about me,
not her) we had a great time. Before I

knew it, we were talking away at dinner,

the ice show was fine, we stopped for some-
thing to eat—it was a wonderful evening.
The ice show broke the ice for me—liter-

ally. I wasn't afraid anymore of going
‘back into the world.’ Since then I’ve dated
a lot of girls.

“But it’s a back-and-forth thing. I’ve

gone through some pretty rough months.
There were times I was convinced that I’d

never be happy again. I still get so darn
depressed my mind goes in all directions.

I begin questioning myself, and then I

have to work things out. I get on my horse
and ride by myself for hours. Sometimes I

get in my car and take long drives down
by the ocean. I drive—or I ride—until

whatever’s bothering me comes to a head
and I’m able to toss it off.

HOLLYWOOD NEWSREEL
—Here is the month-by-
month story of Hollywood.
The marriages. divorces,
separations, reconciliations,
births and deaths.

TOP BILLING—New pic-
tures and stories of Troy
Donahue • Elvis Presley •
Sandra Dee • Edd Byrnes •
Tuesday Weld • Connie Ste-
vens • Debbie Reynolds •
Frankie Avalon • Annette
Funicello • Carol Lynley
and Connie Francis.

DOUBLE FEATURES—
Truly romantic stories about
these happily married: Liz
Taylor and Eddie Fisher •
Janet Leigh and Tony Curtis

• Roger Smith and Vici Shaw • Pat and Shirley Boone •
Evy Norlund and James Darren • Millie Perkins and Dean
Stockweli • Joanne Woodward and Paul Newman • Natalie
Wood and Bob Wagner.

FANFARE—Big pictures and fascinating stories about
Cary Grant • Rock Hudson • Rick Nelson • Tab Hunter
# Paul Anka • Bobby Darin • John Saxon • Sal Mineo
• Stephen Boyd • Brandon de Wilde • Bobby Rydell
# Jimmy Clanton.

PINUPS—These thrilling pictures are a "must’' for your
collection: Brigitte Bardot • Marilyn Monroe • Kim
Novak • Lana Turner • Ava Gardner • Doris Day.

UP IN LIGHTS—The great stories of your favorites: Glenn
Ford • Susan Hayward • Hope Lange • Tony Perkins
• Audrey Hepburn • Reger Moore • Susan Kohner •
Lawrence Harvey • John Gavin • Shirley MacLaine •
Dolores Hart.

AND INTRODUCING—Here are the newcomers to the
screen. You can follow their glamorous rise to stardom

:

Angie Dickinson • Mark Damon • Warren Beatty • Jo
Morrow • Mark Goddard • Sue Lyon • Tom Tryon •
Vicki Trickett • Nancy Kwan • Juliet Prowse • Richard
Beymer • Patti Page • Anita Bryant • Glenn Corbett •
Sigrid Maier • Carol Christensen • Brenda Lee • Leticia
Roman • Sharon Hugueny • Kerwin Mathews • Michael
Callan • George Peppard.

ONLY 50c WHILE THEY LAST
AT ALL NEWSSTANDS NOW

1
Bartholomew House, Inc. WG-661 |

* 205 E. 42 St.. New York 17, N. Y.

S Send me PHOTOPLAY ANNUAL 1961. !

I I enclose 50«.

Name
(Please Print)

Address

I City State
L

It wasn’t the same

“You know something? As much fun as

it was buying my new house, when 1 first

started fixing it up. I got real low. I love

to work around a house—paint, wire the

hi-fi, build shelves. But it’s different doing
things for yourself and doing them for

someone you love. Right now I’m working
hard—for myself—and of course that’s im-

portant, too. But it’s like nothing compared
to the pride and joy you feel working hard
for someone you love, who loves you back
and takes pleasure in what you accomplish.

“I guess what I mean—I loved being

married. Someone said I was in love with

love, with the idea of marriage, hut that’s

not true. 1 loved Diane very much and I

love her now—but not as a wife. There
isn’t a girl in this world I respect more,

but we were two unfortunate people—we
had to learn the hard way that we weren’t

right for each other. It had nothing to do
with maturity, either. If we met five years

from today we still wouldn’t have the basis

for a lasting marriage—to each other.

“That doesn’t mean I regret having been
married to Diane—anything but. And I

think we learned a lot from each other

that should help us in our future relation-

ships with others. But not while we were
married—the time was too short, and first

there was too much happiness, then too

much grief, for thinking. After the breakup
I did my thinking. So you might say what
I didn’t learn from the institution of mar-
riage I learned from divorce. And that, as

I’ve said, is the hard way.
“What did I learn? A bookful. As I see

it now, Diane and I went into marriage in

love, all right—but with hidden little ideas

about changing whatever we didn’t quite

like. It wasn’t even a conscious thing—but

even so it’s no good at all to marry on that.

You have t)o take someone you love for

better or worse, ‘as is’—the way you are
and she is.

“It would! have been better if we’d recog-
nized—beforehand—whatever bothered us.

But let’s faice it. when a boy and girl are
dating, they consciously put the best foot

forward, and if there are any irritations,

they won’t come out with it. Suddenly
they’re in Jove, blinded by the glow, and
next thing! they’re at the altar—still not
really knowing each other. On the surface,

maybe, but not deeply. No wonder they
end up throwing things, or going into the
silences. I’ll admit it’s not easy to know
anyone before marriage as you do after.

But it helps if you have things in common,
learn each . other’s likes and dislikes and
understandSher basic traits—and your own.
Maybe then the little ‘mysteries’ that are
discovered, later won’t be so earth-shatter-

ingly unexpected that they tear you apart.

That “special girl”

“Now that I’m trying to make my way
toward happiness again, I see it’s still got

to be by loving someone. I don’t care how
long it takies me to find that someone—

I

will. And Pll be just as sure this time as I

was the last that it’ll be a beautiful, lasting

relationship. But the steps to it will be
something»else again. For one thing, differ-

ent things attract me to a girl today. I look
for more than surface beauty and dazzle.

She has todiave personality, understanding
and intelligence. It so happens that Diane
had those qualities, but I wasn’t looking
for them when I began dating her, I wasn’t
thinking about them then. Now I do. But
she has to have a personality that fits with

mine, and mine with hers. And we have to

understand each other. Because marriage
is a pretty'special relationship.

“As for keeping quiet about trivialities

that bug a man after the wedding. I’d

rather drag them out in the open before-

hand. If I go to a party where business is

discussed, I don’t want my date sulking

and tugging at my sleeve when I stop to

talk to some executive. I’ve had girls pout

and accuse me of neglecting them, even

get sore about it. It’s the kind of thing I

used to pass off if I liked a girl, though
inside it bugged me. Nowadays if this hap-

pens I don’t make a big issue, hut I don’t

suppress it either. On the way home I

calmly discuss it with her, like two grown-

up people. If she understands—fine. If she

refuses to, I don’t see her again. If she

can’t dig my problems at the dating stage,

she certainly won’t understand as a wife.

“And I do want a wife again. What’s
happened hasn’t dimmed one hit my desire

to be a happily married man—with chil-

dren. It may be three or four years before

I settle down, but right now the important

thing is to feel confident that I will. It’s

a lot better than feeling I’ll never be happy
again. I’ll be happy. I've pulled through a

tough time, and pretty much licked the

depressed feeling. Mostly I can enjoy my
work, my friends, my hobbies and dating.

I’ve won back my peace of mind.

“By now I guess it’s no secret—if ever

there was anything I didn’t want to fail at.

it was my marriage. To respect myself as

a man, Lcan’t afford to fail again.”

—Maria Borie

You can see Peter in “The Lawman” on

ABC-TV , every Sunday, 8:30-9 P.M. EDT.
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YOU’D NEVER KNOW I HAD

LAST MINUTE FLASH

It

happened

too fast

BELINDA LEE—

gHL lived too fast. She had been born in the quiet English town of Devon,

but she left all that behind. By nineteen she was getting parts in British

films and was married to Lucas Cornel, a talented photographer.

Then she burst out on the whole world’s front pages—as a sex bomb.

While she was attending the Cap d’Antibes film festival she went bathing in

the shallow surf and the strap of her bikini broke. Undaunted—and un-

covered—she waded to shore straight into the lenses of every cameraman on

the beach. At the time she had the leading part in “Aphrodite, Goddess of

Love” and there were people who whispered it was a publicity stunt.

Whatever, it was the beginning of a flamboyant affair with a married

Italian prince who had witnessed the intriguing spectacle. Now home and

marriage could no longer hold the girl. She rocketed her way up in the

movies—triumphant symbol of sex. Her love affair with Prince Filippo

Orsini cost her a divorce on charges of adultery.

Belinda and the Prince loved madly, they quarreled and both tried to

commit suicide over the breakup—then came back to each other’s arms.

His Princess wife, in a separation petition, named Belinda as “the woman

living with Prince Orsini.” But later Orsini and his wife were reconciled.

Last December Belinda became engaged—to another married man. When

the headlines broke, Italian movie maker Gualtiero Jacopetti announced

that they would be married as soon as he divorced his wife.

Now in Hollywood, they zoomed about the countryside together—to

Las Vegas and back to Hollywood on wide-open desert roads—Belinda,

Jacopetti and two other Italian film men. They hit it at a hundred miles an

hour and the needle still climbed. The station wagon blew a tire, skidded a

thousand feet, leaped a ditch and crashed—upside down.

Beautiful Belinda Lee, at 26, was dead within minutes.

In the Riviera night spots where she used to burn the candle at both ends

and the middle, they’re singing songs in her memory. The most popular is

“Pour Toujours, Belinda”
—

“For Always, Belinda.” In two weeks she had

become a legend. She would not be forgotten fast. —Cal York

PSORIASIS
As hundreds of thousands of users

have learned, Siroil tends to re-
move psoriasis crusts and
scales on outer layer of skin.
Light applications help control

recurring lesions. Siroil doesn’t
stain clothing or bed linens.
Offered on two -weeks -satisfac-
tion -or -money -refunded basis.
Many years of successful results.

tiianA* to

SIROIL
For greater daytime comfort AT ALL

use SIR-O-LENE Skin Softener D D II f*between Siroil applications. Sir-O’lene 1^ K U O
is also ideal for dry and flaky skin. STORES

Wrhe _toda y for new ^REE booklet

SIROIL LABORATORIESTTnc’. 1

Dept. M- 109 Santa Monica, Calif.

|
Please send me your new FREE booklet on PSORIASIS. I

|
NAME I

j
ADDRESS— Flease Fri " c

J

[_C1TY_ STATE
J

High School Course
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as yoor time and abilities permit. Equivalent to resi-
dent school work— prepares for college entrance exams. Standard
H. S. texts supplied. Diploma awarded. Credit for H. S. subjects
completed. Single subjects if desired. Ask for Free Bulletin.

^American School. Dept. HA53, Drexel at 58th. Chicago 37

into DOLLARS!
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions

yearly. Songs Composed. PUBLISHED,
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from .

NORDYKE Music Publishers
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 287, Calif.

Ill lit

Both Rings for SI

SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES’
Engagement and Wedding Rings

ONLY SI 00
f
You’ll love these rings—the simu-
lated diamonds look like a “million
dollars” and sparkle with many
stones. SEND NO MONEY. Pay
postman only $1 plus postage
for both rings. If you send $1
cash with order we pay all postage.
GUARANTEED: Wear rings 10 days.
If not pleased return for refund.
White or yellow gold color effect
or sterling' silver mountings.

HAREM CO„ Dept. A515
30 Church St., New York 7, N. Y.

2' 2"x3'/2 genuine photos made on silk finish

, studio paper. Send photo or snapshot nog. to-

i day 25 for $1.25 plus FREE 5 x7" enlargc-
* ment. (60 for $2.25) . Money back guaranteed.

ROY PHOTO SERVICE • Dept. A6. 6P0 Bo»644,N.Y.l.N.Y.

KILL THE HAIR ROOT
Destroy unwanted hair PERMANENTLY. Use

veniently at home. When you have read

"-'instruction book carefully and learned

w Mahler Epilator safely and efficiently,

ifthen you can remove unwanted hair FOREVER.

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE (Our 76th Year).

MAHLERS. INC.. Dept 601 H PROVIDENCE 15. R.

VARICOSE
VEINS

Tired Legs, Leg Cramps Relieved

51 GAUGE ELASTIC STOCKINGS
Nylon, full-fooled, full-fashioned. So sheer, they look
like regular nylons— yet give comfortable, uniform
support. No overhose needed. In French Nude,
White, Black. At Dr. Scholl’s Foot Comfort® Shops,
Drug, Dept., Surgical Supply Stores. $12.95 pair.

Free booklet—Dr. Scholl’s,Dpt. 6E36, Chicago 10,111.
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SUMMER IS WHAT YOU MAKE IT

Start now for

fun later on

4878—If you’re like

Sharon Hugueny, you’ll

want four for fun

—

shirt, pants, poncho,

shorts. Printed Pattern

in Jr. Miss Sizes 9-17.

Size 13 pants, 2Y8 yds.

4878
9-17

9024—Doris Day likes versa-

tile clothes. Like this sun-

sheath and its pretty-partner

jacket. The diagonal buttons

and set-away collar are fashion

news this year. Printed Pat-

tern in Misses Sizes 10-18.

9039—Styled for summer romance

— wide-away collar, impressed

pleats. Printed Pattern in Misses’

Sizes 12-20. Size 16 takes 5% yds.

574—For any time of year, a gift

for baby. This embroidered sampler

tells all the vital facts. Transfer

12 x 16"; 60 names and chart. 35#

\st

626—Summer comes to your kitch-

en with these happy bluebird

towels, all in simple embroidery.

Transfer of 7 motifs, 6 x 7". 25^

841—New summer slipcovers are

easy to sew yourself. Our step-by-

step directions, diagrams show how
for all types of chairs, sofas. 25(?

For Patterns 9024, 4878. 9039, send 35d

to Photoplay Pattern Dept., P.O. Bov
123. Old Chelsea Sta., N. Y. 11, N. Y.

Add 10(? each for first-class mailing. For
others, send order with coins to Photo-

play Needlecraft Service at same ad-

dress. Add each for first-class. For

Catalog of Printed Dress Patterns, send

35^. For Needlecraft Catalog, send 25<*

.
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REGULAR

Kotex is confidence

You’ll welcome the newest Kotex napkins. They have a much softer

covering for greater comfort, pleated ends for-n smoother fit, also a new inner shield

which provides lasting protection in all 3 absorbencies.

-v,

NAPKINS
HBPPBWBS '

KQTLX ir, n t'frtttrm.vk tjf Kimberly C«f|KWatiAfs



THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS

A mild, gentle shampoo may be used as often as desired

to help keep the hair looking its best. A Breck Shampoo
cleans thoroughly, yet is not drying to the hair. One Breck

Shampoo is for dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for

oily hair. A third Breck Shampoo is for normal hair. A
Breck Shampoo helps keep your hair soft and shining.

New packages marked with color help you select the correct Breck Shampoo.

4 ounces 60 i SI Red for dry hair Yellow for oily hair S Blue for normal hair

AVAILABLE WHEREVER COSMETICS ARE SOLD - 2^ oz. 39*1 4 oz. 60** 8 oz. $1.00 16 oz. $1.75
Copyright 1961 b,/ John H. Breck Inc.
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